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WilKie uoiiins.

The author of "The Woman in White" was
born one hundred years ago to-day. The son

of a painter, William Collins, R.A. (every-

body knows his rustic scenes, especially the

boys on a gate called "Happy as a King"), the

brother of a painter, Charles Allston Collins

(who did the title-page for his father-in-law's

novel, " Edwin Drood "), and named after a

painter, Sir David Wilkie, the famous novelist

seemed likely at one time to be a painter him-

self. At twenty-five he had a landscape in the

Royal Academy. It is not fanciful, perhaps, to

see a painter's apprehension of the visible in

such things as his descriptions of the lake in
" The Woman in White " and of Somnauth at

the end of " The Moonstone." For his painting

turned out to be only a flirtation. He was still

in his 'teens when he wrote a novel of ancient

Rome in the manner of " The Last Days of
" Pompeii "

; and his father, an Irishman and
an artist, affronted the tradition of fathers by
setting him free from the tea warehouse to which

he had been articled and allowing him to go to

the Bar as a cloak for his pursuit of literature.

A meeting, quickly followed by friendship, with

Dickens did the rest. He wrote for Dickens's

magazines ; he collaborated with Dickens ; he

desired to write, like Dickens, reforming and
didactic stories ; he inspired Dickens to

emulate him as a carpenter of plots. For forty

years he went on writing novels, and occasion-

ally, with no great success, a play. He persisted

through grave private annoyances and bad

|
health, which he relieved with incredible

quantities of opium. His sharp tongue could

not hide from his friends

—

Millais, Holman
i Hunt, the Lehmanns, and many others—his

I warm heart. The public became his friends.

The preface to the new edition of " The Moon-
" stone," which tells of his mother's recent

death and his own sufferings from rheumatic

gout (and it is one of the best pieces of

his writing), could only have been addressed to

a public of whose



Men and Women in White

Perhaps no story has a more dramatic open-

ing than that in which a man, after wandering
late at night across Hampstead Heath, comes to

the meeting of four roads. " There, as if it had
" that moment sprung out of the earth or
" dropped from the heaven, stood the figure of
" a solitary woman, dressed from head to foot
" in white garments. ' Is that the road to

" ' London ? ' she said." That scene, so full of

an ominous atmosphere, may soon be re-enacted

at many a crossroad. To asV *ha

TO

BRYAN WALLEK PROCTER;

FBOM ONE OF HIS YOUNGER BRETHREN IN LITERATURE,

WHO SINCERELY VALUES HIS FRIENDSHIP,

AND WHO GRATEFULLY REMEMBERS

MANY HAPPY HOURS SPENT IN HIS HOUSE.

"5. Trace the resemblance between the
1 cases of Rosanna Spearman and Constance
j
Kent.
women." 5. Sergeant Cuff's deductions as to a

|

stained nightgown which he believed to be
Rosanna Spearman's, when he was investigating ,

the loss of the moonstone, were founded on
;

those of Inspector Whicher as to Constance
j



by his books, xz is enough to mention
Tbollope, who praised them with discrimina-

tion ; Edward FitzGerald, who so " breath-

"lessiy" admired "The Woman in White"
that he thought of naming his herring-lugger

the Marian Halcombe ; and Swinburne.

To-day we read him, but read him a little

apologetically, pleacling relaxation. He had not

Dickens's passion and ability as a reformer.

If his characterization sometimes goes deeper

than Dickens's, it never goes much deeper.

And though Count Fosco and Miss Clack are

alone enough to prove that he did not want
humour, we cannot quote Wilkie Collins
chuckling, as we quote Dickens. He left us,

in the end, plot ; and plot in which, as

Trollope detected, the machinery is obvious.

Yet he enriched the plot with all the human
character and the moral force of which he was
capable. Many a brilliant tale of mystery is

produced to-day : we are excited and thrilled

by them, but not the best can rouse in us what
Swinburne well called the anxiety with which
we follow the fortunes of Marian and Laura in
" The Woman in White," or of Ozias Midwinter
and the other Allan and Lydia Gwilt in the
dreadful story of ' " Armadale." Wilkie
Collins's stories are, by modern count, over-

long. The last twenty pages of " The Moon-
stone " would be polished off by a contemporary
writer in a few sharp sentences. Yet there is

a dignity in Wilkie Collins's thoroughness,

an artistry of some kind in his refusal to scamp
even the end of the tale, after the secret is out.

His books do not seem so long, even now, as

do some of the duller, flatter, biographical

narratives which have threatened of late to

become an established form of the novel. What-
ever he lacked, he had the secret of holding the

reader's interest and thus refreshing his mind
;

and we doubt not that the best of his novels

will still have eager readers of all ages when,

sixty-five years hence, time brings the centenary

of his death.



PKEFACE TO THE PKESENT EDITION.

" The Woman in White " has been received with such marked favour

by a very large circle of readers, that this volume scarcely stands in need of

any prefatory introduction on my part. All that it is necessary for me
to say on the subject of the present edition—the first issued in a portable

and popular form—may be summed up in few words.

I have endeavoured, by careful correction and revision, to make my
story as worthy as I could of a continuance of the public approval.

Certain technical errors which had escaped me while I was writing the

book are here rectified. None of these little blemishes in the slightest

degree interfered with the interest of the narrative—but it was as well to

remove them at the first opportunity, out of respect to my readers ; and

in this edition, accordingly, they exist no more.

Some doubts having been expressed, in certain captious quarters, about

the correct presentation of the legal " points " hiddental to the story,

1 may be permitted to mention that I spared no pains—in this instance,

as in all others—to preserve myself from unintentionally misleading my
readers. A solicitor of great experience in his profession most kindly and

carefully guided my steps, whenever the course of the narrative led me into

the labyrinth of the Law. Every doubtful question was submitted to

this gentleman, before I ventured on putting pen to paper; and all the

proof-sheets which referred to legal matters were corrected by his hand

before the story was published. I can add, on high judicial authority,

that these precautions were not taKen iu vain. The "law" in this

book has been discussed, since its publication, by more than one competent

tribunal, and has been decided to be sound.

One word more, before I conclude, in acknowledgment of the heavy debt

of gratitude which I owe to the reading public.

It is no affectation on my part to say that the success of this book has

been especially welcome to me, because it implied the recognition of a



nil PREFACE.

literary principle which has guided me since I first addressed my revere

in the character of a novelist.

I have always held the old-fashioned opinion that the primary object of

a work of fiction should be to tell a story ; and I have never believed that

the novelist who properly performed this first condition of his art, was in

danger, on that account, of neglecting the delineation of character—for this

plain reason, that the effect produced by any narrative of events is essen-

tially dependent, not on the events themselves, but on the human interest

which is directly connected with them. It may be possible, in novel

writing, to present characters successfully without telling a story ; but it

'.b not possible to tell a story successfully without presenting characters :

their existence, as recognisable realities, being the sole condition on which

the story can be effectively told. The only narrative which can hope to

lay a strong hold on the attention of readers, is a narrative which interests

them about men and women—for the perfectly obvious reason that they

are men and women themselves.

The reception accorded to " The Woman in White " has practically con-

firmed these opinions, and has satisfied me that I may trust to them in the

future. Here is a novel which has met with a very kind reception,

because it is a Story ; and here is a story, the interest of which—as I

know by the testimony, voluntarily addressed to me, of the readers them-

selves—is never disconnected from the interest of character. "Laura,"

" Miss Halcombe," and " Anne Catherick ;" " Count Fosco," " Mr. Fairlie,"

and " Walter Hartright ;" have made friends for me wherever they have

made themselves known. I hope the time is not far distant when I may

meet those friends again, and when I may try, through the medium of

uew characters, to awaken their interest in another story.

Barley Street, London,

February, 186L



THE WOMAN IN WHITE.

The. Story begun by Walter Haf.tkight, of Clement's Inn,

Teacher of Drawing.

I.

This is the story of what a Woman's patience can endure, and what a

Man's resolution can achievo.

It the machinery of the Law could be depended on to fathom every cas*

of suspicion, and to conduct every process of inquiry, with moderate assist-

ance only from the lubricating influences of oil of gold, the events which

till these pages might have claimed their share of the public attention in a

Court of Justice.

But the Law is still, in certain inevitable cases, the pre-engaged servant

of the long purse ; and the story is left to be told, for the first time, in this

place. As the Judge might once have heard it, so the Eeader shall hear

it now. No circumstance of importance, from the beginning to the end or

the disclosure, shall be related on hearsay evidence. When the writer of

these introductory lines (Walter Hartright, by name) happens to be more

•closely connected than others with the incidents to be recorded, he win

describe them in his own person. When his experience fails, he will retire

- from the position of narrator ; and his task will be continued, from the

point at which he has left it off, by other persons who can speak to the

circumstances under notice from their own knowledge, just as clearly and

positively as he has spoken before them.

Thus, the story here presented will be told by more than one pen, as the

story of an offence against the laws is told in Court by more than one wit-

ness—with the same object, in both cases, to present the truth always in

its most direct and most intelligible aspect ; and to trace the course of one

complete series of events, by making the persons who have been most

closely connected with them, at each successive stage, relate their own

experience, word for word.

Let Walter Hartright teacher of drawing, aged twenty-eight yearc \e

heard first

3



THE WCMAJS IN WHITE,

II.

It waa the last Jay of July. The long hot summer was drawing to a

close ; and we, the weary pilgrims of the London pavement, were begin-

ning to think of the cloud-shadows on the corn-fields, -and the autumn

breezes on the sea-shore.

For my own poor part, the fading, summer left me out of health, out of

spirits, and, if the truth must be told, out of money as well. During the

past year, I had not managed my professional resources as carefully as

usual ; and my extravagance now limited me to the prospect of spending

the autumn economically between my mother's cottage at Hampstead, and

my own chambers in town.

The evening, 1 remember^ was still and cloudy ; the London air was at

its heaviest; the distant hum of the street-traffic was at its faintest; the

small pulse of the life within me and the great heart of the city around me

seemed to be sinking in unison, languidly and more languidly, with the

tinking sun. I roused myself from the book which I was dreaming over

rather than reading, and left my chambers to meet the cool night air in the

suburbs. It was one of the two evenings in every week which I was

accustomed to spend with my mother and my sister. So I turned my steps

northward, in the direction of Hampstead.

Events which I have yet to relate, make it necessary to mention in this

place that my father had been dead some years at the period of which 1

am now writing ; and that my sister Sarah, and I, were the sole survivors

of a family of five children. My father was a drawing-master before mo.

His exertions had made him highly successful in his profession ; and his

affectionate anxiety to provide for the future of those who were dependent

on his labours, had impelled him, from the time of his marriage, to devo'/

to the insuring of his life a much larger portion of his income than mos.

men consider it necessary to set aside for that purpose. Thanks to his

admirable prudence and self-denial, my mother and sister were left, after

his death, as independent of the world as they had been during his lifetime.

I succeeded to his connexion, and had every reason to feel grateful for the

prospect that awaited me at my starting in life.

The quiet twilight was still trembling on the topmost ridges of the

heath ; and the view of London below me had sunk into a black gulf in

the shadow of the cloudy night, when I stood before the gate of my mother's

cottage. I had hardly rung the bell, before the house-door was opened
violently ; my worthy Italian friend, Professor Pesca, appeared in the

servant's place ; and darted out joyously to receive me, with a shrill foreign

parody on an English cheer.

On his own account, and, I must be allowed to add, oa mine also, the

Professor merits the honour of a formal introduction. Accident hsis made
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htm the starting-point of the strange famiJy story whicn it is the purpose ol

these pages to unfold.

I had first become acquainted with my Italian friend by meeting him at

certain great houses, where he taught his own language and I taught

drawing. All I then knew of the history of his life was, that he had once

held a situation in the University of Padua ; that he had left Italy for

political reasons (the nature of which he uniformly declined to mention to

any one) ; and that he had been for many years respectably established in

London as a teacher of languages.

Without being actually a dwarf—for he was perfectly well-proportioned

from head to foot—Pesca was, I think, the smallest human being I ever

saw, out of a show-room. Eemarkable anywhere, by his personal appear-

ance, he was still further distinguished among the rank and file of mankino.

by the harmless eccentricity of his character. The ruling idea of his life

appeared to be, that he was bound to show his gratitude to the country

which had afforded him an asylum and a means of subsistence, by doing

his utmost to turn himself into an Englishman. Not content with paying

the nation in general the compliment of invariably carrying an umbrella,

and invariably wearing gaiters and a white hat, the Professor further

aspired to become an Englishman in his habits and amusements, as well as

in his personal appearance. Finding us distinguished, as a nation, by our

love of athletic exercises, the little man, in the innocence of his heart,

devoted himself impromptu to all our English sports and pastimes, when-

ever he had the opportunity of joining them ; firmly persuaded that he

could adopt our national amusements of the field, by an effort of will, pre-

cisely as he had adopted our national gaiters and our national white hat.

I had seen him risk his limbs blindly at a fox-hunt and in a cricket-

field ; and, soon afterwards, I saw him risk his life, just as blindly, in the

sea at Brighton.

We had met there accidentally, and were bathing together. If we had

been engaged in any exercise peculiar to my own nation, I should, of

course, have looked after Pesca carefully ; but, as foreigners are generally

quite as well able to take care of themselves in the water as Englishmen, it

never occurred to me that the art of swimming might merely add one more

to the list of manly exercises which the Professor believed that he could

learn impromptu. Soon after we had both struck out from shore, I stopped,

finding my friend did not gain on me, and turned round to look for him.

1o my horror and amazement, I saw nothing between me and the beach

but two little white arms which struggled for an instant above the surface

of the water, and then disappeared from view. When I dived for him, the

poor little man was lying quietly coiled up at the bottom, in a hollow of

shingle looking by many degrees smaller than I had ever seen him look

before. During the few minutes that elapsed while I was taking him in,
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the air revived him, and he ascended the steps of the machine with iu>

assistance. With the partial recovery of his animation came the return of

his •wonderful delusion on the subject of swimming. As soon as his chat-

tering teeth would let him speak, he smiled vacantly, and said he thought

it must have been the Cramp.
When he had thoroughly recovered himself and had joined me on the

beach, his warm Southern nature broke through all artificial English

restraints, in a moment. He overwhelmed me with the wildest expres-

sions of affection—exclaimed passionately, in his exaggerated Italian way,

that lie would hold his life, henceforth, at my disposal—and declared that

he should never be happy again, until he had found an opportunity ot

proving his gratitude by rendering me some service which I might re-

member, on my side, to the end of my days.

I did my best to stop the torrent of his tears and protestations, by per-

sisting in treating the whole adventure as a good subject for a joke ; and

succeeded at last, as I imagined, in lessening Pesca's overwhelming sense

of obligation to me. Little did I think then—little did I think afterwards

when our pleasant holiday had drawn to an end—that the opportunity oi

serving me for which my grateful companion so ardently longed, was soon

to come; that he was eagerly to seize it on the instant; and that, by so

doing, he was to turn the whole current of my existence into a new channel,

and to alter me to myself almost past recognition.

Yet, so it was. If I had not dived for Professor Pesca, when he lay

under water on his shingle bed, I should, in all human probability, nevei

have been connected with the story which these pages will relate—I should

never, perhaps, have heard even the name of the woman, who has lived in

all my thoughts,who has possessed herself of all my energies, who has become

the one guiding influence that now directs the purpose of my life.

III.

Pesca's face and manner, on the. evening when we confronted each other at

my mother's gate, were more than sufficient to inform me that something

extraordinary had happened. It was quite useless, however, to ask him for

an immediate explanation. I could only conjecture, while he was dragging

me in by both hands, that (knowing my habits) he had come to the cottage

to make sure of meeting me that night, and that he had some news to telL

of an unusually agreeable kind.

We both bounced into the parlour in a highly abrupt and undignified

manner My mother sat by the open window, laughing and fanning her-

self. Pesca was one of her especial favourites ; and his wildest eccentri-

cities were always pardonable in her eyes. Poor dear soul! from the first

moment when she found out that the little Professor was deeply and grate-

lully attached to her sea, she opened hor heart to him unreservedly and
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took all his puzzling foreign peculiarities for granted, without so much as

attempting to understand any one of tliem.

My sister Sarah, with all the advantages of youth, was, strangely enough,

less pliable. She did full justice to Pesca's excellent qualities of heart ; but

she could not accept him implicitly, as my mother accepted him, for my
sake. Her insular notions of propriety rose in perpetual revolt against

Pesca's constitutional contempt for appearances ; and she was always mora

or less undisguisedly astonished at her mother's familiarity with the eccen-

tric little foreigner. I have observed, not only in my sister's case, but in

the instances of others, that we of the young generation are nothing like

bo hearty and so impulsive as some of our elders. I constantly see old

people flushed and excited by the prospect of some anticipated pleasure

which altogether fails to ruffle the tranquillity of their serene grandchildren.

Are we, I wender, quite such genuine boys and girls now as our seniors

were, in their time? Has the great advance in education taken rather too

long a stride ; and are we, in these modern days, just the least trifle in the

wor.d too well brought up ?

Without attempting to answer those questions decisively, I may at least

record that I never saw my mother and my sister together in Pesca's society,

without finding my mother much the younger woman of the two. On

this occasion, for example, while the eld lady was laughing heartily over

the boyish manner in which we tumbled into the parlour, Sarah was per-

turbedly picking up the broken pieces of a teacup, which the Professor had

knocked off the table in his precipitate advance to meet me at the door.

"I don't know what would have happened, Walter," tsaid my mother,

" if you had delayed much longer. Pesca has been half-mad with impati-

ence ; and I have been half-mad with curiosity. The Professor has brought

some wonderful news with him, in which he says you are concerned ; and

he has cruelly refused to give us the smallest hint of it till his friend

Walter appeared."

" Very provoking : it spoils the Set," murmured Sarah to herself, mourn-

fully absorbed over the ruins of the broken cup.

While these words were being spoken, Pesca, happily and fussily uncon-

scious of the irreparable wrong which the crockery had suffered at his

hands, was dragging a large arm-chair to the opposite end of the room, so

r,s to command us all three, in the character of a public speaker addressing

an audience. Having turned the chair with its back towards us, he jumped

into it on his knees, and excitably addressed his small congregation of three

from an impromptu pulpit.

" Now, my good dears," began Pesca (who always said " good deara^*

when he meant " worthy friends "), " listen to me. The time has come—

I

recite my good news—I speak at last."

" Hoar, hear I" said my motheri humouring the jokfi,
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" The next thing he will break, mamma," whispered Sarah, " will be the

back of the best arm-chair."

" I go back into my life, and I address myself to the noblest of created

beings," continued Pesca, vehemently apostrophizing my unworthy self,

over the tcp rail of the chair. " Who found me dead at the bottom of the

sea (through Cramp) ; and who pulled me up to the top ; and what did I

eay when I got into my own life and my own clothes again ?"

"Much more than was at all necessary," I answered, as doggedly as

possible ; for the least encouragement in connexion with this subject

invariably let loose the Professor's emotions in a flood of tears.

"I said," persisted Pesca, "that my life belonged to my dear friend,

Walter, for the rest of my days—and so it does. I said that I should

never be happy again till I had found the opportunity of doing a good

Something for Walter—and I have never been contented with myself till

this most blessed day. Now," cried the enthusiastic little man at the top

of his voice, " the overflowing happiness bursts out of me at every pore of

my skin, like a perspiration ; for on my faith, and soul, and honour, the

something is done at last, and the only word to say now, is—Eight-all-

right!"

It may be necessary to explain, here, that Pesca prided himself on being

p. perfect Englishman in his language, as well as in his dress, manners, and

amusements. Having picked up a few of our most familiar colloquial

expressions, he scattered them about over his conversation whenever they

happened to occur to him, turning them, in his high relish for their sound

and his general ignorance of their sense, into compound words and repeti-

tions of his own, and always running them into each other, as if they con-

sisted of one long syllable.

" Among the fine London houses where I teach the language of my
native country," said the Professor, rushing into his long-deferred explana-

tion without another word of preface, " there is one, mighty fine, in the

big place called Portland. You all know where that is? Yes, yes —
course-of-course. The fine house, my good dears, has got inside it a fine

family. A Mamma, fair and fat ; three young Misses, fair and fat ; two

young Misters, fair and fat ; and a Papa, the fairest and the fattest of all,

who is a mighty merchant, up to his eyes in gold—a fine man once, but

seeing that he has got a naked head and two chins, fine no longer at the

present time. Now mind ! I teach the sublime Dante to the young
Misses, and ah!—my-soul-bless-my-soul !—it is not in human language to

Bay how the sublime Dante puzzles the pretty heads of all three ! No
matter—all in good time—and the more lessons the better for me. Now
mind ! Imagine to yourselves that I am teaching the young Misses to-

day, as usual. We are all four of us clown together in the Hell of Dante.

At the Seventh Circle—but no matter for that : all the Circles are alike to
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the three young Misses, fair and fat,—at the Seventh Ciicle, nevertheless,

my pupils are sticking fast ; and I, to set them going again, recite, explain.,

and blow myself up red-hot with useless enthusiasm, when—a creak of

boots in the passage outside, and in comes the golden Papa, the mighty
merchant with the naked head and the two chins.—Ha ! my good dears, I

am closer than you think for to the business, now. Have you been
patient so far? or have you said to yourselves, ' Deuce-what-the-deuce

!

Pesca is long-winded to-night ?'
"

We declared that we were deeply interested. The Professor went on

:

" In his hand, the golden Papa has a letter ; and after he has made his

excuse for disturbing us in our Infernal Region with the common mortal

Business of the house, he addresses himself to the three young Misses, and

begins, as you English begin everything in this blessed world that you

have to say, with a great 0. ' 0, my dears,' says the mighty merchant,
' I have got here a letter from my friend, Mr. -, (the name has slipped

out of my mind ; but no matter ; we shall come back to that : yes, yes

—

right-all-right). So the Papa says, ' I have got a letter from my friend,

the Mister ; and he wants a recommend from me, of a drawing-master, to

go down to his house in the country.' My-soul-bless-my-soul ! when I

heard the golden Papa say those words, if I had been big enough to reach

up to him, I should have put my arms round his neck, and pressed him to

my bosom in a long and grateful hug 1 As it was, I only bounced upon

my chair. My seat was on thorns, and my soul was on fire to speak ; but

I held my tongue, and let Papa go on. ' Perhaps you know,' says this

good man of money, twiddling his friend's letter this way and that, in his

golden fingers and thumbs, ' perhaps you know, my dears, of a drawing-

master that I can recommend ?' The three young Misses all look at each

other, and then say (with the indispensable great to begin) ' 0, dear no

,

Papa ! But here is Mr. Pesca ' At the mention of myself I can hold

no longer—the thought of you, my good dears, mounts like blood to my
head—I start from my seat, as if a spike had grown up from the ground

through the bottom of my chair—I address myself to the mighty mer-

chant, and I say (English phrase), ' Hear sir, I have the man ! The first

and foremost drawing-master of the world ! Recommend him by the post

to-night, and send him off, bag and baggage (English phrase again—ha ?),

3end him off, bag and baggage, by the train to-morrow !' ' Stop, stop,'

says Papa, 'is he a foreigner, or an Englishman ?'
' English to the bone

of his back,' I answer. ' Respectable ?' says Papa. ' Sir,' I say (for tnis

last question of his outrages me, and I have done being familiar with him)
' Sir ! the immortal fire of genius burns in this Englishman's besom, and,

wbat is more, his father had it before him!' 'Never mind,' says the

gclden barbarian of a Papa, ' never mind about his genius, Mr. Pesca. We
don't want genius in this country, unless it is accompanied by respecta-
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bUity—and then we are very glad to have it, very glad indeed. Can your

friend produce testimonials—letters that speak to his character ?' I wave

my hand negligently. ' Letters ?' I say. ' Ha ! my-soul-bless-niy-soul >

I should think so, indeed! Volumes of letters and portfolios of testi-

monials, if you like ?' ' One or two will do,' says this man of phlegm and

money. ' Let him send them to me, with his name and address. And

—

stop, stop, Mr. Pesca—before you go to your friend, you had better take a

note.' ' Bank-note !' I say, indignantly. ' No bank-note, if you please,

till my brave Englishman has earned it first.' ' Bank-note !' says Papa, in

a great surprise, ' who talked of bank-note ? I mean a note of the terms

—

ft memorandum of what he is expected to do. Go on with your lesson,

Mr. Pesca, and I will give you the necessary extract from my friend's

letter.' Down sits the man of merchandise and money to his pen, ink, and

paper ; and down I go once again into the Hell of Dante, with my three

young Misses after me. In ten minutes' time the note is written, and the

boots of Papa are creaking themselves away in the passage outside. From
that moment, on my faith, and soul, and honour, I know nothing more

!

The glorious thought that I have caught my opportunity at last, and that

my grateful service for my dearest friend in the world is as good as dono

already, flies up into my head and makes me drunk. How I pull my
young Misses and myself out of our Infernal Region again, how my other

business is done afterwards, how my little bit of dinner slides itself down
my throat, I know no more than a man in the moon. Enough for me,

that here I am, with the mighty merchant's note in my hand, as large aa

life, as hot as fire, and as happy as a king ! Ha ! ha ! ha ! right-right-

right-all-right !" Here the Professor waved the memorandum of terms

over his head, and ended his long and voluble narrative with his shrill

Italian parody on an English cheer.

My mother rose the moment he had done, with flushed cheeks and

brightened eyes. She caught the little man warmly by both hands.

"My dear, goo<'. Pesca," she said, "I never doubted your true affection

for Walter—but 1 am more than ever persuaded of it now !"

" I am sure we are very much obliged to Professor Pesca, for Walter's

sake," added Sarah. She half rose, while she spoke, as if to approach the

nrm-chair, in her turn ; but, observing that Pesca was rapturously kissing

my mother's hands, looked serious, and resumed her seat. " If the familiar

little man treats my mother in that way, how will he treat me ?" Paces

eometimes tell truth ; and that was unquestionably the thought in Sarah's

mind, as she sat down again.

Although I myself was gratefully sensible of the kindness of Pesca's

motives, my spirits were hardly so much elevated as they ought to have

been by the prospect of future employment now placed before me. When
the Professor had quite done with my mother's hand, and when I had
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warmly thanked him for his interference on my behali, I asked to be

allowed to look at the note of terms which his respectable patron had

drawn up for my inspection.

Pesca handed me the paper, with a triumphant flourish of the hand.

"Read !" said the little man, majestically. " I promise you, my friend

the writing of the golden Papa speaks with a tongue of trumpets for itself.'

The note of terms was plain, straightforward, and comprehensive, at any

rate. It informed me,

First, That Frederick Fairlie, Esquire, of Limmeridge House, Cumber-

land, wanted to engage the services of a thoroughly competent drawing-

master, for a period of four months certain.

Secondly, That the duties which the master was expected to perform

would be of a twofold kind. He was to superintend the instruction of two

young ladies in the art ot painting in water-colours ; and he was to devote

his leisure time, afterwards, to the business of repairing and mounting a

valuable collection of drawings, which had been suffered to fall into a con-

dition of total neglect.

Thirdly, That the terms offered to the person who should undertake and

properly perform these duties, were four guineas a week ; that he was to

reside at Limmeridge House ; and that he was to be treated there on the

footing of a gentleman.

Fourthly, and lastly, That no person need think of applying for this

situation, unless he could furnish the most unexceptionable references to

Dharacter and abilities. The references were to be sent to Mr. Fairlie's

friend in London, who was empowered to conclude all necessary arrange-

ments. These instructions were followed by the name and address oi

Pesca's employer in Portland-place—and there the note, or memorandum
ended.

The prospect which this offer of an engagement held out was certain^

an attractive one. The employment was likely to be both easy and agree-

able ; it was proposed to me at the autumn time of the year when I wa?
least occupied ; and the terms, judging by my personal experience in my
profession, were surprisingly liberal. I knew this ; I knew that I ought to

consider myself very fortunate if I succeeded in securing the offered em-
ployment—and yet, no sooner had I read the memorandum than I felt an
inexplicable unwillingness within me to stir in the matter. I had never in
the whole of my previous experience found my duty and my inclination so
painfully and so unaccountably at variance as I found them now.
"Oh, Walter, your father never had such a chance as this !" said my

mother, when she .had read the note of terms and had handed it back to

me.

"Such distinguished people to know," remarked Sarah, straightening
herself in her chair ; " and on such gratifying terms of equality too 1"
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"Yea, yes; the terms, in every sense, are tempting enough," I replied,

Impatiently. " But before I send in my testimonials, I should like a little

time to consider "

" Consider !" exclaimed my mother. "Why, Walter, what is the mat-

ter with you ?"

" Consider !" echoed my sister. " What a very extraordinary thing to

say, under the circumstances }"

"Consider!" chimed in the Professor. " What is there to consider

about? Answer me this ! Have you not been complaining of your health,

and have you not been longing for what you call a smack of the country

breeze ? Well ! there in your hand is the paper that offers you perpetual

thoking mouthfuls of country breeze, for four months' time. Is it not so ?

Ha ? Again—you want money. Well ! Is four golden guineas a week

nothing ? My-soul-bless-my-soul ! only give it to me—and my boots shall

creak like the golden Papa's, with a sense of the overpowering richness of

the man who walks .in them ! Four guineas a week, and, more than that,

the charming society of two young Misses ; and, more than that, your bed,

/our breakfast, your dinner, your gorging English teas and lunches and

drinks of foaming beer, all for nothing—why, Walter, my dear good friend

—deuce-what-the-deuce !—for the first time in my life I have not eyes

enough in my head to look, and wonder at you !"

Neither my mother's evident astonishment at my behaviour, nor Pesca's

fervid enumeration of the advantages offered to me by the mv employ-

ment, had any effect in shaking my unreasonable disinclination to go to

Limmeridge House. After starting all the petty objections that I could

think of to going to Cumberland ; and after hearing them answered one
after another, to my own complete discomfiture, I tried to set up a last

obstacle by asking what was to become of my pupils in London, while I

was teaching Mr. Fairlie's young ladies to sketch from nature. The ob-
vious answer to this was, that the greater part of them would be away on
their autumn travels, and that the few who remained at home mioht be
confided to the care of one of my brother drawing-masters, whose pupils I

had once taken off his hands under similar circumstances. My sister re-

minded me that this gentleman bad expressly placed his services at my
disposal, during the present season, in case I wished to leave town • mv
mother seriously appealed to me not to let an idle caprice stand in the wav
of my own interests and my own health ; and Pesca piteously entreated

that I would not wound him to the heart, by rejecting the first <rateful

offer of service that he had been able to make to the friend who had saved
his life.

The evident sincerity and affection which inspired these remonstrances

would have influenced any man with an atom of good feeling in his com.
position. Though I could not conquer my own unaccountable perversity I
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had at least virtue enough to be heartily ashamed of it, and to end the dis-

cussion pleasantly by giving way, and promising to do all that was wanted

of me.

The rest of the evening passed merrily enough in humorous anticipa-

tions of my coming life with the two young ladies in Cumberland. Pesca,

inspired by our national grog, which appeared to get into his head, in the

most marvellous manner, five minutes after it had gone down his throat,

asserted his claims to be considered a complete Englishman by making a

series of speeches in rapid succession
;
proposing my mother's health, my

sister's health, my health, and the healths, in mass, of Mr. Fairlie and the

two young Misses
;

pathetically returning thanks himself, immediately

afterwards, for the whole party. " A secret, Walter," said my little friend

confidentially, as we walked home together. "I am flushed by the recollec-

tion of my own eloquence. My soul bursts itself with ambition. One of

these clays, I go into your noble Parliament. It is the dream of my whole

life to be Honourable Pesca, M.P. !"

The next morning I sent my testimonials to the Professor's employer in

Portland-place. Three days passed ; and I concluded, with secret satisfac-

tion, that my papers had not bean found sufficiently explicit. On the

fourth day, however, an answer came. It announced that Mr. Fairlie

accepted my services, and requested rne to start for Cumberland imme-

diately. All the necessary instructions for my journey were carefully and

clearly added in a postscript.

I made my arrangements, unwillingly enough, for leaving London early

the next day. Towards evening Pesca looked in, on his way to a dinner-

party, to bid me good-by.

" I shall dry my tears in your absence," said the Professor, gaily, " with

this glorious thought. It is my auspicious hand that has given the first

push to your fortune in the world. Go, my friend ! When your sun

shines in Cumberland (English proverb), in the name of heaven, make
your hay. Marry one of the two young Misses ; become Honourable

Hartright, M.P. ; and when you are on the top of the ladder, remember

that Pesca, at the bottom, has done it all 1"

I tried to laugh with my little friend over his parting jest, but my
spirits were not to be commanded. Something jarred in me almost pain-

fully, while he was speaking his light farewell words.

When I was left alone again, nothing remained to be done but to walk

to the Hampstead Cottage and bid my mother and Sarah good-by.

IV
Thk heat had been painfully oppressive all day; and it was now a close

Had sultry night.

My mother and sister had spoken so many last words, and had begged
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me to wait another five minutes so many times, that it was nearly midnlghi

when the servant locked the garden-gate behind me. I walked forward

a few paces on the shortest way back to London ; then stopped and

hesitated.

The moon was full and broad in the dark blue starless sky ; and the

nroken ground of the heath looked wild enough in the mysterious light, tc

be hundreds of miles away from the great city that lay beneath it. The

idea of descending any sooner than I could help into the heat and gloom of

London repelled me. The prospect of going to bed in my airless chambers,

and the prospect of gradual suffocation, seemed, in my present restless frame

of mind"and body, to be one and the same thing. I determined to stroll

home in the purer air, by the most round-about way I could take ; tc

follow the white winding paths across the lonely heath ; and to approach

London through its most open suburb by striking into the Finchley-road,

and so getting back, in the cool of the new morning, by the western side ol

the Kegent's Park.

I wound my way down slowly over the Heath, enjoying the divine still-

ness of the scene, and admiring the soft alternations of light and shade as

they followed each other over the broken ground on every side of me. So

long as I was proceeding through this first and prettiest part of my night-

walk, my mind remained passively open to the impressions produced by
the view ; and I thought but little on any subject—indeed, so far as my
own sensations were concerned, I can hardly say that I thought at all.

But when I had left the Heath, and had turned into the by-road, where

there was less to see, the ideas naturally engendered by the approaching

change in my habits and occupations, gradually drew more and more of

my attention exclusively to themselves. By the time I had arrived at the

end of the road, I had become completely absorbed in my own fanciful

visions of Limmeridge House, of Mr. Fairlie, and of the two ladies whose
practice in the art of water-colour painting I was so soon to superintend.

I had now arrived at that particular point of my walk where four roads

met—the road to Hampstead, along which I had returned ; the road to

Finchley ; the road to West End ; and the road back to London. I had
mechanically turned in this latter direction, and was strolling aton^ the
lonely high-road--idly wondering, I remember, what the Cumberland
young ladies would look like—when, in one moment, every drop of blood

in my body was brought to a stop by the touch of a hand laid lightly and
suddenly on my shoulder from behind me.

I turned on the instant, with my fingers tightening round the hand'e of

my stick.

There, in the middle of the broad, bright high-road—there, as if it had
that moment sprung out of the earth or dropped from the heaven—stood

the figure ot a solitary Woman, dressed from head to foot in white garments •
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her face bent in grave inquiry on mine, her hand pointing to the dark

cloud over London, as I faced her.

I was far too seriously startled' by the suddenness with which this

extraordinary apparition stood before me, in the dead of night and in that

lonely place, to ask what she wanted. The strange woman spoke first.

" Is that the road to London ?" she said.

I looked attentively at her, as she put that- singular question to me. It

was then nearly one o'clock. All I could discern distinctly by the moon-

light, was a colourless, youthful face, meagre and sharp to look at, about

*,he cheeks and chin ; large, grave, wistfully-attentive eyes ; nervous, un-

certain lip3 ; and light hair of a pale, brownish-yellow hue. There was

nothing wild, nothing immodest in her manner : it was quiet and self-con-

trolled, a little melancholy and a little touched by suspicion ; not exactly

the manner of a lady, and, at the same time, not the manner ©f a woman
in the humblest rank of life. The voice, little as I had yet heard of it,

had something curiously still and mechanical in its tones, and the utterance

was remarkably rapid. She held a small bag in her hand : and her dress

—bonnet, shawl, and gown all of white—was, so far as I could guess,

certainly not composed of very delicate or very expensive materials. Her

figure was slight, and rather above the average height—her gait and actions

free from the slightest approach to extravagance. This was all that 1

could observe of her, in the dim light and under the perplexingly-strange

circumstances of our meeting. What sort of a woman she was, and how
she came to be out alone in the high-road, an hour after midnight, 1

altogether failed to guess. The one thing of which I felt certain was, that

the grossest of mankind could not have misconstrued her motive in

speaking, even at that suspiciously late hour and in that suspiciously

lonely place.

" Did you hear me ?" she said, still quietly and rapidly, and without the

least fretfulness or impatience. " I asked if that was the way to London."
" Yes," I replied, " that is the way : it leads to St. John's Wood and

the Eegent's Park. You must excuse my not answering you before. 1

was rather startled by your sudden appearance in the road ; and I am, even

now, quite unable to account for it."

" You don't suspect me of doing anything wrong, do you ? I have done

nothing wrong. I have met with an accident—I am very unfortunate in

being here alone so late. Why do you suspect me of doing wrong ?"

She spoke with unnecessary earnestness and agitation, and shrank back

from me several paces. I did my best to reassure her.

" Pray don't suppose that I have any idea of suspecting you," I said, " or

any other wish than to be of assistance to you, if I can. I only wondered

Hi your appearance in the rond, because it seemed to me to be empty th?

bstant before I saw you."
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She turned, and pointed back to a place at the junction of the road to

London and the road to Hampstead, where there was a gap in the hedge.
" I heard you coming," she said, " and hid there to see what sort of man

you were, before I risked speaking. I doubted and feared about it till you

passed ; and then I was obliged to steal after you, and touch you."

Steal after me, and touch me ? Why not call to me ? Strange, to say

the least of it.

"May I trust you?" she asked. "You don't think the worse of me
"because I have met with an accident ?" She stopped in confusion ; shifted

her bag from one hand to the other ; end sighed bitterly.

The loneliness and helplessness of the woman touched me. The natural

impulse to assist her and to spare her, got the better of the judgment, the

caution, the worldly tact, which an older, wiser, and colder man might

have summoned to help him in this strange emergency.

" You may trust me for any harmless purpose," I said. " If it troubles

you to explain your strange situation to me, don't think of returning to

the subject again. I have no right to ask you for any explanations. Tell

me how I can help you ; and if I can, I will."

" You are very kind, and I am very, very thankful to have met you."

The first touch of womanly tenderness that I had heard from her, trembled

in her voice as she said the words ; but no tears glistened in those large,

wistfully-attentive eyes of hers, which were still fixed on me. " I have

only been in London once before," she went on, more and more rapidly
;

" and I know nothing about that side of it, yonder. Can I get a fly, or a

carriage of any kind ? Is it too late ? I don't know. If you could show

me where to get a fly—and if you will only promise not to interfere with

me, and to let me leave you, when and how I please—I have a friend in

London who will be glad to receive me—I want nothing else—will you
promise ?"

She looked anxiously up and down the road ; shifted her bag again from

one hand to the other; repeated the words, "Will you promise?" and

looked hard in my face, with a pleading fear and confusion that it troubled

me to see.

What could I do ? Here was a stranger utterly and helplessly at my
mercy—and that stranger a forlorn woman. No house was near ; no ono

was passing whom I could consult ; and no earthly right existed on my
part to give me a power of control over her, even if I had known how to

exercise it. I trace these lines, self-distrustfully, with the shadows of

after-events darkening the very paper I write on ; and still I say, what
could I do ?

What I did do, was to try and gain time by questioning her.

" Are you sure tnat your friend in London will receive you at such a

Late hour as this ?'' I said.
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" Quite sure. Only say you will let me leave you when and how I please

—only say you won't interfere with me. Will you promise ?"

As she repeated the words for the third time, she came close to me, and

laid ner hand, with a sudden gentle stealtliiness, on my hosom—a thin

hand ; a cold hand (when I removed it with mine) even on that sultry

night. Remember that I was young; remember that the hand which

touched me was a woman's.

" Will you promise ?"

" Yes."

One word ! The little familiar word that is on everybody's lips, every

hour in the day. Oh me ! and I tremble, now, when I write it.

We set our faces towards London, and walked on together in the first

still hour of the new day—I, and this woman, whose name, whose

character, whose story, whose objects in life, whose very presence by my
side, at that moment, were fathomless mysteries to me. It was like a

dream. Was I Walter Hartright? Was this the well-known, uneventful

road, where holiday people strolled on Sundays ? Had I really left, little

more than an hour since, the quiet, decent, conventionally-domestic atmo-

sphere of my mother's cottage ? I was too bewildered—too conscious also

of a vague sense of something like self-reproach—to speak to my strange

companion for some minutes. It was her voice again that first broke the

silence between us.

" I want to ask you something," she said, suddenly. " Do you know
many people in London ?"

" Yes, a great many."
" Many men of rank and title?" Therewas an unmistakeable tone oi

suspicion in the strange question. I hesitated about answering it.

" Some," I said, after a moment's silence.

" Many "—she came to a full stop, and looked me searchingly in the faco

>
—" many men of the rank of Baronet ?"

Too much astonished to reply, I questioned her in my turn.

"Why do you ask?"
" Because I hope, for my own sake, there is one Baronet that you don't

know."

" WilZ you tell me his name ?"

" I can t—I daren't—I forget myself, when I mention it." She spoke

loudly and almost fiercely, raised her clenched hand in the air, and shook

it passionately ; then, on a sudden, controlled herself again, and added, in

tones lowered to a whisper : " Tell me which of them you know."
I could hardly refuse to humour her in such a trifle, and I mentioned

three names. Two, the names of fathers of families whose daughters I

taught ; one, the name of a bachelor who had once taken me a cruise in his

yacht, to make sketches for him
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" Ah ! you don't know him," she said, with a sigh of relief. " Are yotJ

a man of rank and title yourself ?"

" Far from it. I am only a drawing-master."

As the reply passed my lips—a little bitterly, perhaps—she took my arm

with the abruptness which characterised all her actions.

" Not a man of rank and title," she repeated to herself. " Thank God i

1 may trust Mm."
1 had hitherto contrived to master my curiosity out of consideration for

my companion ; but it got the better of me, now."
" I am afraid you have serious reason to complain of some man of rank

and title ?" I said. ' I am afraid the baronet, whose name you are un«

willing to mention to me, has done you some grievous wrong ? Is he the

cause of ycur being out here at this strange time of night?"

" Don't ask me : don't make me talk of it," she answered. " I'm not

fit, now. I have been cruelly used and cruelly wronged. You will be

kinder than ever, if you will walk on fast, and not speak to me. I sadly

want to quiet myself, if I can."

We moved forward again at a quick pace ; and for half an hour, at leas,

not a word passed on either side. From time to time, being forbidden ixi

make any more inquiries, I stole a look at her face. It was always the

same ; the lips close shut, the brow frowning, the eyes looking straight

forward, eagerly and yet absently. We had reached the first houses, and

were close on the new Wesleyan College, before her set features relaxed,

and she spoke once more.

" Do you live in London ?" she said.

" Yes." As I answered, it struck me that she might have formed sonn
Intention of appealing to me for assistance or advice, and that I ouo-ht to

spare her a possible disappointment by warning her of my approachino

absence from home. So I added :
" But to-morrow I shall be away from

London for some time. I am going into the country."

" Where ?" she asked. " North, or south ?"

" North—to Cumberland."

" Cumberland !" she repeated the word tenderly. " Ah ! I wish I was
going there, too. I was once happy in Cumberland."

I tried again to lift the veil that hung between this woman and
me.

" Perhaps you were born," I said, " in the beautiful Lake country."

" No," she answered. " I was born in Hampshire ; but I once went to'

school for a little while in Cumberland. Lakes? I don't remember any"

lakes. It's Limmeridge village, and Limmeridge House, I should like to

sec again."

It waa my turn, now, to stop suddenly. In the excited state of my
curiosity, at that moment, the rhance reference to Mr. Fairlie's place of resi-
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dance, on the lips of my strange companion, staggered me with aetaniah-

znent.

"Did you Lear anybody calling after us?" she asked, looking up and

down the road affrightedly, the instant I stopped.

"No, no. I was only struck by the name of Limmeridge House

—

1 heard it mentioned by some Cumberland people a few days since."

" Ah ! not my people. Mrs. Fairlie is dead ; and her husband is dead

;

and their little girl may be married and gone away by this time. I can't

say who lives at Limmeridge now. If an}' more are left there of that

came, I only know I love them for Mrs. Fairlie's sake."

She seemed about to say more ; but while she was speaking, we came

within view of the turnpike, at the top of the Avenue-road. Her hand

tightened round my arm, and she looked anxiously at the gate before U3.

" Is the turnpike man looking out?" she asked.

He %vas not looking out ; no one else was near the place when we passed

through the gate. The sight of the gas-lamps and houses seemed to agitate

her, and to make her impatient.

" This is London," she said. " Do you see any carriage I can get ? I

am tired and frightened. I want to shut myself in, and be driven away."

I explained to her that we must walk a little further to get to a cab-

stand, unless we were fortunate enough to meet with an empty vehicle
;

and then tried to resume the subject of Cumberland. It was useless.

That idea of shutting herself in, and being driven away, had now got fuli

possession of her mind. She could think and talk of nothing else.

We had hardly proceeded a third of the way down the Avenue-road

when I saw a cab draw up at a house a few doors below us, on the opposite

side of the way. A gentleman got out and 1st himself in at the garden door

I hailed the cab, as the driver mounted the box again . When we crossed

the road, my companion's impatience increased to such an extent that she

almost forced me to run.

" It's so late," she said. " I am enly in a hurry because it's so late."

" I can't take you, sir, if you're not going towards Tottenham-coart-road,"

said the driver, civilly, when I opened the cab door. " My horse is dead

beat, and I can't get him no further than the stable."
>

" Yes, yes. That will do for me. I'm going that way—I'm going that

way." She spoke with breathless eagerness, and pressed by me into

the cab.

I had assured myself that the man was sober as well as civil, before 1

let her enter the vehicle. And now, when she was seated inside, I

entreated her to let me see her set down safely at her destination.

" No, no, no," she said, vehemently. " I'm quite safe, and quite happy

now. If you are a gentleman, remember your promise. Let him drivs

on, till. I stop him. Thank you- -oh ! thank you, thank you 1"

a
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My hand was on the cab door. She caught it in hers, kissed it, and

pushed it away. The cab drove off at the same moment—I started hilo

the road, with some vague idea of stopping it again, I hardly knew why

—

hesitated from dread of frightening and distressing her—called, at last., hut

not loudly enough to attract the driver's attention. The sound of the

wheels grew fainter in the distance—the cab melted into the black shadows

on the road—the woman in white was gone.

Ten minutes, or more, had passed. I was still on th.8 same side of the

way ; now mechanically walking forward a few paces ; now stopping again

absently. At one moment, I found myself doubting the reality of my own
adventure ; at another, I was perplexed and distressed by aii uneasy sense

of having done wrong, which yet left me confusedly ignorant of how I could

have done right. I hardly knew where 1 was going, or what I meant to do

next ; I was conscious of nothing but the confusion of my own thoughts,

when I was abruptly recalled to myself—awakened I might almost say

—

by the sound of rapidly approaching wheels close behind me.

I was on the dark side of the road, in the thick shadow of some garden

trees, when I stopped to look round. On the opposite, and lighter side of

the way, a short distance below me, a policeman was strolling along in

the direction of the Kegent's Park.

The carriage passed me—an open chaise driven by two men.
" Stop!" cried one. " There's a policeman. Let's ask him."

The horse was instantly pulled up, a few yards beyond the dark place

where I stood.

" Policeman !" cried the first speaker. " Have you seen a woman pase

this way ?"

" What sort of woman, sir ?"

" A woman in a lavender-coloured gown—

"

" No, no," interposed the second man. " The clothes we gave her were

found on her bed. She must have gone away in the clothes she wore when
she came to us. In white, policeman. A woman in white."

" I haven't seen her, sir."

" If you, or any of your men meet with the woman, stop her, and send

her in careful keeping to that address. I'll pay all expenses, and a fair

reward into the bargain."

The policeman looked at the card that was handed down to him.
" Why are we to stop her, sir ? What has she done ?'
u Done ! She has escaped from my Asylum. Don't forget : a woman

In white, Drive on.''
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Y
* She has escaped from my Asylum !"

I cannot say with truth that the terrible inference which those words
suggested flashed upon rne like a new revelation. Some of the strange

questions put to me by the woman in white, after my ill-considered

promise to leave her free to act as she pleased, had suggested the conclusion

either that she was naturally flighty and unsettled, or that some recent

shock of terror had disturbed the balance of her faculties. But the idea of

absolute insanity which we all associate with the very name of an Asylum,
Sad, I can honestly declare, never occurred to me, in connexion with htr.

I had seen nothing, in her language or her actions, to justify it at the time
;

and, even with the new light thrown on her by the words which the stranger

bad addressed to the policeman, I could see nothing to justify it now.
What had I done ? Assisted the victim of the most horrible of all

false imprisonments to escape ; or cast loose on the wide world of London
an unfortunate creature, whose actions it was my duty, and every man's

duty, mercifully to control ? I turned sick at heart when the question oc-

curred to me, and when I felt self-reproachfully that it was asked too late.

In the disturbed state of my mind, it was useless to think of going to

bed, when I at last got back to my chambers in Clement's Inn. Before

many hours elapsed it would be necessary to start on my journey to Cum~
berland. I sat down and tried, first to sketch, then to read—but the

woman in white got between me and my pencil, between me and my book,

Had the forlorn creature come to any harm ? That was my first thought,

though I shrank selfishly from confronting it. Other thoughts followed, on

which it was less harrowing to dwell. Where had she stopped the cab ?

What had become of her now ? Had she been traced and captured by the

men in the chaise ? Or was she still capable of controlling her own
actions ; and were we two following our widely-parted roads towards one

point in the mysterious future, at which we were to meet once more ?

It was a relief when the hour came to lock my door, to bid farewell to

London pursuits, London pupils, and London friends, and to be in move-

ment again towards new interests and a new life. Even the bustle and

confusion at the railway terminus, so wearisome and bewildering at other

times, roused me and did me good.

My travelling instructions directed mo to go to Carlisle, and then to

diverge by a branch railway which ran in the direction of the coast. As a

misfortune to begin with, our engine broke down between Lancaster and

Carlisle. The delay occasioned by this accident caused me to be too late

for the branch train, by which I was to have gone on immediately. I had

to wait some hours ; and when a later train finally deposited me at the

nearest stat/cn to Limmeridge House, it was past ten, and the night was so
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dark that I could hardly see my way to the pony-chaise which Mr. Fairlls

had ordered to he in waiting for me.

The driver was evidently discomposed by the lateness of my arrival.

He was in that state of highly-respectful sulkiness which is peculiar to

English servants. We drove away slowly through the darkness in perfect

silence. The roads were bad, and the dense obscurity of the night increased

the difficulty of getting over the ground quickly. It was, by my watch,

nearly an hour and a half from the time of our leaving the station before

I heard the sound of the sea in the distance, and the crunch of our wheels

on a smooth gravel drive. We had passed one gate before entering tbo

drive, and we passed another before we drew up at the house. I was re-

ceived by a solemn man-servant out of livery, was informed that the

family had retired for the night, and was then led into a large and lofty

room where my supper was awaiting me, in a forlorn manner, at one ex-

tremity of a lonesome mahogany wilderness of dining-table.

I was too tired and out of spirits to eat or drink much, especially with

the solemn servant waiting on me as elaborately as if a small dinner-party

had arrived at the house instead of a solitary man. In a quarter of an

nour I was ready to be taken up to my bedchamber. The solemn servant

conducted me into a prettily furnished room—said, " Breakfast at nine

o'clock, sir "—looked all round him to see that everything was in its proper

place—and noiselessly withdrew.

" What shall I see in my dreams to-night ?" I thought to myself, as I

put out the candle ;
" the woman in white ? or the unknown inhabitants

of this Cumberland mansion ?" It was a strange sensation to be sleeping

in the house, like a friend of the family, and yet not to know one of the

inmates, even by sight

!

VI.

When I rose the next morning and drew up my blind, the sea opened

before me joyously under the broad August sunlight, and the distant coast

of Scotland fringed the horizon with its lines of melting blue.

The view was such a surprise, and such a change to me, after my weary

London experience of brick and mortar landscape, that I seemed to burst

into a new life and a new set of thoughts the moment I looked at it. A
confused sensation of having suddenly lost my familiarity with the past,

without acquiring any additional clearness of idea in reference to the present

or the future, took possession of my mind. Circumstances that were but

a few days old, faded back in my memory, as if they had happened months
and months since. Pesca's quaint announcement of the means by which
he had procured me my present employment ; the farewell evening I had
passed with my mother and sister ; even my mysterious adventure on the

way home from Hampstead—had a'.l become like events which might heva
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occurred at some former epoch of my existence. Although the woman in

white was still in my mind, the image of her seemed to have grown dull

and faint already.

A little before nine o'clock, I descended to the ground-floor of the house.

The solemn man-servant of the night before met me wandering among the

passages, and compassionately showed me the way to the breakfast-room.

My first glance round me, as the man opened the door, disclosed a well-

furnished breakfast-table, standing in the middle of a long room, with

many windows in it. I looked from the table to the window farthest from

me, and saw a lady standing at it, with her back turned towards me. The
instant my eyes rested on her, I was struck by the rare beauty of her form,

and by the unaffected grace of her attitude. Her figure was tall, yet not

too tall ; comely and well-developed, yet not fat ; her head set on her

shoulders with an easy, pliant firmness ; her waist, perfection in the eyea

of a man, for it occupied its natural place, it filled out its natural circle, it

was visibly and delightfully undeformed by stays. She had not heard my
entrance into the room ; and I allowed myself the luxury of admiring her

for a few moments, before I moved one of the chairs near me, as the least

embarrassing means of attracting her attention. She turned towards me
immediately. The easy elegance of every movement of her limbs and body

as soon as she began to advance from the far end of the room, set me in a

flutter of expectation to see her face clearly. She left the window—and I

6ivid to myself, The lady is dark. She moved forward a few steps—and I said

to myself, The lady is young. She approached nearer—and I said to myself

(with a sense of surprise which words fail me to express), The lady is ugly !

Never was the old conventional maxim, that Nature cannot err, more

flatly contradicted—never was the fair promise of a lovely figure more

strangely and startingly belied by the face and head that crowned it. The
lady's complexion was almost swarthy, and the dark down on her upper lip

was almost a moustache. She had a laige, firm, masculine mouth and

jaw
;
prominent, piercing, resolute brown eyes ; and thick, coal-black hair,

growing unusually low down on her forehead. Her expression—bright,

frank, and intelligent—appeared, while she was silent, to be altogether

wanting in those feminine attractions of gentleness and pliability, without

which the beauty of the handsomest woman alive is beauty incomplete.

To see such a face as this set on shoulders that a sculptor would have

longed to model—to be charmed by the modest graces of action through

which the symmetrical limbs betrayed their beauty when they moved, and

then to be almost repelled by the masculine form and masculine look of the

features in which the perfectly shaped figure ended—was to feel a sensation

oddly akin to the helpless discomfort familiar to us all in sleep, when we
recognise yet cannot reconcile the anomalies and contradictions of a dream.

" Mr. Hartright ?" said the lady interrogatively ; her d-\rk face lighting
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tap with a smile, and softening and growing womanly the moment she

began to speak. " We resigned all hope of you last night, and went to bed

R3 usual. Accept my apologies for our apparent want of attention ; and

allowme to introduce myself as one of your pupils. Shall we shake hands ?

I suppose we must come to it sooner or later—and why not sooner ?"

Ihese odd words of welcome were spoken in a clear, ringing, pleasant

voice. The offered hand—rather large, hut beautifully formed—was given

to me with the easy, unaffected self-reliance of a highly-bred woman. Wo
sat down together at the breakfast-table in as cordial and customary a

manner as if we had known each other for years, and had met at Limmeridge

House to talk over old times by previous appointment.

" I hope you come here good-humouredly determined to make the best

of your position," continued the lady. " You will have to begin this morn-

ing by putting up with no other company at breakfast than mine. My
sister is in her own room, nursing that essentially feminine malady, a slight

headache ; and her old governess, Mrs. Vesey, is charitably attending .on

her with restorative tea. My uncle, Mr. Fairlie, never joins us at any of

our meals : he is an invalid, and keeps bachelor state in his own apartments.

There is nobody else in the house but me. Two young ladies have been

staying here, but they went away yesterday, in despair ; and no wonder.

All through their visit (in consequence of Mr. Fairlie's invalid condition)

we produced no such convenience in the house as a fiirtable, danceable,

small-talkable creature of the male sex ; and the consequence was, we did

nothing but quarrel, especially at dinner-time. How can you expect four

women to dine together alone every day, and not quarrel ? We are such

fools, we can't entertain each other at table. You see I don't think much
of my own sex, Mr. Hartright—which will you have, tea or coffee ?—no

woman does think much of her own sex, although few of them confess it as

freely as I do. Dear me, you look puzzled. Why ? Are you wondering

what you will have for breakfast ? or are you surprised at my careless way
of ^talking ? In the first case, I advise you, as a friend, to have nothing to

do with that cold ham at your elbow, and to wait till the omelette comes in.

In the second case, I will give you some tea to compose your spirits, and
do all a woman can (which is very little, by-the-by) to hold my ton°-ue."

She handed me my cup of tea, laughing gaily. Her light flow of talk,

and her lively familiarity of manner with a total stranger, were accom-
panied by an unaffected naturalness and an easy inborn confidence in her-

eelf and her position, which would have secured her the respect of the most
audacious man breathing. While it was impossible to be formal and
reserved in her company, it was more than impossible to take the faintest

vestige of a liberty with her, even in thought. I felt this instinctively,

even while I caught the infection of her own bright gaiety of spirits—evon
while I did my best to answer her in her own frank, lively way.
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•' Yes, yes," she said, when I had suggested the only explanation I could

offer, to account for my perplexed looks, " I understand. You are sucb

a perfect stranger in the house, that you are puzzled by my familiar

references to the worthy inhabitants. Natural enough : 1 ought to have

thought of it before. At any rate, I can set it right now. Suppose 1

begin with myself, so as to get done with that part of the subject as soon at

possible ? My name is Marian Halcombe ; and I am as inaccurate, as

women usually are, in calling Mr. Fairlie my uncle, and Miss Fahiie my
sister. My mother was twice married : the first time to Mr. Halcombe,

my father ; the second time to Mr. Fairlie, my half-sister's father. Except

that we are both orphans, we are in every respect as unlike each other as

possible. My father was a poor man, and Miss Fairlie's father was a rich man.

I have got nothing, and she has a fortune. I am dark and ugly, and she ia

fair and pretty. Everybody thinks me crabbed and odd (with perfect

justice) ; and everybody thinks her sweet-tempered and charming (with

more justice still). In short, she is an angel ; and I am Try some c(

that marmalade, Mr. Hartright, and finish the sentence, in the name ot

female propriety, for yourself. What am 1 to tell you about Mr. Fairlie?

Upon my honour, I hardly know. He is sure to send for you after break-

fast, and you can study him for yourself. In the mean time, I may inform

you, first, that he is the late Mr. Fairlie's younger brother ; secondly, that

he is a single man ; and, thirdly, that he is Miss Fairlie's guardian. I

won't live without her, and she can't live without me ; and that is how I

come to be at Limmeridge House. My sister and I are honestly fond ol

each other ; which, you will say, is perfectly unaccountable, under the cir-

cumstances, and I quite agree wim you—but so it is. You must please

both of us, Mr. Hartright, or please neither of us : and, what is still more

trying, you will be thrown entirely upon our society. Mrs. Yesey is an

excellent person, who possesses all the cardinal virtues, and counts for

nothing ; and Mr. Fairlie is too great an invalid to be a companion for any-

body. I don't know what is the matter with him, and the doctors don't

know what is the matter with him, and he doesn't know himself what is

the matter with him. We all say it's on the nerves, and we none ot us

know what we mean when we say it. However, I advise you to humour

his little peculiarities, when you see him to-day. Admire his collection o(

coins, prints, and water-colour drawings, and you will win his heart. Upon
my word, if you can be contented with a quiet country life, I don't see why
you should not get on very well here. From breakfast to lunch, Mr. Fairlie's

drawings will occupy you. After lunch, Miss Fairlie and I shoulder our

sEetch-books, and go out to misrepresent nature, under your directions.

Drawing is her favourite whim, mind, not mine. Women can't draw

—

their minds are too flighty, and their eyes are too inattentive. No mattei

—my sister likes it • so I waste paint and spoil paper, for her sake, as com-
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posedly as any woman in England. As for the evenings, I think we caa

help you through them. Miss Fairlie plays delightfully. For iny own
poor part, I don't know one note of music from the other ; hut I can match
you at chess, hack-gammon, ecarte', and (with the inevitable female draw-

backs) even at billiards as well. What do you think of the programme ?

Can you reconcile yourself to our quiet, regular life ? or do you mean to be

restless, and secretly thirst for change and adventure, in the humdrum
atmosphere of Limmeridge House ?"

She had run on thus far, in her gracefully bantering way, with no other

interruptions on my part than the unimportant replies which politeness

required of me. The turn of the expression, however, in her last question,

or rather the one chance word, " adventure," lightly as it fell from her lips,

recalled my thoughts to my meeting with the woman in white, and urged

me to discover the connexion which the stranger's own reference to

Mrs. Fairlie informed me must once have existed between the nameless

fugitive from the Asylum, and the former mistress of Limmeridge House.
" Even if I were the most restless of mankind," I said, " I should be in

c.3 danger of thirsting after adventures for some time to come. The very

night before I arrived at this house, I met with an adventure ; and the

wonder and excitement of it, I can assure you, Miss Halcombe, will last

me for the whole term of my stay in Cumberland, if not for a much longer

period."

" You don't say so, Mr. Hartright ! May I hear it ?"

"You have a claim to hear it. The chief person in the adventure was a

total stranger to me, and may perhaps be a total stranger to you ; but she

certainly mentioned the name of the late Mrs. Fairlie in terms of the sin-

cerest gratitude and regard."

" Mentioned my mother's name ! You interest me indescribably. Pray
go on."

I at once related the circumstances under which I had met the woman
ji white, exactly as they had occurred ; and I repeated what she had said

to me about Mrs. Fairlie and Limmeridge House, word for word.

Miss Halcombe's bright resolute eyes looked eagerly into mine, from the
beginning of the narrative to the end. Her face expressed vi?id interest

and astonishment, but nothing more. She was evidently as far from know-
ing of any clue to the mystery as I was myself.

" Are you quite sure of those words referring to my mother ?" she asked.
" Quite sure," I replied. " Whoever she may be, the woman was once at

school in the village of Limmeridge, was treated with especial kindness by
Mrs. Fairlie, and, in grateful remembrance of that kindness, feels an affec-

tionate interest in all surviving members of the family. She knew that
Mrs. Fairlie and her hushand were both dead ; and she spoke of Miss Fair-

lie as if they had known each other when they were children."
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* You said, I think, that she denied belonging to this place V
" Yes, she told me she came from Hampshire."
" And you entirely failed to find out her name ?"

"Entirely."

"Very strange. I think you were quite justified, Mr. Hartright, in

giving the poor creature her liberty, for she seema to have done nothing in

your presence to show herself unfit to enjoy it. But I wish you had been

u little more resolute about finding out her name. We must really clear

up this mystery, in some way. You had better not speak of it yet to

Mr. Fairlie, or to my sister. They are both of them, I am certain, quite

as ignorant of who the woman is, and of what her past history in connexion

with us can be, as I am myself. But they are also, in widely different

ways, rather nervous and sensitive ; and you would only fidget one and

alarm the other to no purpose. As for myself, I am all aflame with

curiosity, and I devote my whole energies to the business of discovery from

this moment. When my mother came here, after her second marriage, she

certainly established the village school just as it exists at the present time.

But the old teachers are all dead, or gone elsewhere ; and no enlightenment

is to be hoped for from that quarter. The only other alternative I can

think of
"

At this point we were interrupted by the entrance of the servant, with a

message from Mr. Fairlie, intimating that he would be glad to see me, as

soon as I had done breakfast.

" Wait in the hall," said Miss Halcombe, answering the servant for me,

in her quick, ready way. " Mr. Hartright will come out. directly. I was

about to say," she went on, addressing me again, " that my sister and I

have a large collection of my mother's letters, addressed to my father and

to hers. In the absence of any other means of getting information, I will

pass the morning in looking over my mother's correspondence with Mr.

Fairlie. He was fond of London, and was constantly away from his

country home ; and she was accustomed, at such times, to write and report

to him how things went on at Limmeridge. Her letters are full of refer-

ences to the school in which she took so strong an interest ; and I think it

more than likely that I Taay have discovered something when we meet

again. The luncheon horn is two, Mr. Hartright. I shall have the plea-

sure of introducing you to my sister by that time, and we will occupy the

afternoon in driving round the neighbourhood and showing . you all our

pet points of view. Till *two o'clock, then, farewell."

She nodded to me with the lively grace, the delightful refinement of

familiarity, which characterised all that she did and all tnat she said ; and

disappeared by a door at the lower end of the room. As soon as she had

left me, I turned my steps towards the hall, and followed the servant on

my way, for the first time, to the. presence of Mr. Fairlie.
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VII.

My conductor led me up-stairs into a passage which took us back to the

bedchamber in which I had slept during the past night ; and opening the

door next to it, begged me to look in.

" I have my master's orders to show you your own sitting-room, sir,"

said the man, " and to inquire if you approve of the situation and the

light."

I must have been hard to please, indeed, if I had not approved of the

room, and of everything about it. The bow-window looked out on the

same lovely view which I had admired, in the morning, from my bed-

room. The furniture was the perfection of luxury and beauty ;
the table

in the centie was bright with gaily bound books, elegant conveniences for

writing, and beautiful flowers ; the second table near the window, was

covered with all the necessary materials for mounting water-colour draw-

ings, and had a little easel attached to it, which I could expand or fold up

at will ; the walls were hung with gaily tinted chintz ; and the floor was

spread with Indian matting in maize-colour and red. It was the prettiest

and most luxurious little sitting-room I had ever seen ; and I admired it

with the warmest enthusiasm.

The solemn servant was far too highly trained to betray the slightest

satisfaction. He bowed with icy deference when my terms of eulogy were

all exhausted, and silently opened the door for me to go out into the pas-

sage again.

We turned a corner, and entered a long second passage, ascended a short

Sight of stairs at the end, crossed a small circular upper hall, and stopped

in front of a door covered with dark baize. The servant opened this door

and led me on a few yards to a second ; opened that also, and disclosed

two curtains of pale sea-green silk hanging before us ; raised one of them

noiselessly ; softly uttered the words, " Mr. Hartright," and left me.

I found myself in a large, lofty room, with a magnificent carved ceiling,

and with a carpet over the floor, so thick and soft that it felt like piles oi

velvet under my feet. One side of the room was occupied by a long book-

case of some rare inlaid wood that was quite new to me. It was not more
'iian six feet high, and the top was adorned with statuettes in marble,

ranged at regular distances one from the other. On the opposite side stood

two antiq tie cabinets ; and between them, and above them, hung a picture

of the Virgin and Child, protected by glass, and bearing Eaphael's name
on the gilt tablet at the bottom of the frame. On my right hand and on

my left, as I stood inside the door, were chiffoniers and little stands in

buhl and marquettorie, loaded with figures in Dresden china, with rare

vases, ivory ornaments, and toys and curiosities that sparkled at all points

with gold, silver, and precious stones. At the lower end of the room,

opposite to me the windows were concealed and the sunlight was tempered
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by large blinds of the same pale sea-green colour as the curtains over the

door. The light thus produced was deliciously soft, mysterious, and sub-

dued ; it fell equally upon all the objects in the room ; it helped to inten-

sify the deep silence, and the air of profound seclusion that possessed tne

place ; and it surrounded, with an appropriate halo of repose, the solitary

figure of the master of the house, leaning back, listlessly composed, in a

large easy-chair, with a reading-easel fastened on one of its arms, and ft

little table on the other.

If a man's personal appearance, when he is out of his dressing-room, and

when he has passed forty, can be accepted as a safe guide to his time of

life—which is more than doubtful—Mr. Fairlie's age, when I saw him,

might have been reasonably computed at over fifty and under sixty years.

His beardless face was thin, worn, and transparently pale, but not

wrinkled ; his nose was high and hooked ; his eyes were of a dim grayish

blue, large, prominent, and rather red round the rims of the eyelids ; his

hair was scanty, soft to look at, and of that light sandy colour which is the

last to disclose its own changes towards gray. He was dressed in a dark

frock-coat, of some substance much thinner than cloth, and in waistcoat

and trousers of spotless white. His feet were effeminately small, and were

clad in buff-coloured silk stockings, and little womanish bronze-leather

slippers. Two rings adorned his white delicate hands, the value of which

even my inexperienced observation detected to be all but priceless. Upon
the whole, he had a frail, languidly-fretful, over-refined look—something

singularly and unpleasantly delicate in its association with a man, and, at

the same time, something /which could by no possibility have looked

natural and appropriate if it had been transferred to the personal appearance

of a woman. My morning's experience of Miss Halcombe had predisposed

me to be pleased with everybody in the house ; but my sympathies shut

themselves up resolutely at the first sight of Mr. Fairlie.

On approaching nearer to him, I discovered that he was not so entirely

without occupation as I had at first supposed. Placed amid the other rare

and beautiful objects on a large round table near him, was a dwarf cabinet

in ebony and silver, containing coins of all shapes and sizes, set out in little

drawers lined with dark purple velvet. One of those drawers lay on the

small table attached to his chair ; and near it were some tiny jewellers'

brushes, a washleather "stump," and a little bottle of liquid, all waiting to

be used in various ways for the removal of any accidental impurities which

might be discovered on the coins. His frail white fingers were listlessly

toying with something which looked, to my uninstructed eyes, like a dirty

pewter medal with ragged edges, when I advanced within a respectful dis-

tance of his chair, and stopped to make my bow.
" So glad to possess you at Limmeridge, Mr. Hartright," he said in a

querulous, croaking voice, which combined, in anything but an agreeable
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manner, a discordantly high tone with a drowsily languid utterance.

" Pray sit down. And don't trouble yourself to Inove the chair, please.

In the wretched state of my nerves, movement of any kind is exquisitely

painful to me. Have you seen your studio ? Will it do ?"

" I have just come from seeing the room, Mr. Faiiiie; and I assure

you "

lie stopped me in the middle of the sentence, by closing his eyes, and

holding up one of his white hands imploringly. I paused in astonishment

:

and the croaking voice honoured me with this explanation

:

" Pray excuse me. But could you contrive to speak m a lower key ?

In the wretched state of my nerves, loud sound of any kind is indescribablo

torture to me. You will pardon an invalid ? I only say to you what the

lamentable state of my health obliges me to say to everybody. Yes. And
you really like the room ?"

" I could wish for nothing prettier and nothing more comfortable,'" I

answered, dropping my voice, and beginning to discover already that

Mr. Fairlie's selfish affectation and Mr. Fairlie's wretched nerves meant one

and the same thing.

" So glad. You will find your position here, Mr. Hartright, properly

recognized. There is none of the horrid English barbarity of feeling about

the social position of an artist, in this house. So much of my early life has

been passed abroad, that I have quite cast my insular skin in that respect.

1 wish I could say the same of the gentry—detestable word, but I suppose I

must use it—of the gentry in the neighbourhood. They are sad Goths in

Art, Mr. Hartright. People, I do assure you, who would have opened their

eyes in astonishment, if they had seen Charles the Fifth pick up Titian's

brush for him. Do you mind putting this tray of coins back in the cabinet,

and giving me the next one to it ? In the wretched state of my nerves,

exertion of any kind is unspeakably disagreeable to me. Yes. Thank you."

As a practical commentary on the liberal social theory which he had
just favoured me by illustrating, Mr. Fairlie's cool request rather amused
me. I put back one drawer and gave him the other, with all possible

politeness. He began trifling with the new set of coins and the little

brushes immediately ; languidly looking at them and admiring them all

the time he was speaking to me.
" A thousand thanks and a thousand excuses. Do you like coins ? Yes.

So glad we have another taste in common besides our taste for Art. Now
about the pecuniary arrangements between us—do tell me—are they

satisfactory ?"

" Most satisfactory, Mr. Fairlie."

" So glad. And—what next ? Ah ! I remember. Yes. In reference

to the consideration which you are good enough to accept fo? giving me the

benefit of your accomplishments in art, my steward will wait on you at tbe
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end. of the first week, to ascertain your wishes. And—what next ? Curious,

is it not ? I had a great deal more to say ; and I appear to have quite for-

gotten it. Do you mind touching the bell? In that corner. Yes.

Thank you."

I rang ; and a new servant noiselessly made his appearance—a foreigner,

with a set smile and perfectly brushed hair—a valet every inch of him.
" Louis," said Mr. Fairlie, dreamily dusting the tips of his fingers with

one of the tiny brushes for the coins, " I made some entries in my tablettes

this morning.. Find my tablettes. A thousand pardons, Mr. Hartright,

I'm afraid I bore you."

As he wearily closed his eyes again, before I could answer, and as he did

most assuredly bore me, I sat silent, and looked up at the Madonna and

Child by Jlaphael. In the mean time, the valet left the room, and returned

shortly with a little ivory book. Mr. Fairlie, after first relieving himself by

a gentle sigh, let the hook drop open with one hand, and held up the tiny

brush with the other, as a sign to the servant to wait for further orders.

" Yes. Just so !" said Mr. Fairlie, consulting the tablettes. " Louis,

take down that portfolio." He pointed, as he spoke, to several portfolios

placed near the window, on mahogany stands. " jSTo. Not the one with

the green back—that contains my Rembrandt etchings, Mr. Hartright.

Do ]ou like etchings? Yes? So glad we have another taste in common.

The portfolio with the red back, Louis. Don't drop it ! You have no idea

of the tortures I should iuffer, Mr. Hartright, if Louis dropped that port-

folio. Is it safe on the chair ? Do you think it safe, Mr. Hartright ? Yes ?

So glad. Will you oblige me by looking at the drawings, if you really

think they are quite safe. Louis, go away. What an ass you are. Don't

you see me holding the tablettes ? Do you suppose I want to hold them ?

Then why not relieve me of the tablettes without being told ? A thousand

pardons, Mr. Hartright ; servants are such asses, are they not ? Do tell

me—what do you think of the drawings ? They have come from a sale in

a shocking state—I thought they smelt of horrid dealers' and brokers'

fingers when I looked at them last. Can you undertake them ?"

Although my nerves were not deliGate enough to detect the odour of

plebeian fingers which had offended Mr. Fairlie's nostrils, my taste was

sufficiently educated to enable me to appreciate the value of the drawings,

while I turned them over. They were, for the most part, really fine

specimens of English water-colour Art ; and they had deserved much
better treatment at the hands of their former possessor than they appeared

to have received.

" The drawings," I answered, " require careful straining and mounting

;

and, in my opinion, they are well worth "

" I beg your pardon," interposed Mr. Fairlie, " Do you mind my closing

my eyes while you speak ? Even this light is too much for them. Yep. ?'
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" 1 was about to say that the drawings are well worth all the time and

trouble
"

Mr. Fairlie suddenly opened his eyes again, and rolled them with an op-

pression of helpless alarm in the direction of the window.
" I entreat you to excuse me, Mr. Hartright," he said in a feeble flutter.

" But surely I hear some horrid children in the garden—my private

garden—below ?"

" I can't say, Mr. Fairlie. I heard nothing myself."

" Oblige me—you have been so very good in humouring my poor nerves

—oblige me by lifting up a corner of the blind. Don't let the sun in on

me, Mr. Hartright ! Have you got the blind up ? Yes ? Then will you

be so very kind as to look into the garden and make quite sure ?"

I complied with this new request. The garden was carefully walled in,

all round. Not a human creature, large or small, appeared in any part of

the sacred seclusion. I reported that gratifying fact to Mr. Fairlie.

" A thousand thanks. My fancy, I suppose. There are no children,

thank Heaven, irr the house ; but the servants (persons bom without

nerves) will encourage the children from the village. Such brats—oh,

dear me, such brats J Shall I confess it, Mr. Hartright ?—I sadly want a

reform in the construction of children. Nature's only idea seems to be to

make them machines for the production of incessant noise. Surely our

delightful Eaffaello's conception is infinitely preferable ?''

He pointed to the picture of the Madonna, the upper part of which

represented the conventional cherubs of Italian Art, celestially provided

with sitting accommodation for their chins, on balloons of buff-coloured

cloud.

" Quite a model family !" said Mr. Fairlie, leering at. the cherubs,

" Such nice round faces, and such nice soft wings, and—nothing else. No
dirty little legs to run about on, and no noisy little lungs to scream with.

How immeasurably superior to the existing construction ! I will close my
eyes again, if you will allow me. And you really can manage the draw-

ings ? So glad. Is there anything else to settle ? if there is, I think I

have forgotten it. Shall we ring for Louis again ?"

Being, by this time, quite as anxious, on my side, as Mr. Fairlie evidently

was on his, to bring the interview to a speedy conclusion, I thought I would

try to render the summoning of the servant unnecessary, by offering the

requisite suggestion on my own responsibility.

" The only point, Mr. Fairlie, that remains to be discussed," I said,

" refers, I think, to the instruction in sketching which I am engaged to

communicate to the two young ladies."

" Ah ! just so," said Mr. Fairlie. " I wish I felt strong enough -to j^o

mto that part of the arrangement.—but I don't. The ladies, who proiit by

your kind services, Mr. Hartright, must settle, and decide, and so on, for
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themselves. My niece is fond of your charming art. She knows juai

enough about it to be conscious of her own sad defects. Please take pains

with her. Yes. Is there anything else? No. We quite understand

each other—don't we? I have no right to detain you any longer from

your delightful pursuit—have I ? So pleasant to have settled everything—
such a sensible relief to have done business. Do you mind ringing for

Louis to carry the portfolio to your own room ?"

" I will cany it there, myself, Mr. Fairlie, if you will allow me."
" Will you really ? Are you strong enough ? How nice to be so strong \

Are you sure you won't drop it ? So glad to possess you at Limmendge,

Mr. Hartright. I am such a sufferer that I hardly dare hope to enjoy much

of your society. Would you mind taking great pains not to let the doors

oang, and not to drop the portfolio? Thank you. Gently with the

curtain&, please—the slightest noise from them goes through me like a

knife. Yes. Good morning!"

When the sea-green curtains were closed, and when the two baize doors

were shut behind me, I stopped for a moment in the little circular hall

beyond, and drew a long, luxurious breath of relief. It was like coming te

the surface of the water after deep diving, to find myself once more on the

outside of Mr. Fahiie's room.

As soon as I was comfortably established for the morning in my pretty

little studio, the first resolution at which I arrived was to turn my steps no

more in the direction of the apartments occupied by the master of the

bouse, except in the very improbable event of his honouring me with a

special invitation to pay him another visit. Having settled this satisfactory

plan of future conduct, in reference to Mr. Fairlie, I soon recovered the

serenity of temper of which my employer's haughty familiarity and im-

pudent politeness had, for the moment, deprived me. The remaining hours

of the morning passed away pleasantly enough, in looking over the draw-

ings, arranging them in sets, trimming their ragged edges, and accomplish-

ing the other necessary preparations in anticipation of the business of

mounting them. I ought, perhaps, to have made more progress than this

;

but, as the luncheon time drew near, I grew restless and unsettled, and felt

unable to fix my attention on work, even though that work was only of

the humble manual kind.

At two o'clock, I descended again to the breakfast-room, a little anxiously.

Expectations of some interest were connected with my approaching re-

appearance in that part of the house. My introduction to Miss Fairlie was
now close at hand ; and, if Miss Halcombe's search through her mother's

letters had produced the result which she anticipated, the time had come
for clearing up the mystery of the woman in white.
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VIII.

Wiien I entered the room, I found Miss Halcombe and an elderly lady

seated at the luncheon-table.

The elderly lady, when I was presented to her, proved to be Miss Fairlie'a

former governess, Mrs. Vesey, who had been briefly described to me by my
lively companion at the breakfast-table, as possessed of " all the cardinal

virtues, and counting for nothing." I can do little more than offer my
humble testimony to the truthfulness of Miss Halcombe's sketch of the old

lady's character. Mrs. Vesey looked the personification of human com«

posure, and female amiability. A calm enjoyment of a calm existence

beamed in drowsy smiles on her plump, placid face. Some of us rush

through life and some of us saunter through life. Mrs. Vesey sat through

life. Sat in the house, early and late ; sat in the garden ; sat in unexpected

window-seats in passages ; sat (on a camp-stool) when her friends tried to

take her out walking ; sat before she looked at anything, before she talked of

anything, before she answered, Yes, or No, to the commonest question—

.

always with the same serene smile on her lips, the same vacantly attentive

turn of her head, the same snugly-comfortable position of her hands and

arms, under every possible change of domestic circumstances. A mild, a

compliant, an unutterably tranquil and harmless old lady, who nev.er by

any chance suggested the idea that she had been actually alive since the

hour of her birth. Nature has so much to do in this world, and is engaged

in generating such a vast variety of co-existent productions, that she must
surely be now and then too flurried and confused to distinguish between the

different processes that she is carrying on at the same time. Starting from
this point of view, it will always remain my private persuasion that

Nature was absorbed in making cabbages when Mrs. Vesey was born, and
that the good lady suffered the consequences of a vegetable preoccupation in

the mind of the Mother of us all.

" Now, Mrs. Vesey," said Miss Halcombe, looking brighter, sharper, and
readier than ever, by contrast with the undemonstrative old lady at her
side, " what will you have ? A cutlet ?"

Mrs. Vesey crossed her dimpled hands on the edge of the table ; smiled
placidly ; and said, " Yes, dear."

"What is that opposite Mr. Hartright? Boiled chicken, is it not? 1

thought you liked boiled chicken better than cutlet, Mrs. Vesey ?"

Mrs. Vesey took her dimpled hands off the edge of the table and crossed
them on her lap instead ; nodded contemplatively at the boiled chicken and
said, " Yes, dear."

" Well, but which will you have, to-day? Shall Mr. Hartright give you
some chicken ? or shall I give you some cutlet ?"

Mrs. Vesey put one of her dimpled hands back again on the edge of the
table ; hesitated drowsily J and said, " Which you please, dear."
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" Morcy on me ! it's a question for your taste, my good lady, not for miue.

Suppose you have a little of both ? and suppose you begin with the chicken,

because Mr. Hartright looks devoured by anxiety to carve for you."

Mrs. Vesey put the other dimpled hand back on the edge of the table

;

brightened dimly, one moment; went out again, the next; bowed
obediently ; and said, " If you please, sir."

Surely a mild, a compliant, an unutterably tranquil and harmless old

lady ? But enough, perhaps, for the present, of Mrs. Vesey.

All this time, there were no signs of Miss Fairlie. "We finished our

luncheon ; and still she never appeared. Miss Halcombe, whose quick eye

nothing escaped, noticed the looks that I cast, from time to time, in the

direction of the door.

" I understand you, Mr. Hartright," she said ;
" you are wondering what

has become of your other pupil. She has been down stairs, and has got

over her headache ; but has not sufficiently recovered her appetite to join

us at lunch. If you will put yourself under my charge, I think I can

undertake to find her somewhere in the garden."

She took up a parasol, lying on a chair near her, and led the way out, by

a long window at the bottom of the room., which opened on to the lawn.

It is almost unnecessary to say that we loft Mrs. Vesey still seated at the

table, with her dimpled hands still crossed on the edge of it ; apparently

settled in that position for the rest of the afternoon.

As we crossed the lawn, Miss Halcombe looked at me significantly, and

shook her head.

" That mysterious adventure of yours," she said, " still remains involved

in its own appropriate midnight darkness. I have been all the morning look-

ing over my mother's letters, and I have made no discoveries yet. However,

don't despair, Mr. Hartright. This is a matter of curiosity ; and you have

got a woman for your ally. Under such conditions success is certain,

sooner or later. The letters are not exhausted. I have three packets still

left, and you may confidently rely on my spending the whole evening over

them."

Here, then, was one of my anticipations of the morning still unfulfilled.

I began to wonder, next, whether my introduction to Miss Fairlie would

disappoint the expectations that I had been forming of her since break-

fasfc-time.

" And how did you get on with Mr. Fairlie ?" inquired Miss Halcombe,

as we left the lawn and turned into a shrubbery. " Was he particularly

nervous this morning ? Never mind considering about your answer, Mr.

Hartright. The mere fact of your being obliged to consider is enough for

me. I see in your face that he was particularly nervous ; and, as I am
amiably unwilling to throw you into the same condition, I ask no more."

D
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We turned off into a winding path while she was speaning, and approached

a pretty summer-house, built of wood, in the form of a miniature Swiss

chalet. The one room of the summer-house, as we ascended the steps oi

the door, was occupied by a young lady. She was standing near a rustic

table, looking out at the inland view of moor and hill presented by a gap

in the trees, and absently turning over the leaves of a little sketch-book

that lay at her side. This was Miss Fairlie.

How can I describe her ? How can I separate her from my own sensa-

tions, and from all that has happened in the later time ? How can I see

her again as she looked when my eyes first rested on her—as she should

look, now, to the eyes that are about to see her in these pages ?

The water-colour drawing that I made of Laura Fairlie, at an after

period, in the place and attitude in which I first saw her, lies on my desk

while I write. I look at it, and there dawns upon me brightly, from the

dark greenish-brown background of the summer-house, a light, youthful

figure, clothed in a simple muslin dress, the pattern of it formed by broad

alternate stripes of delicate blue and white. A scarf of the same material

sits crisply and closely round her shoulders, and a little straw hat of the

natural colour, plainly and sparingly trimmed with ribbon to match tha

gown, covers her head, and throws its soft pearly shadow over the upper

part of her face. Her hair is of so faint and pale a brown—not flaxen, and

yet almost as light ; not golden, and yet almost as glossy—that it nearly

melts, here and there, into the shadow of the hat. It is plainly parted and

drawn back over her ears, and the line of it ripples naturally as it crosses

her forehead. The eyebrows are rather darker than the hair ; and the

eye3 are of that soft, limpid, turquoise blue, so often sung by the poets, so

seldom seen in real life. Lovely eyes in colour, lovely eyes in form—large

and tender and quietly thoughtful—but beautiful above all things in the

clear truthfulness of look that dwells in their inmost depths, and shines

through all their changes of expression with the light of a purer and a

better world. The charm—most gently and yet most distinctly expressed

—which they shed over the whole face, so covers and transforms its little

natural human blemishes elsewhere, that it is difficult to estimate the

relative merits and defects of the other features. It is hard to see that the

lower part of the face is too delicately refined away towards the chin to be
in full and fair proportion with the upper part ; that the nose, in escaping

the aquiline bend (always hard and cruel in a woman, no matter how
abstractedly perfect it may be), has erred a little in the other extreme, and
has missed the ideal straightness of line ; and that the sweet, sensitive lips

are subject to a slight nervous contraction, when she smiles, which draws
them upward a little at one corner, towards the cheek. It might be possible

to note these blemishes in another woman's face, but it is not easy to dwell
on them in hers, so subtly are they conm-oted with all that is individual
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and characteristic in her expression, and so closely does the expression

depend for its full play and life, in every other feature, on the moving

impulse of the eyes.

Does my poor portrait of her, my fond, patient labour of long and happy

days, show me these things ? Ah, how few of them are in the dim mecha-

nical drawing, and how many in the mind with which I regard it ! A fair,

delicate girl, in a pretty light dress, trifling with the leaves of a sketch-

book, while she looks up from it with truthful, innocent blue eyes—that

is all the drawing can say ; all, perhaps, that even the deeper reach of

thought and pen can say in their language, either. The woman who first

gives life, light, and form to our shadowy conceptions of beauty, fills a

void in our spiritual nature that has remained unknown to us till she

appeared. Sympathies that lie too deep for words, too deep almost for

thoughts, are touched, at such times, by other charms than those which

the senses feel and which the resources of expression can realise. The

mystery which underlies the beauty of women is never raised above the

reach of all expression until it has claimed kindred with the deeper mystery

in our own souls. Then, and then only, has it passed beyond the narrow

region on which light falls, in this world, from the pencil and the pen.

Think of her as you thought of the first woman who quickened thfl

pulses within you that the rest cf her sex had no art to stir. Let the

kind, candid blue eyes meet yours, as they met mine, with the one match

less look which we both remember so well. Let her voice speak the music

that you once loved best, attuned as sweetly to your ear as to mine. Let bet

footstep, as she comes and goes, in these pages, be like that other footstep

to whose airy fall your own heart once beat time. Take her as the

visionary nursling of your own fancy ; and she will grow upon you, all the

more clearly, as the living woman who dwells in mine.

Among the sensations that crowded on me, when my eyes first looked

upon her—familiar sensations which we all know, which spring to life in

most of our hearts, die again in so many, and renew their bright existence

in so few—there was one that troubled and perplexed me ; one that seemed

strangely inconsistent and unaccountably out of place in Miss Fairlie's

presence.

Mingling with the vivid impression produced by the charm of her fair

face and head, her sweet expression, and her winning simplicity of manner,

was another impression, which, in a shadowy way, suggested to me the

idea of something wanting. At one time it seemed like something wanting

in her ; at another, like something wanting in myself, which hindered me
from understanding her as I ought. The impression was always strongest

in the most contradictory manner, when she looked at me ; or, in othei

words, when I was most conscious of the harmony and charm of her face,

and yet, at the same time, most troubler1 by the sense of an incompleteness
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Which it was impossible to discover. Something wanting, something

wanting—and where it was, and what it was, I could not say.

The effect of this curious caprice of fancy (as I thought it then) was not

of a Dature to set me at my ease, during a first interview with Miss Fairlie.

The few kind words of welcome which she spoke found me hardly self-

possessed enough to thank her in the customary phrases of reply. Observ-

ing my hesitation, and no doubt attributing it, naturally enough, to some

momentary shyness on my part, Miss Halcombe took the business of talk-

ing, as easily and readily as usual, into her own hands.

" Look there, Mr. Hartright," she said, pointing to the sketch-book on

the table, and to the little delicate wandering hand that was still trifling

with it. " Surely you will acknowledge that your model pupil is found at

last ? The moment she hears that you are in the house, she seizes her ines-

timable sketch-book, looks universal Nature straight in the face, and longs

to begin
!"

Miss Fairlie laughed with a ready good-humour, which broke out aa

brightly as if it had been part of the sunshine above us, over her lovely

face.

" I must not take credit to myself where no credit is due," she said, hei

clear, truthful bine eyes looking alternately at Miss Halcombe and at me.

" Fond as I am of drawing, I am so conscious of my own ignorance that I

am more afraid than anxious to begin. Now I know you arc here, Mr
Hartright, I find myself looking over my sketches, as I used to look over

my lessons when I was a little girl, and when I was sadly afraid that 1

should turn out not fit to be heard."

She made the confession very prettily and simply, and, with quaint,

childish earnestness, drew the sketch-book away close to her own side ol

the table. Miss Halcombe cut the knot of the little embarrassment forth-

with, in her resolute, downright way.

"Good, bad, or indifferent," she said, "the pupil's sketches must pass

through the fiery ordeal of the master's judgment—and there's an end of it.

Suppose we take them with us in the carriage, Laura, and let Mr. Hartright

see them, for the first time, under circumstances of perpetual jolting and
interruption ? If we can only confuse him all through the drive, between
Nature as it is, when he looks up at the view, and Nature as it is not,

when he looks down again at our sketch-books, we shall drive him into

the last desperate refuge of paying us compliments, and shall slip through

bis professional fingers with our pet feathers of vanity all unruffled."

" I hope Mr. Hartright will pay me no compliments," said Miss Fairlie,

as we all left the summer-house.
" May I venture to inquire why you express that hope ?" I asked.

" Because I shall believe all that you say to me," she answered, simply.

In those few words she unconsciously gave me the key to her whole
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character ; to that generous trust in others which, in her nature, grew

innocently out cf the sense of her own truth. I only knew it intuitively

then. I know it by experience now.

We merely waited to rouse good Mrs. Vesey from the place which she

still occupied at the deserted luncheon-table, before we entered the open

carriage for our promised drive. The old lady and Miss Halcombe occupied

the back seat ; and Miss Fairlie and I sat together in front, with the

sketch-book open between us, fairly exhibited at last to my professional

eyes. All serious criticism on the drawings, even if I had been disposed to

volunteer it, was rendered impossible by Miss Halcombe's lively resolution

to see nothing but the ridiculous side of the Fine Arts, as practised by her-

self, her sister, and ladies in general. I can remember the conversation

that passed far more easily than the sketches that I mechanically looked

over. That part of the talk, especially, in which Miss Fairlie took any

share is still as vividly impressed on my memory as if I had heard it only

a few hours ago. *

Yes ! let me acknowledge that, on this first day, I let the charm of hei

presence lure me from the recollection of myself and my position. Tho

most trifling of the questions that she put to me, on the subject of using

her pencil and mixing her colours ; the slightest alterations of expression in

the lovely eyes that looked into mine, with such an earnest desire to learn

all that I could teach, and to discover all that I could show, attracted more

of my attention than the finest view we passed through, or the grandest

changes of light and shade, as they flowed into each other over the waving

moorland and the level beach. At any time, and under any circumstances

of human interest, is it not strange to see how little real hold the objects of

the natural world amid which we live can gain on our hearts and minds ?

We go to Nature for comfort in trouble, and sympathy in joy, only in

books. Admiration of those beauties of the inanimate world, which modern

poetry so largely and so eloquently describes, is not, even in the best of us

one of the original instincts of our nature. As children, we none of us

possess it. No uninstructed man or woman possesses it. Those whose

lives are most exclusively passed amid the ever-changing wonders ol

sea and land are also those who are most universally insensible to

every aspect of Nature not directly associated with the human interest

of their calling. Our capacity of appreciating the beauties of the t-arth

we live on is, in truth, one of the civilised accomplishments which we
all learn, as an Art ; and, more, that very capacity is rarely practised by

any of us except when our minds are most indolent and most unoccupied.

How much share have the attractions of Nature ever had in the pleasurable

or painful interests and emotions of ourselves or our friends ? What space

do they ever occupy in the thousand little narratives of personal experience

which pass every day by word of mouth from one of us to the other ? All
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that our minds can compass, all that our hearts can learn, can be accom-

plished with equal certainty, equal profit, and equal satisfaction to our-

selves, in the poorest as in the richest prospect that the face of the earth

can show. There is surely a reason for this want of inborn sympathy

between the creature and the creation around it, a reason which may

perhaps be found in the widely differing destinies of man and his earthly

sphere. The grandest mountain prospect that the eye can range over is

appointed to annihilation. The smallest human interest that the pure

heart can feel is appointed to immortality.

We had been out nearly three hours, when the carriage again passed

through the gates of Limmeridge House.

On our wa> bad, I had let the ladies settle for themselves the first

point of view which they were to sketch, under my instructions, on the

afternoon of the next day. When they withdrew to dress for dinner, and

when I was alone again in my little sitting-room, my spirits seemed to

leave me on a sudden. I felt ill at ea%e and dissatisfied with myself, 1

hardly knew why. Perhaps I was now conscious, for the first time, of

having enjoyed our drive too much in the character of a guest, and too

little in the character of a drawing-master. Perhaps that strange sense ot

something wanting, either in Miss Fairlie or in myself, which had per-

plexed me when I was first introduced to her, haunted me still. Anyhow,
it was a relief to my spirits when the dinner-hour called me out of my
solitude, and took me back to the society of the ladies of the house.

I was struck, on entering the drawing-room, by the curious contrast,

rather in material than in colour, of the dresses which they now wore.

While Mrs. Vesey and Miss Halcombe were richly clad (each in the

manner most becoming to her age), the first in silver-gray, and the second

in that delicate primrose-yellow colour which matches so well with a dark

complexion and black hair, Miss Fairlie was unpretendingly and almost

poorly dressed in plain white muslin. It was spotlessly pure : it was
beautifully put on ; but still it was the sort of dress which the wife or

daughter of a poor man might have worn ; and it made her, so far as

externals went, look less affluent in circumstances than her own governess.

At a later period, when I learnt to know more of Miss Fairlie ?s character,

I discovered that this curious contrast, on the wrong side, was due to her

natural delicacy of feeling and natural intensity of aversion to the slightest

personal display of her own wealth. Neither Mrs. Vesey nor Miss

Halcombe could ever induce her to let the advantage in dress desert the

two ladies who were poor, to lean to the side of the one lady who was rich.

When the dinner was over, we returned together to the drawing-room.,

Although Mr. Fairlie (emulating the magnificent condescension of the

monarch who had picked up Titian's brush for him) had instructed his butler

to consult my wishes in relation to the wine that I migh t prefer after dinner,
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I wiiB resolute enough to resist the temptation of sitting in solitary grander^

amorts bottles of my own choosing, and sensible enough to ask the ladies'

permission to leave the table with them habitually, on the civilised foreign

plan, during the period of my residence at Limmeridge House.

The drawing-room, to which we had now withdrawn for the rest of the

evening, was on the ground-floor, and was of the same shape and size as

the breakfast-room. Large glass doors at the lower end opened on to a

terrace, beautifully ornamented along its whole length with a profusion of

flowers. The soft, hazy twilight was just shading leaf and blossom alike

into harmony with its own sober hues, as we entered the room ; and the

sweet evening scent of the flowers met us with its fragrant welcome
through the open glass doors. Good Mrs. Vesey (always the first of the

party to sit down) took possession of an arm-chair in a comer, and dozed

off comfortably to sleep. At my request, Miss Fairlie placed herself at the

piano. As I followed her to a seat near the instrument, I saw Miss

Halcombe retire into a recess of one of the side windows, to proceed with

the search through her mother's letters by the last quiet rays of the evening

light.

How vividly that peaceful home-picture of the drawing-room comes

back to me while I write ! From the place where I sat I could see Miss

Halcombe's graceful figure, half of it in soft light, half in mysterious shadow,

bending intently over the letters in her lap ; while, nearer to me, the fair

profile of the player at the piano was just delicately defined against the

faintly deepening background of the inner wall of the room. Outside, on

the terrace, the clustering flowers and long grasses and creepera waved so

gently in the light evening air, that the sound of their rustling never

reached us. The sky was without a cloud ; and the dawning mystery oi

moonlignt began to tremble already in the region of the eastern heaven.

The sense of peace and seclusion soothed all thought and feeling into a

rapt, unearthly repose ; and the balmy quiet tnat deepened ever with the

deepening light, seemed to hover over us with a gentler influence still,

when there stole upon it from the piano the heavenly tenderness of the

music of Mozart. It was an evening of sights and sounds never to forget.

We all sat silent in the places we had chosen—Mrs. Vesey still sleeping,

Miss Fairlie still playing, Miss Halcombe still reading—till the light failed

us. By this time the moon had stolen round to the terrace, and soft,

mysterious rays of light were slanting already across the lower end of

the room. The change from the twilight obscurity was so beautiful, thai

we banished the lamps, by common consent, when the servant brought

them in ; .and kept the large room unlighted, except by the glimmer of the

two candles at the piano.

For half an hour more, the music still went on. After that, the beauty

of the moonlight view on the terrace tempted Miss Fairlie out to look at it j
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and I followed her. When the candles at the piano had been lighted

Miss Halcombe had changed her place, so as to continue her examinatioi

of the letters by their assistance. We left her, on a low chair, at one side

of the instrument, so ;absorbed over her reading that she did not seem tc

notice when we moved.

We had been out on the terrace together, just in front of the glass doors,

iiardly so long as five minutes, I should think ; and Miss Fairlie was, by

my advice, just tying her white handkerchief over her head as a precaution

against the night air—when I heard Miss Halcombe's voice—low, eager,

and altered from its natural lively tone—pronounce my name.

" Mr. Hartright," she said, " will you come here for a minute ? I want

to speak to you."

I entered the room again immediately. The piano stood about half way

down along the inner wall. On the side of the instrument farthest from

the terrace, Miss Halcombe was sitting with the letters scattered on her

lap, and with one in her hand selected from them, and held close to the

candle. On the side nearest to the terrace there stood a low ottoman, on

which I took my place. In this position, I was not far from the glass

doors ; and I could see Miss Fairlie plainly, as she passed and repassed the

opening on to the terrace ; walking slowly from end to end of it in the full

radiance of the moon.

"I want you to listen while I read [the concluding passages in this

letter," said Miss Halcombe. " Tell me if you think they throw any light

upon your strange adventure on the road to London. The letter is

addressed by my mother to her second husband, Mr. Fairlie ; and the date

refers to a period of between eleven and twelve years since. At that

time, Mr. and Mrs. Fairlie, and my half-sister Laura, had been living for

years in this house ; and I was away from them, completing my education

at a school in Paris."

She looked and spoke earnestly, and, as I thought, a little uneasily, as

well. At the moment 'when she raised the letter to the candle before

beginning to read it, Miss Fairlie passed us on the terrace, looked in for a

moment, and, seeing that we were engaged, slowly walked on.

Miss Halcombe began to read, as follows

:

" ' You will be tired, my dear Philip, of hearing perpetually about my
schools and my scholars. Lay the blame, pray, on the dull uniformity of

life at Limmeridge, and not on me. Besides, this time, I have something

really interesting to tell you about a new scholar.

" ' You know old Mrs. Kempe, at the village shop. Well, after years of

ailing, the doctor has at last given her up, and she is dying slowly, day by
day. Her only living relation, a sister, arrived last week to take care of

hep. This sister comes all the way from Hampshire—her name is Mrs.
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Catherick. Four days ago Mrs. Catherick came here to see me, and
brought her only child with her, a sweet little girl about a year older than

our darling Laura '
"

As the last sentence fell from the reader's lips, Miss Fairiie passed us on

the terrace once more. She was softly singing to herself one of the melodies

which she had been playing earlier in the evening. Miss Halcombe waited

till she had passed out of sight again; and then went on with the letter:

" ' Mrs. Catherick is a decent, well-behaved, respectable woman ; middle

aged, and with the remains of having been moderately, only moderately,

nice-looking. There is something in her maimer and in her appearance

however, which I can't make out. She is reserved about herself to the

Doint of downright secrecy ; and there is a look in her face— I can't

iescribe it—which suggests to me that she has something on her mind.

She is altogether what you would call a walking mystery. Her errand ai

Limmeridge House, however, was simple enough. When she left Hamp-
shire to nurse her sister, Mrs. Kempe, through her last illness, she had

been obliged to bring her daughter with her, through having no one at

home to take care of the little girl. Mrs. Kempe may die in a week's

time, or may linger on for months ; and Mrs Catherick's object was to ask

me to let her daughter, Anne, have the benefit of attending my school

;

subject to the condition of her being removed from it to go home again

with her mother, after Mrs. Kempe's death. I consented at once , and

when Laura and I went out for our walk, we took the little girl (who is

just eleven years old) to the school, that very day.'
"

Once more, Miss Fairlie's figure, bright and soft in its snowy muslir,

dress—her face prettily framed by the white folds of the handkerchief

which she had tied under her chin—passed by us in the moonlight. Once

more, Miss Halcombe waited till she was out of sight ; and then went on

:

" ' I have taken a violent fancy, Philip, to my new scnolar, for a reason

which I mean to keep till the last for the sake of surprising you. Her

mother having told me as little about the child as she told mo of herself, 1

was left to discover (which I did on the fust day when we tried her at

lessons) that the poor little thing's intellect is not developed as it ought to

be at her age. Seeing this, I had her up to the house the next day, and

privately arranged with the doctor to come and watch her and question her,

and tell me what he thought. His opinion is that she will grow out of it.

Eat he says her careful bringing-up at school is a matter of great import-

ance just now, because her unusual slowness in acquiring ideas implies an

unusual tenacity in keeping them, when they are onne received into hei
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mind. Now, my love, you must not imagine, in your off-naiia way, that 1

iiave been attaching myself to an idiot. This poor little Anne Catherick is

a sweet, affectionate, grateful girl ; and says the quaintest, prettiest things

(as you shall judge by an instance), in the most oddly sudden, surprised,

hall-frightened way. Although she is dressed very neatly, her clothes

•show a sad want of taste in colour and pattern. So I arranged, yesterday,

that some of our darling Laura's old white frocks and white hats should be

altered for Anne Catherick ; explaining to her that little girls of her com-

plexion looked neater and better all in white than in anything else. She

hesitated and seemed puzzled for a minute ; then flushed up, and appeared

to understand. Her little hand clasped mine suddenly. She kissed it.

Philip ; and said (oh, so earnestly !),
" I will always wear white as long af

I live. It will help me to remember you, ma'am, and to think that I am
pleasing you still, when I go away and see you no more." This is only one

specimen of the quaint things she says so prettily. Poor little soul ! She

shall have a stock of white frocks, made with good deep tucks, to let out

for her as she grows
'

"

Miss Halcombe paused, and looked at me across the piano.

" Did the forlorn woman whom you met in the high road seem young ?''

she asked. " Young enough to be two or three-and-twenty ?"

" Yes, Miss Halcombe, as young as that."

" And she was strangely dressed, from head to foot, all in white ?"

" All in white."

While the answer was passing my lips, Miss Fairlie glided into view on

the terrace, for the third time. Instead of proceeding on her walk, she

Btopped, with her back turned towards us ; and, leaning on the balustrade

of the terrace, looked down into the garden beyond. My eyes fixed upon
the white gleam of her muslin gown and head-dress in the moonlight, and

a sensation, for which I can find no name—a sensation that quickened my
pulse, and raised a fluttering at my heart—began to steal over me.

" All in white ?" Miss Halcombe repeated. " The most important sen-

tences in the letter, Mr. Hartright, are those at the end, which I will read

to you immediately. But I can't help dwelling a little upon the coinci-

dence of the white costume of the woman you met, and the white frocks

which produced that strange answer from my mother's little scholar. The
doctor may have been wrong when he discovered the child's defects of

intellect, and predicted that she would ' grow out of them.' She may never

have grown out of them ; and the old grateful fancy about (pressing in

white, which was a serious feeling to the girl, may be a serious feeling t<j

the woman still."

I said a few words in answer—I hardly know what. All my attention

Was concentrated od the white gleam of Miss Fairlie's muslin dress.
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"Listen to the last sentences of the letter," said Miss Halconibe. "1

think they will surprise you."

As she raised the letter to the light of the candle, Miss Fairlie turned

from the balustrade, looked doubtfully up and down the terrace, advanced

a step towards the glass doors, and then stopped, facing us.

Meanwhile, Miss Halcombe read me the last sentences to which she had

referred

:

" ' And now, my love, seeing that I am at the end of my paper, now for

the real reason, the surprising reason, for my fondness for little Anne
Catherick. My dear Philip, although she is not half so pretty, she is

nevertheless, by one of those extraordinary caprices of accidental resem

blance which one sometimes sees, the living likeness, in her hair, her com-

plexion, the colour of her eyes, and the shape of her face '
"

I started up from the ottoman, before Miss Halcombe could pronounce

the next words. A thrill of the same feeling which ran through me wheD

the touch was laid upon my shoulder on the lonely high-road, chilled mo
again.

There stood Miss Fairlie, a white figure, alone in the moonlight ; in hei

attitude, in the turn of her head, in her complexion, in the shape of her

face, the living image, at that distance and under those circumstances, of

the woman in white ! The doubt which had troubled my mind for nours

and hours past, flashed into conviction in an instant. That " something

wanting " was my own recognition of the ominous likeness between the

fugitive from the asylum and my pupil at Limmeridge House.
" You see it !" said Miss Halcombe. She dropped the useless letter, and

her eyes flashed as they met mine. " You see it now, as my mother saw
it eleven years since

!"

" I see it—more unwillingly than I can say. To associate that forlorn,

friendless, lost woman, even by an accidental likeness only, with Miss

Fairlie, seems like casting a shadow on the future of the bright creature

who stands looking at us now. Let me lose the impression again, as soon

as possible. Call her in, out of the dreary moonlight—pray call her in !"

" Mr. Hartright, you surprise me. Whatever women may be, I thought

that men, in the nineteenth century, were above superstition."

" Pray call her in 1"

" Hush, hush ! She Is coming of her own accord. Say nothing in her

presence. Let this discovery of the likeness be kept a secret between yon

and me. Come in, Laura ; come in, and wake Mrs. Vesey with the piano.

Mr. Hartright is petitioning for some more music, and he wants it, this

Hum, of the lightest and liveliest kind."
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IX.

So ended my eventful first day at Limmeridge House.

Miss Halcombe and I kept our secret. After the discovery of the like-

ness no fresh light seemed destined to break over the mystery of the wosnan

in white. At the first safe opportunity Miss Halcombe cautiously led her

half-sister to speak of their mother, of old times, and of Anne Catherick.

Miss Fairlie's recollections of the little scholar at Limmeridge were, how-

ever, only of the most vague and general kind. She remembered the like-

ness between herself and her mother's favourite pupil, as something which

had been supposed to exist in past times ; but she did not refer to the gift

of the white dresses, or to the singular form of words in which the child hau

artlessly expressed her gratitude for them. She remembered that Anne
had remained at Limmeridge for a few months only, and had then left it to

go back to her home in Hampshire : but she could not say whether the

mother and daughter had ever returned, or had ever been heard of after-

wards. No further search, on Miss Halcombe's part, through the few

letters of Mrs. Fairlie's writing which she had left unread, assisted in

clearing up the uncertainties still left to perplex us. We had identified

the unhappy woman whom I had met in the night-time, with Anne Cathe-

rick—we had made some advance, at least, towards connecting the probably

defective condition of the poor creature s intellect with the peculiarity of

her being dressed all in white, and with the continuance, in her maturer

years, of her childish gratitude towards Mrs. Fairlie—and there, so far as

we knew at that time, our discoveries had ended.

The days passed on, the weeks passed on ; and the track of the golden

autumn wound its bright way visibly through the green summer of the

trees. Peaceful, fast-flowing, happy time ! my story glides by you now,

as swiftly as you once glided by me. Of all the treasures of enjoyment

that you poured so freely into my heart, haw much is left me that has

purpose and value enough to be written on this page ? Nothing but the

saddest of all confessions that a man can make—the confession of his own
folly.

The secret which that confession discloses should be told with little

effort-, for it has indirectly escaped me already. The poor weak words
which have failed to describe Miss Fairlie, have succeeded in betraying the

sensations she awakened in me. It is so with us all. Our words are "ianta

when they do us an injury, and dwarfs when they do us a service.

I loved her.

Ah ! how well I know all the sadness and all the mockery that is con-
tained in those three, words. I can sigh over my mournful confession with
the tenderest woman who reads it and pities me. I can laugh at it as

bitterly as the hardest man who tosses it from him in contempt. I loveJ
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hot ! Feel for me, or despise me, I confess it with tlie same immovable

resolution to own the truth.

Was there no excuse for me ? There was some excuse to be found,

surely, in the conditions under which my term of hired service was passed

at Limmeridge House.

My morning hours succeeded each other calmly in the quiet and seclu-

sion of my own room. I had just work enough to do, in mounting my
employer's drawings, to keep my hands and eyes pleasurably employed,

while my mind was left free to enjoy the dangerous luxury of its own
unbridled thoughts. A perilous solitude, for it lasted long enough to ener-

vate, not long enough to fortify me. A perilous solitude, for it was

followed by afternoons and evenings spent, day after day and week after

week, alone in the society of two women, one of whom possessed all the

accomplishments of grace, wit, and high-breeding, the other all the charms

of beauty, gentleness, and simple truth, that can purify and subdue the

heart of man. Not a day passed, in that dangerous intimacy of teacher

and pupil, in which my hand was not close to Miss Fairlie's ; my cheek,

as we bent together over her sketch-book, almost touching hers. The

more attentively she watched every movement of my brush, the more

closely I was breathing the perfume of her hair, and the warm fragrance

of her breath. It was part of my service, to live in the very light o(

her eyes—at one time to be bending over her, so close to her bosom as to

tremble at the thought of touching it ; at another, to feel her bending over

me, bending so close to see what I was about, that her voice sank low when
she spoke to me, and her ribbons brushed my cheek in the wind before she

could draw them back.

The evenings which followed the sketching excursions of the afternoon,

varied, rather than checked,' these innocent, these inevitable familiarities.

My natural fondness for the music which she played with such tender

feeling, such delicate womanly taste, and her natural enjoyment of giving

me back, by the practice of her art, the pleasure which I had offered to

her by the practice of mine, only wove another tie which drew us closet

and closer to one another. The accidents of conversation ; the simple

habits which resrulated even such a little thing as the position of our places

at table ; the play ot Miss Halcombe's ever-ready raillery, always directed

against my anxiety, as teacher, while it sparkled over her enthusiasm as

pupil ; the harmless expression of poor Mrs. Vesoy's drowsy approval which

connected Miss Fairlie and me as two model young people who never dis-

turbed her—every one of these trifles, and many more, combined to fold

U3 together in the same domestic atmosphere, and to lead us both insensibly

to the same hopeless end.

I should have remembered my position, and have put myself secretly on

Bay guard. I did so; but not till it was too late. All the discretion, all
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the experience, which had availed me with other women, and secured ma
against other temptations, failed me with her. It had been my profession,

for years past, to be in this close contact with young girls of all ages, and

of all orders of beauty. I had accepted the position as part of my calling

in life ; I had trained myself to leave all the sympathies natural to my
age in my employer's outer hall, as coolly as I left my umbrella there before

I went up-stairs. I had long since learnt to understand, composedly and

as a matter of course, that my situation in life was considered a guarantee

igainst any of my female pupils feeling more than the most ordinary

interest in me, and that I was admitted among beautiful and capti-

vating women, much as a harmless domestic animal is admitted among
them. This guardian experience I had gained early ; this guardian

experience had sternly and strictly guided me straight along my own
poor narrow path, without once letting me stray aside, to the right hand
or to the left. And now, I and my trusty talisman were parted for

!<he first time. Yes, my hardly-earned self-control was as completely

lost to me as if I had never possessed it; lost to me, as it is lost every

day to other men, in other critical situations, where women are con-

cerned. I know, now, that I should have questioned myself from the

first. I should have asked why any room in the house was better than

home to me when she entered it, and barren as a desert when she went out

again—why I always noticed and remembered the little changes in her

dress that I had noticed and remembered in no other woman's before—why
I saw her, heard her, and touched her (when we shook hands at night and

morning) as I had never seen, heard, and touched any other woman dn my
life ? I should have looked into my own heart, and found this new growth

springing up there, and plucked it out while it was young. Why was this

easiest, simplest work of self-culture always too much for me ? The expla-

nation has been written already in the three words that were many enough,
and plain enough, for my confession. I loved her.

The days passed, the weeks passed ; it was approaching the third month
of my stay in Cumberland. The delicious monotony of life in our calm
seclusion, flowed on with me like a smooth stream with a swimmer who
glides down the current. All memory of the past, all thought of the future

all sense of the falseness ana nopelessness of my own position, lay hushed
within me into deceitful rest. Lulled by the Syren-song that my own
heart sung to me, with eyes shut to all sight, and ears closed to all sound
of danger, I drifted nearer and nearer to the fatal rocks. The warning that

aroused me at last, and startled me into sudden, self-accusing consciousness

of my own weakness, was the plainest, the truest, the kindest of all warn-
ings, for it came silently from her.

We had parted one night, as usual. No word had fallen from my lips,

at that time or at any time before it, that could betray me, or startle her
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into sudden knowledge of the truth. But, when we met again in the

morning, a change had come over her—a change that told me all.

I shrank then—I shrink still—from invading the innermost sanctuary of

her heart, and laying it open to others, as I have laid open my own. Lei

it be enough to say that the time when she first surprised my secret, was, i

firmly believe, the time when she first surprised her own, and the time,

«lso, when she changed towards me in the interval of one night. Her

nature, too truthful to deceive others, was too noble to deceive itself.

When the doubt that I had hushed asleep, first laid its weary weight on

her heart, the true face owned all, and said, in its own frank simple lan-

guage—I am sorry for him ; I am sorry for myself.

It said this, and more, which I could not then interpret. I understood

but too well the change in her manner, to greater kindness and quicker

readiness in interpreting all my wishes, before others—to constraint and

sadness, and nervous anxiety to absorb herself in the first occupation she

could seize on, whenever we happened to be left together alone. I under-

Stood why the sweet sensitive lips smiled so rarely and so restrainedly now

;

and why the clear blue eyes looked at me, sometimes with the pity of an

angel, sometimes with the innocent perplexity of a child. But the change

meant more than this. There was a coldness in her hand, there was an

unnatural immobility in her face, there was in all her movements the mute

expression of constant fear and clinging self-reproach. The sensations that

I could t'ace to herself and to me, the unacknowledged sensations that we
were feeling in common, were not these. There were certain elements of

the change in her that were still secretly drawing us together, and others

that weie, as secretly, beginning to drive us apart.

In my doubt and perplexity, in my vague suspicion of something hidden

which I was left to find by my own unaided efforts, I examined Miss Hal

combe's looks and manner for enlightenment. Living in such intimacy as

ours, no serious alteration could take place in any one of us which did not

jympathetically affect the others. Tbe change in Miss Fairlie was reflected

in her half-sister. Although not a word escaped Miss Halcombe which

hinted at an altered state of feeling towards myself, her penetrating eyea

had contracted a new habit of always watching me. Sometimes, the look

was like suppressed anger ; sometimes, like suppressed dread ; sometimes,

like neither—like nothing, in short, which I could understand. A week

elapsed, leaving us all three still in this position of secret constraint towards

one another. My situation, aggravated by the sense of my own miserable

weakness and forgetfulness of myself, now too late awakened in me, was

becoming intolerable. I felt that I must cast off the oppression under

which I was living, at once and for ever—yet how to act for the best, or

what to say first, was more than I could tell.

From this position of helplessness and humiliation, I was rescued by Miss
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Halcombe. Her lips told me the Litter, the necessary, the una&pccted

truth ; her hearty kindness sustained me under the shock of hearing it

;

her sense and courage turned to its right use an event which threatened the

worst that could happen, to me and to others, in Limmeridge House.

X.

It was on a Thursday in the week, and nearly at the end of the third

month of my sojourn in Cumberland.

In the morning, when I went down into the breakfast-room, at the usual

Hour, Miss Halcombe, for the first time since I had known her, was absent

from her customary place at the table.

Miss Fairlie was out on the lawn. She bowed to me, but did not come

in. Not a word had dropped from my lips, or from hers, that could un-

settle either of us—and yet the same unacknowledged sense of embarrass-

ment made us shrink alike from meeting one another alone. She waited on

the lawn ; and I waited in the breakfast-room, till Mrs. Vesey or Miss

Halcombe came in. How quickly I should have joined her : how readily

we should have shaken hands, and glided into our customary talk, only a

fortnight ago

.

In a few minutes, Miss Halcombe entered. She had a preoccupied lock,

and she made her apologies for being late, rather absently.

"I have been detained," she said, "by a consultation with Mr. Fairlie ok

a domestic matter which he wished to speak to me about."

Miss Fairlie came in from the garden ; and the usual morning greeting

passed between us. Her hand struck colder to mine than ever. She did

not look at me ; and she was very pale. Even Mrs. Yesey noticed it,

when she entered the room a moment after.

" I suppose it is the change in the wind," said the old lady. " The
winter is coming—ah, my love, the winter is coming soon

!"

In her heart and in mine it had come already

!

Our morning meal—once so full of pleasant good-humoured discussion

of the plans for the day—was short and silent. Miss Fairlie seemed to feel

the oppression of the long pauses in the conversation ; and looked appeal-

ingly to her sister to fill them up. Miss Halcombe, after once or twice

hesitating and checking herself, in a most uncharacteristic manner, spoke
at last.

" I have seen your uncle this morning, Laura," she said. " He thinks

the purple room is the one that ought to be got ready ; and he confirms

what I told you. Monday is the day—not Tuesday."

While these words were being spoken, Miss Fairlie looked down at the
table beneath her. Her fingers moved nervously among the crumbs that

were scattered on the cloth. The paleness on her cheeks spread to her lire,

end the lips themselves trembled visibly. I was not the only person pre-
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«ent who noticed this. Miss Halcombe saw it, too ; and at once set us thf

example of rising from table.

Mrs. Vesey and Miss Fairlie left the room together. The kind sorrowful

blue eyes looked at me, for a moment, with the prescient sadness of a

coming and a long farewell. 1 felt the answering pang in my own heart/

—

the pang that told me I must lose her soon, and love her the more un-

changeably for the loss.

I turned towards the garden, when the door had closed on her. Mist

Halcombe was standing with her hat in her hand, and her shawl over hei

ami, by the large window that led out to the lawn, and was looking at me
attentively.

" Have you any leisure time to spare," she asked, "before you begin to

work in your own room ?"

" Certainly, Miss Halcombe. I have always time at your service.*"

" I want to say a word to you in private, Mr. Hartright. Get your hat

and come out into the garden. We are not likely to be disturbed there at

this hour in the morning."

As we stepped out on to the lawn, one of the under-gardeners—a mere

lad—passed us on his way to the house, with a letter in his hand. Miss

Halcombe stopped him.
" Is that letter for me ?" she asked.
" Nay, miss ; it's just said to be for Miss Fairlie," answered the lad, hold-

ing out the letter as he spoke.

Miss Halcombe took it from him, and looked at the address.

" A strange handwriting," she said to herself. "Who can Laura's cor-

respondent be? Where did you get this?" she continued, addressing the

gardener.

"Well, miss," said the lad, "I just got it from a woman."
"What woman?"
" A woman well stricken in age."

" Oh, an old woman. Any one you knew ?"

" I canna' tak' it on mysel' to say that she was other than a stranger to

me."
" Which way did she go ?"

" That gate," said the under-gardener, turning with great deliberation

towards the south, and embracing the whole of that part of England with

one comprehensive sweep of his arm.
" Curious," said Miss Halcombe ; " I suppose it must be a begging-

letter. There," she added, handing the letter back to the lad, " take it to

the house, and give it to one of the servants. And now, Mr. Hartright, U

you have no objection, let us walk this way."

She led me across the lawn, along the game path by which I had followed

har on the day after my arrival at Limmeridge. At the little summer-
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bouse in which Laura Fairlie and I had first seen each other, she stopped,

and broke the silence which she had steadily maintained whiJe we were

walking together.

" What I have to say to you, I can say here."

With those words, she entered the summer-house, took one of the chairs

at the little round table inside, and signed to me to take the other. I sus-

pected what was coming when she spoke to me in the breakfast-room ; I

felt certain of it now.
" Mr. Hartright," she said, " 1 am going to begin by making a frank

avowal to you. I am going to say—without phrase-making, which I

detest ; or paying compliments, which I heartily despise—that I have

come, in the course of your residence with us, to feel a strong friendly

regard for you. I was predisposed in your favour when you first told mo
of your conduct towards that unhappy woman whom you met under such

remarkable circumstances. Your management of the affair might not have

been prudent ; but it showed the self-control, the delicacy, and the com-

passion of a man who was naturally a gentleman. It made me expect

good things from you ; and you have not disappointed my expectations."

She paused—but held up her hand at the same time, as a sign that she

awaited no answer from me before she proceeded. When I entered the

summer-house, no thought was in me of the woman in white. But, now,

Miss Halcombe's own words had put the memory of my adventure back in

my mind. It remained there throughout the interview—remained, and

not without a result.

" As your friend," she proceeded, "lam going to tell you, at once, in

my own plain, blunt, downright language, that I have discovered your

secret—without help, or hint, mind, from any one else. Mr. Hartright,

you have thoughtlessly allowed yourself to form an attachment—ra serious

and devoted attachment, I am afraid—to my sister, Laura. I don't put

you to the pain of confessing it, in so many words, because I see and know
that you are too honest to deny it. I don't even blame you—I pity you

for opening your heart to a hopeless affection. You have not attempted to

take any underhand advantage—you have not spoken to my sister in

secret. You are guilty of weakness and want of attention to your own
best interests, but of nothing worse. If you had acted, in any single

respect, less delicately and less modestly, I should have told you to leave

the house, without an instant's notice, or an instant's consultation of any-

body. As it is, I blame the misfortune of your years and your position—

1

don't blame you. Shake hands—I have given you pain ; I am going to

give you more ; but there is no help for it—shake hands with your friend,

Marian Halcombe, first."

The sudden kindness—the warm, high-minded, fearless sympathy which

met me on such mercifully-equal terms
}
which appealed with Buch delicate
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end generous abruptness straight to my heart, my honour, and my courage,

overcame me in an instant. I tried to look at her, when she took my
hand, but my eyes were dim. I tried to thank her, but my voice failed

me.
" Listen to me," she said, considerately avoiding all notice of my loss o!

self-control. " Listen to me, and let us get it over at once. It is a real

true relief to me that I am not obliged, in what I have now to say, to enter

into the question—the hard and cruel question as I think it—of social in

equalities. Circumstances which will try you to the quick, spare me the

ungracious necessity of paining a man who has lived in friendly intimacy

under the same roof with myself by any humiliating reference to matters

of rank and station. You must leave Limmeridge House, Mr. Hartright,

before more harm is done. It is my duty to say that to you ; and it

would be equally my duty to say it, under precisely the same serious

necessity, if you were the representative of the oldest and wealthiest family

in England. You must leav& us, not because you are a teacher of draw--

ing "

She waited a moment ; turned her face full on me ; and, reaching across

the table, laid her hand firmly on my arm.

" Not because you are a teacher of drawing," she repeated, "but because

Laura Fairlie is engaged to be married."

The last word went like a bullet to my heart. My arm lost all sensation

of the hand that grasped it. I never moved and never spoke. The sharp

autumn breeze that scattered the dead leaves at our feet, came as cold to

me, on a sudden, as if my own mad hopes were dead leaves, too, whirled

away by the wind like the rest. Hopes ! Betrothed, or not betrothed, she

was equally far from me. Would other men have remembered that in my
place ? Not if they had loved her as I did.

The pang passed ; and nothing but the dull numbing pain of it remained.

I felt Miss Halcombe's hand again, tightening its hold on my arm—

I

raised my head, and looked at her. Her large black eyes were rooted on

me, watching the white change on my face, which I felt, and which she

saw.

"Crush it!" she said. "Here, where you first saw her, crush it!

Don't shrink under it like a woman. Tear it out ; trample it under foot

like a man !"

The suppressed vehemence with which she spoke ; the strength which
her will—concentrated in the look she fixed on me, and in the hold on my
arm that she had not yet relinquished—communicated to mine, steadied

me. "We both waited for a minute, in silence. At the end of that time. 1

had justified her generous faith in my manhood; I had, outwardly at least,

recovered my self-control.

" Are you yourself again ?"
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" Enough myself, Miss Halcombe, to ask your pardon and hers. Enough

myself, to he guided by your advice, and to prove my gratitude in thai

way, if I can prove it in no other."

" You have proved it already," she answered, " by those words. Mr.

Hartright, concealment is at an end between us. I cannot affect to hide

from you, what my sister has unconsciously shown to me. You must leave

as for her sake, as well as for your own. Your presence here, your neces-

sary intimacy with us, harmless as it has been, God knows, in all other

lespects, has unsteadied her and made her wretched. I, who love her

better than my own life—I, who have learnt to believe in that pure, noblo

innocent nature as I believe in my religion—know but too well the secret

misery of self-reproach that she has been suffering, since the first shadow

of a feeling disloyal to her marriage engagement entered her heart in spite

of her. I don't say—it would be useless to attempt to say it, after what

has happened—that her engagement has ever had a strong hold on her

affections. It is an engagement of honour, not of love—her father sanc-

tioned it on his death-bed, two years since—she herself neither welcomed

it, nor shrank from it—she was content to make it. Till you came here,

she was in the position of hundreds of other women, who marry men with-

out being greatly attracted to them or greatly repelled by them, and who
Icara to love them (when they don't learn to hate !) after marriage, instead

of before. I hope more earnestly than words can say—and you should

have the self-sacrificing courage to hope too—that the new thoughts ai.d

feelings which have disturbed the old calmness and the old content, have

not taken root too deeply to be ever removed. Your absence (if I had less

belief in your honour, and your courage, and your sense, I should not trust

to them as I am trusting now)—your absence will help my efforts ; and

time will help us all three. It is something to know that my first confi-

dence in you was not all misplaced. It is something to know that you

will not be less honest, less manly, less considerate towards the pupil whose

relation to yourself you have had the misfortune to forget, than towards

the stranger and the outcast whose appeal to you was not made in vain."

Again the chance reference to the woman in white! Was there no

possibility of speaking of Miss Fairlie and of me without raising the

memory of Anne Catherick, and setting her between us like a fatality that

it was hopeless to avoid ?

"Tell me what apology I can make to Mr. Fairlie for breaking my
engagement," I said. " Tell me when to go after that apology is accepted.

I promise implicit obedience to you and to your advice."

" Time is, every way, of importance," she answered. " You heard me
refer this morning to Monday next, and to the necessity of setting the

purple room in order. The visitor whom we except on Monday "

I could not wait for her to be more explicit. Knowing what \ knew
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aow, the memory of Miss Fairlie's look and manner at the breakfast-table

told me that the expected visitor at Limmeridge House was her future

husband. I tried to force it back ; but something rose within me at that

moment stronger than my own will ; and I interrupted Miss Halcombe.
" Let me go to-day," I said, bitterly. " The sooner the better."

" No ; not to-day," she replied. " The only reason you can assign to

Mr. Fairlie for your departure, before the end of your engagement, must be

that an unforeseen necessity compels you to ask his permission to return at

once to London. You must wait till to-morrow to tell him that, at the

time when the post comes in, because he will then understand the sudden

change in your plans, by associating it with the arrival of a letter from

London. It is miserable and sickening to descend to deceit, even of the

most harmless kind—but I know Mr. Fairlie, and if you once excite hia

guspicions that you are trifling with him, he will refuse to release you,

Speak to him on Friday morning ; occupy yourself afterwards (for the sake

of your own interests with your employer), in leaving your unfinished work

in as little confusion as possible ; and quit this place on Saturday. It wili

be time enough, then, Mr. Hartright, for you, and for all of us."

Before I could assure her that she might depend on my acting in the

strictest accordance with her wishes, we were both startled by advancing

footsteps in the shrubbery. Some one was coming from the house to seek

for us ! I felt the blood rush into my cheeks, and then leave them again

Could the third person who was fast approaching us, at such a time and

under such circumstances, be Miss Fairlie ?

It was a relief—so sadly, so hopelessly was my position towards hei

changed already—it was absolutely a relief to me, when the person who
had disturbed us appeared at the entrance of the summer-house, and proved

to be only Miss Fairlie's maid.

"Could I speak to you for a moment, miss?" said the girl, in rather a

flurried, unsettled manner.

Miss Halcombe descended the steps into the shrubbery, and walked aside

a few paces with the maid.

Left by myself, my mind reverted, with a sense of forlorn wretchedness

which it is not in any words that I can find to describe, to my approaching

return to the solitude and the despair of my lonely London home. Thoughts
of my kind old mother, and of my sister, who had rejoiced with her so

innocently over my prospects in Cumberland—thoughts whose long banish-

ment from my heart it was now my shame and my reproach to realise for

the first time—came back to me with the loving mournfulness of old,

neglected friends. My mother and my sister, what would they feel when
I returned to them from my broken engagement, with the confession of my
miserable secret—they who had parted from me so hopefully on that last

happy night in the Hampstead cottage 1
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Anne Catherick again ! Even the memory of the farewell evening with

my mother and my sister could not return to me now, unconnected with

that other memory of the moonlight walk back to London. What did it

mean ? Were that woman and 1 to meet once more ? It was possible, at

the least. Did she know that I lived in London ? Yes ; I had told her

so, either before or after that straDge question of hers, when she had asked

me so distrustfully if I knew many men of the rank of Baronet. Eithei

before or after—my mind was not calm enough, then, to remember which.

A few minutes elapsed before Miss Halcombe dismissed the maid and

came back to me. She, too, looked flurried and unsettled, now.

"We have arranged all that is necessary, Mr. Hartright,"' she»said

" We have understood each other, as friends should ; and we may go back

at once to the house. To tell you the truth, I am uneasy about Laura

She has sent to say she wants to see me directly ; and the maid reports

that her mistress is apparently very much agitated by a letter that she hap

received this morning—the same letter, no doubt, which I sent on to tht

house before we came. here."

We retraced our steps together hastily along the shrubbery path. Al-

though Miss Halcombe had ended all that she thought it necessary to say,

on her side, I had not ended all that I wanted to say on mine. From the

moment when I had discovered that the expected visitor at Limmeridge

was Miss Fairlie's future husband, I had felt a bitter curiosity, a burning

envious eagerness, to know who he was. It was possible that a future

opportunity of putting the question might not easily offer ; so I risked

asking it on our way back to the house.

" Now that you are kind enough to tell me we have understood each

other, Miss Halcombe," I said ;
" now that you are sure of my gratitude fcr

your forbearance and my obedience to your wishes, may I venture to ask

who "—(I hesitated ; I had forced myself to think of him, but it was harder

still to speak of him, as her promised husband)—" who the gentleman

engaged to Miss Fairlie, is ?"

Her mind was evidently occupied with the message she had received from

ber sister. She answered, in a hasty, absent way :

" A gentleman of large property, in Hampshire."

Hampshire ! Anne Catherick's native place. Again, and yet again, the

woman in white. There was a fatality in it.

" And his name ?" I said, as quietly and indifferently as I could.

" Sir Percival Grlyde."

Sir—Sir Percival ! Anne Catherick's question—that suspicious question

about the men of the rank of Baronet whom I might happen to know had
nardly been dismissed from my mind by Miss Halcombe's return to me in

the summer-house, before it was recalled again by her own answer. I

stopped suddenly, and looked at her.



THE WOMAN IN WHITE. 55

" Sir Percival Glyde," she repeated; imagining that I had net hesi-d h«t

former reply.

" Knight, or Baronet ?" I asked with an agitation that 1 could hide no

longer.

She paused for a moment, and then answered, rather coldly

:

" Baronet, of course."

XI.

Not a word more was said, on either side, as we walked back to the houBe.

Miss Halcombe hastened immediately to her sister's room ; and I withdrew

to my studio to set in order all of Mr. Fairlie's drawings that I had not yet

mounted and restored before I resigned them to the care of other hands.

Thoughts that I had hitherto restrained, thoughts that made my position

harder than ever to endure, crowded on me now that I was alone.

She was engaged to be married ; and her future husband was Sir Percival

Glyde. A man of the rank of baronet, and the owner of property in

Hampshire.

There were hundreds of baronets in England, and dozens of landowners

in Hampshire. Judging by the ordinary rules of evidence, I had not the

shadow of a reason, thus far, for connecting Sir Percival Glyde with the

suspicious words of inquiry that had been spoken to me by the woman in

white. And yet, I did connect him with them. Was it because he had

now become associated in my mind with Miss Fairlie ; Miss Fairlie being,

In her turn, associated with Anne Catherick, since the night when I had

discovered the ominous likeness between them ? Had the events of the

morning so unnerved me already that I was at the mercy of any delusion

which common chances and common coincidences might suggest to my
imagination ? Impossible to say. I could only feel that what had passed

between Miss Halcombe and myself, on our way from the summer-house,

had affected me very strangely. The foreboding of some undiscoverable

danger lying hid from us all in the darkness of the future, was strong on

me. The doubt whether I was not linked already to a chain of events

which even my approaching departure from Cumberland •« ould be power-

less to snap asunder—the doubt whether we any of us saw the end as the

end would really be—gathered more and more darkly over my mind.

Poignant as it was, the sense of suffering caused by the miserable end of

my brief, presumptuous love, seemed to be blunted and deadened by the

still stronger sense of something obscurely impending, something invisibly

threatening, that Time was holding over our heads.

I had been engaged with the drawings little more than half an hour,

when there was a knock at the door. It opened, on my answering ; and,

to my surprise, Miss Halcombe entered the room.

Her manner was angry and agitated. She caught up a chair for hereel^

before I could give her one ; and sat down in it, close at my side.
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"Mr. Hartrigh.t," she said, "I had hoped that all painful subject!) ol

couversation were exhausted between us, for to-day at least. But it is not

to be so. There is some underhand villany at work to frighten my sistci

about her approaching marriage. You saw me send the gardener on to

the house, with a letter addressed, in a strange handwriting, to Miss

Fairlie?"

"Certainly."

" The letter is an anonymous letter—a vile attempt to injure Sir Percival

Glyde in my sister's estimation. It has so agitated and alarmed her that

I have had the greatest possible difficulty in composing her spirits suffi-

ciently to allow me to leave her room and come here. I know this is a

family matter on which I ought not to consult you, and in which you can

feel no concern or interest
"

"I beg your pardon, Miss Halcombe. I feel the strongest possible

concern and interest in anything that affects Miss Fairlie' s happiness cj

yours."

" I am glad to hear you say so. You are the only person in the house,

or out of it, who can advise me. Mr. Fairlie, in his state of health and

with his horror of difficulties and mysteries of all kinds, is not to be thought

of. The clergyman is a good, weak man, who knows nothing out of the

routine of his duties; and our neighbours are just the sort of comfortable,

jog-trot acquaintances whom one cannot disturb in times of trouble and
danger. What I want to know is this : ought I, at once, to take such

steps as I can to discover the writer of the letter ? or ought I to wait, and
apply to Mr. Fairlie's legal adviser to-morrow ? It is a question—perhaps

a very important one—of gaining or losing a day. Tell me what you
think, Mr. Hartright. If necessity had not already obliged me to take you
into my confidence under very delicate circumstances, even my helpless

situation would, perhaps, be no excuse for me. But, as things are, I cannot

surely be wrong, after all that has passed between us, in forgetting that

vou are a friend of only three months' standing."

She gave me the letter. It began abruptly, without any preliminary

form of address, as follows

:

" Do you believe in dreams ? I hope, for your own sake, that you do.

See what Scripture says about dreams and their fulfilment (Genesis xl. 8.,

xli. 25 ; Daniel iv. 18-25) ; and take the warning I send you before it is

too late.

"Last night, I dreamed about you, Miss Fairlie. I dreamed that I

was standing inside the communion rails of a church : I on ODe side of the

altar-table, and the clergyman, with his surplice and his prayer-book, on
the other.

"After a time, there walked towards us, down the aisle of the enure b, a
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man and a woman, coming to be married. You were the woman. Yon
looked so pretty and innocent in your beautiful white silk dress, and your

long white lace veil, that my heart felt for you and the tears came into

my eyes.

" They were tears of pity, young lady, that heaven blesses ; and,

instead of falling from my eyes like the every-day tears that we all of us

ihed, they turned into two rays of light which slanted nearer and nearer

to the man standing at the altar with you, till they touched his breast

The two rays sprang in arches like two rainbows, between me and him. I

looked along them ; and I saw down into his inmost heart.

" The outside of the man you were marrying was fair enough to see.

He was neither tall, nor short—he was a little below the middle size. A
light, active, high-spirited man—about five-and-forty years old, to look at,

He had a pale face, and was bald over the forehead, but had dark hair on

the rest of his head. His beard was shaven on his chin, but was let to

grow, of a fine rich brown, on his cheeks and his upper lip. His eyes

were brown too, and very bright ; his noise straight and handsome and

delicate enough to have done for a woman's. His hands the same. He
was troubled from time to time with a dry hacking cough ; and when ria

put up his white right hand to his mouth, he showed the red scar of an old

wound across the back of it. Have I dreamt of the right man? You

know best, Miss Fairlie ; and you can say if I was deceived or not. Head

next, what I saw beneath the outside—I entreat you, read, and profit.

" I looked along the two rays of light ; and I saw down into his inmost

heart. It was black as night ; and on it were written, in the red flaming

letters which are the handwriting of the fallen angel :
' Without pity and

without remorse. He has strewn with misery the paths of others, and he

will live to strew with misery the path of this woman by his side.' I read

that ; and then the rays of light shifted and pointed over his shoulder

;

and there, behind him, stocd a fiend, laughing. And the rays of light

shifted once more, and pointed over your shoulder ; and there, behind you,

stood an angel weeping. And the rays of light shifted for the third time,

and pointed straight between you and that man. They widened and

widened, thrusting you both asunder, one from the other. And the

clergyman looked for the marriage-service in vain : it was gone out of the

book, and he shut up the leaves, and put it from him in despair. And I

woke with my eyes full of tears and my heart beating— for I believe in

dreams.

" Believe, too, Miss Fairlie—I beg of you, for your own sake, believe aa

[ do. Joseph and Daniel, and others in Scripture, believed in dreams.

Inquire into the past life of that man with the scar on his hand, before

you say the words that make you his miserable wife. I don't give you

thk warning on my account, bu t on yours , I have an interest in your well-
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being that will live as long as I draw breath. Your mother's daughter h&S

a tender place in my heart—for your mother was my first, my best, my
only friend."

There, the extraordinary letter ended, without signature of any sort.

The handwriting afforded no prospect of a clue. It was traced on ruled

lines, in the cramped, conventional, copybook character, technically termed
" small hand." It was feeble and faint, and defaced by blots, but had

otherwise nothing to distinguish it.

" That is not an illiterate letter," said Miss Halcombe, " and, at the

same time, it is surely too incoherent to be the letter of an educated person

in the higher ranks of life. The reference to the bridal dress and veil, and

other little expressions, seem to point to it as the production of soma

woman. What do you think, Mr. Hartright ?"

" I think so too. It seems to me to be not only the letter of a woman,
but of a woman whose mind must be ."

" Deranged ?" suggested Miss Halcombe. " It struck me in that light,

too."

I did not answer. While I was speaking, my eyes rested on the last

sentence of the letter ? " Your mother's daughter has a tender place in my
heart—for your mother was my first, my best, my only friend." Those

words and the doubt which had just escaped me as to the sanity of the

writer of the letter, acting together on my mind, suggested an idea, which
I was literally afraid to express openly, or even to encourage secretly. I

Degan to doubt whether my own faculties wero not in danger of losing theii

balance. It seemed almost like a monomania to be tracing back everything

strange that happened, everything unexpected that was said, always to the

name hidden source and the same sinister influence. I resolved, this time,

in defence of my own courage and my own sense, to come to no decision

that plain fact did not warrant, and to turn my back resolutely on every-

thing that tempted me in the shape of surmise.

" If we have any chance of tracing the person who has written this," I

said, returning the letter to Miss Halcombe, " there can be no harm in

seizing our opportunity the moment it offers. I think we ought to speak

to the gardener again about the elderly woman who gave him the letter,

and then to continue our inquiries in the village. But first let me ask a

question. You mentioned just now the alternative of consulting Mr.

Fairlie's legal adviser to-morrow. Is there no possibility of communicating

«rith him earlier ? Why not to-day ?"

" I can only explain," replied Miss Halcombe, " by entering into cer-

tain particulars, connected with my sister's marriage engagement, which
I did not think it necessary or desirable to mention to you this morning.

One of Sir Fercival Glyde's objects in coming here, on Monday, is to fix
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the period of his marriage, which has hitherto been left quite unsettled.

He is anxious that the event should take place before the end cf the

fear."

" Does Miss Fairlie know of that wish ?" I asked, eagerly.

" She has no suspicion of it ; and, after what has happened, I shall not

take the responsibility upon myself of enlightening her. Sir Percival has

only mentioned his views to Mr. Fairlie, who has told me himself that he

is ready and anxious, as Laura's guardian, to forward them. He has

written to London, to the family solicitor, Mr. Gilmore. Mr. Gilmore

happens to be away in Glasgow on business ; and he has replied by pro-

posing to stop at Limmeridge House, on his way back to town. He will

arrive to-morrow, and will stay with us a few days, so as to allow Sir

Percival time to plead his own cause. If he succeeds, Mr. Gilmore will then

return to London, taking with him his instructions for my sister's marriage-

settlement. You understand now, Mr. Hartright, why I speak of waiting

to take legal advice until to-morrow ? Mr. Gilmore is the old and tried

friend of two generations of Fairlies ; and we can trust him, as we could

trust no one else."

The marriage-settlement ! The mere hearing of those two words stung

me with a jealous despair that was poison to my higher and better

instincts. I began to think—it is hard to confess this, but I must suppress

nothing from beginning to end of the terrible story that I now stand com-

mitted to reveal—I began to think, with a hateful eagerness of hope, of

the vague charges against Sir Percival Glyde which the anonymous letter

contained. What if those wild accusations rested on a foundation of truth ?

What if their truth could be proved before the fatal words of consent were

spoken, and the marriage-settlement was drawn ? I have tried to think,

Bince, that the feeling which then animated me began and ended in pure

devotion to Miss Fairlie's interests. But I have never succeeded in de-

ceiving myself into believing it ; and I must not now attempt to deceive

others. The feeling began and ended in reckless, vindictive, hopelesg

hatred of the man who was to marry her.

" If we are to find out anything," I said, speaking under the new in-

fluence which was now directing me, " we had better not let another

minute slip by us unemployed. I can only suggest, once more, the pro-

priety of questioning the gardener a second time, and of inquiring in the

village immediately afterwards."

" I think I may be of help to you in both cases," said Miss Halcombe,

rising. " Let us go, Mr. Hartright, at once, and do the best we can

together."

I had the door in my hand to open it for her—but I stopped, on a

sudden, to ask an important question before we set forth.

" One of the paragiaphs of the anonymous letter," I said, " oontaiES
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Bome sentences of minute personal description. Sir Percival Glyde's name

Is not mentioned, I know-^but does that description at all resemble him ?"

" Accurately ; even in stating his age to be forty-five
—

"

Forty-five ; and she was not yet twenty-one ! Men of his age married

wives of her age every day : and experience had shown those marriages to

be often the happiest ones. I knew that—and yet even the mention of his

age, when I contrasted it with hers, added to my bhnd hatred and distrust

of him.
" Accurately," Miss Halcombe continued, " even to the scar on his right

hand, which is the scar of a wound that he received years since when he

was travelling in Italy. There can be no doubt that every peculiarity of

his personal appearance is thoroughly well known to the writer of the

letter."

" Even a cough that he is troubled with is mentioned, if I remember

right ?"

" Yes, and mentioned correctly. He treats it lightly himself, though it

sometimes makes his friends anxious about him."
" I suppose no whispers have ever been heard against his character ?"

" Mr. Hartwright ! I hope you are not unjust enough to let that in-

famous letter influence you ?"

I felt the blood rush into my cheeks, for I knew that it had in-

fluenced me.
" I hope not," 1 answered, confusedly. " Perhaps I had no right to ask

the question."

" I am not sorry you asked it," she said, " for it enables me to do justice

to Sir Percival's reputation. Not a whisper, Mr. Hartright, has ever

reached me, or my family, against him. He has fought successfully two

contested elections ; and has come out of the ordeal unscathed. A man
who can do that, in England, is a man whose character is established."

I opened the door for her in silence, and followed her out. She had not

convinced me. If the recording angel had come down from heaven to

confirm her, and had opened his book to my mortal eyes, the recording

angel would not have convinced me.

We found the gardener at work as usual. No amount of questioning

could extract a single answer of any importance from the lad's impenetrable

stupidity. The woman who had given him the letter was an elderly

woman ; she had not spoken a word to him ; and she had gone away
towards the south in a great hurry. That was all the gardener could

tell us.

The village lay southward of tbe house. So to the village we went

next.
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XII.

Oob inquiries at Limmeridge were patiently puraued in all directions, and

among all sorts and conditions of people. But nothing came of them.

Three of the villagers did certainly assure us that they had seen the

woman ; but as they were quite unable to describe her, and quite in-

capable of agreeing about the exact direction in which she was proceeding

when they last saw her, these three bright exceptions to the general rule of

total ignorance afforded no more real assistance to us than the mass of their

unhelpful and unobservant neighbours.

The course of our useless investigations brought us, in time, to the end

of the village at which the schools established by Mrs. Fairlie were situated.

As we passed the side of the building appropriated to the use of the boys, I

suggested the propriety of making a last inquiry of the schoolmaster,

whom we might presume to be, in virtue of his office, the most intelligent

man in the place.

" I am afraid the schoolmaster must have been occupied with his

scholars," said Miss Halcombe, " just at the time when the woman passed

through the village, and returned again. However we can but try."

We entered the playground enclosure, and walked by the schoolroom

window, to get round to the door, which was situated at the back of the

building. I stopped for a moment at the window and looked in.

The schoolmaster was sitting at his high desk, with his back to me,

apparently haranguing the pupils, who were all gathered together in front

of him, with one exception. The one exception was a sturdy white-headed

boy, standing apart from all the rest on a stool in a corner—a forlorn little

Crusoe, isolated in his own desert island of solitary penal disgrace.

The door, when we got round to it, was ajar ; and the schoolmaster's

voice reached us plainly, as we both stopped for a minute under the porch.

" Now, boys," said the voice, " mind what I tell you. If I hear another

word spoken about ghosts in this school, it will be the worst for all of you.

There are no such tilings as ghosts ; and, therefore, any boy who believes

in ghosts believes in what can't possibly be ; and a boy who belongs to

Limmeridge School, and believes in what can't possibly be, sets up his back

against reason and discipline, and must be punished accordingly. You all

see Jacob Postlethwaite standing up on the stool there in disgrace. He has

been punished, not because he said he saw a ghost last night, but because

he is too impudent and too obstinate to listen to reason ; and because he

persists in saying he saw the ghost after I have told him that no such thing

can possibly be. If nothing else will do, I mean to cane the ghost out of

Jacob Postlethwaite ; and if the thing spreads among any of the rest of you,

I mean to go a step farther, and cane the ghost out of the whole school."
M We seem to have chosen an awkward moment for our visit," said Miss
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Halcombe, pushing open the door, at the end of the schoolmaster's address,

and leading the way in.

Our appearance produced a strong sensation among the boys. They

appeared to think that we had arrived for the express purpose of seeing

Jacob Postlethwaite caned.
" Go home all of you to dinner," said the schoolmaster, " except Jacob.

Jacob must stop where he is ; and the ghost may bring him his dinner, if

the ghost pleases."

Jacob's fortitude deserted Mm at the double disappearance of his school-

fellows and his prospect of dinner. He took his hands out of his pockets,

looked hard at his knuckles, raised them with great deliberation to his eyes,

and, when they got there, ground them round and round slowly, accom-

panying the action by shortspasms of sniffing, which followed each other

at regular intervals—the nasal minute guns of juvenile distress.

" We came here to ask you a question, Mr. Dempster," said Miss Hal-

combe, addressing the schoolmaster ; " and we little expected to find you

occupied in exorcising a ghost. What does it all mean ? What has really

happened ?"

" That wicked boy has been frightening the whole school, Miss Halcombe,

by declaring that he saw a ghost yesterday evening," answered the master.

" And he still persists in his absurd story, in spite of all that I can say to

him."
" Most extraordinary," said Miss Halcombe. " I should not have thought

it possible that any of the boys had imagination enough to see a ghost.

This is a new accession indeed to the hard labour of forming the youthful

mind at Limmeridge—and I heartily wish yon well through it, Mr.

Dempster, In the mean time, let me explain why you see me here, and

what it is I want."

She then put the same question to the schoolmaster, which we had asked

already of almost every one else in the village. It was met by the same
discouraging answer. Mr. Dempster had not set eyes on the stranger of

whom we were in search.

"We may as well return to the house, Mr. Hartright," said Miss

Halcombe ;
" the information we want is evidently not to be found."

She had bowed to Mr. Dempster, and was about to leave the schoolroom,

when the forlorn position of Jacob Postlethwaite, piteously sniffing on the

stool of penitence, attracted her attention as she passed him, and made her

stop good-humouredly to speak a word to the little prisoner before she

opened the door.

" You foolish boy," she said, " why don't you beg Mr. Dempster's pardon,

and hold your tongue about the ghost ?"

" Eh !—but I saw t' ghaist," persisted Jacob Postlethwaite, with a stare of

terror and a burst of tears.
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" Stuff and nonsense ! You saw nothing of the kind. Ghost indeed t

What ghost "

"I beg your pardon, Miss Halcombe/' interposed the schoolmaster, a

little uneasily—" but I think you had better not question the boy. The
obstinate folly of his story is beyond all belief ; and you might lead him
Into ignorantly "

" Ignorantly, what ?" inquired Miss Halcombe, sharply.

" Ignorantly shocking your feelings," said Mr. Dempster, looking very

much discomposed.

" Upon my word, Mr. Dempster, you pay my feelings a great compli-

ment in thinking them weak enough to be shocked by such an urchin aa

chat !" She turned with an air of satirical defiance to little Jacob, and

began to question him directly. " Come !" she said ;
" I mean to know all

about this. You naughty boy, when did you see the ghost
!"

" Yester'een, at the gloaming," replied Jacob.

" Oh ! you saw it yesterday evening, in the twilight? And what was it

like?"

" Arl in white—as a ghaist should be," answered the ghost-seer, with s

confidence beyond his years.

" And where was it ?"

" Away yander, in t' kirkyard—where a ghaist ought to be."

" As a ' ghaist ' should be—where a ' ghaist ' ought to be—why, you

little fool, you talk as if the manners and customs of ghosts had been

familiar to you 'from your infancy ! You have got your story at youi

fingers' ends, at any rate. I suppose I shall hear next that you can actually

tell me whose ghost it was ?"

" Eh ! but I just can," replied Jacob, nodding his head with an air oi

gloomy triumph.

Mr. Dempster had already tried several times to speak, while Miss

Halcombe was examining his pupil ; and he now interposed resolutely

enough to make himself heard.

" Excuse me, Miss Halcombe," he said, " if I venture to say that you are

only encouraging the boy by asking him these questions."

" I will merely ask one more, Mr. Dempster, and then I shall be quite

satisfied. Well," she continued, turning to the boy, "and whose ghost

Was it ?"

" T' ghaist of Mistress Fairlie," answered Jacob in a whisper.

The effect which this extraordinary reply produced on Miss Halcombe,

fully justified the anxiety which the schoolmaster had shown to prevent

ner from hearing it. Her face crimsoned with indignation—she turned

upon little Jacob with an angry suddenness which terrified him into a

fresh burst of tears—opened her lips to speak to him—then controlled her-

self—and addressed the master instead of the boy.
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" It is useless," she said, " to hold such a child as that responsible for

what he says. I have little doubt that the idea has been put into his head

by others. If there are people in this village, Mr. Dempster, who have

iorgotten the respect and gratitude due from every soul in it to my mother's

memory, I will find them out ; and, if I have any influence with Mr.

Fairlie, they shall suffer for it."

"I hope—indeed, I am sure, Miss Ilalcombe—that you are mistaken,"

said the schoolmaster. " The matter begins and ends with the boy's own

perversity and folly. He saw, or thought he saw, a woman in white,

yesterday evening, as he was passing the churchyard ; and the figure, real

or fancied, was standing by the marble cross, which he and every one else

in Limmeridge knows to be the monument over Mrs. Fairlie's grave.

These two circumstances are surely sufficient to have suggested to the bo;

himself the answer which has so naturally shocked you ?"

Although Miss Halcombe did not seem to be convinced, she evidently

felt that the schoolmaster's statement of the case was too sensible to be

openly combated. She merely replied by thanking him for his attention,

and by promising to see him again when her doubts were satisfied. This

said, she bowed, and led the way out of the schoolroom.

Throughout the whole of this strange scene, 1 had stood apart, listening

attentively, and drawing my own conclusions. As soon as we were alone

again, Miss Halcombe asked me if I had formed any opinion on what I

had heard.

"A very strong opinion," I answered ;
" the boy's story, as I believe, has

a foundation in fact. I confess I am anxious to see the monument over

Mrs. Fairlie's grave, and to examine the ground about it."

" You shall see the grave."

She paused after making that reply, and reflected a little as we walked

on. " What has happened in the schoolroom," she resumed, " has so com-

pletely distracted my attention from the subject of the letter, that I feel a

little bewildered when I try to return to it. Must we give up all idea of

making any further inquiries, and wait to place the thing in Mr. Gilmore's

hands, to-morrow?"
" By no means, Miss Halcombe. What has happened in the school-

room encourages me to persevere in the investigation."

" Why does it encourage you ?"

" Because it strengthens a suspicion I felt, when you gave me the letter

to read."

" I suppose you had your reasons, Mr. Hartright, for concealing that

suspicion from me till this moment ?"

" I was afraid to encourage it in myself. I thought it was utterly pre-

posterous—I distrusted it as the result of some perversity in my own
imagination. But I can do so no longer. Not only the boy's own answers
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to your questions, but even a chance expression that dropped from tL«;

schoolmaster's lips in explaining his story, have forced the idea back into

my mind. Events may yet prove that idea to be a delusion. Miss Halcombu
,

but the belief is strong in me, at this moment, that the fancied ghost in

the churchyard, and the writer of the anonymous letter, are one and the

same person."

She stopped, turned pale, and looked me eagerly in the face.

"What person?"
" The schoolmaster unconsciously told you. "W nen tie spo.te 01 tho

figure that the boy saw in the churchyard, he called it 'a woman io

white.'

"Not Anne Catherick!"

" Yes, Anne Catherick."

She put her hand through my arm, and leaned on it heavily.

" I don't know why," she said, in low tones, " but there is something ic

this suspicion of yours that seems to startle and unnerve me. I feel
"

She stopped, and tried to laugh it off. "Mr. Hartright," she went on, " I

will show you the grave, and then go back at once to the house. I had

better not leave Laura too long alone. I had better go back, and sit with

her."

We were close to the churchyard when she spoke. The church, a dreary

building of gray stone, was situated in a little valley, so as to be sheltered

from the bleak winds blowing over the moorland all round it. The burial-

ground advanced, from the side of the church, a little way up the slope of

the hill. It was surrounded by a rough, low stone wall, and was bare

and open to the sky, except at one extremity, where a brook trickled down

the stony bill side, and a clump of dwarf trees threw their narrow shadows

over the short, meagre grass. Just beyond the brook and the trees, and

not far from one of the three stone stiles which afforded entrance, at

various points, to the churchyard, rose the white marble cross that dis-

tinguished Mrs. Fairlie's grave from the humbler monuments scattered

about it.

" I need go no farther with you," said Kiss Halcombe, pointing to tho

grave. " You will let me know if you find anything to confirm the idea

you have just mentioned to me. Let us meet again at the house."

She left me. I descended at once to the churchyard, and crossed the

stile which led directly to Mrs. Fairlie's grave.

The grass about it was too short, and the ground too hard, to show any

marks of footsteps. Disappointed thus far, I next looked attentively at the

cross, and at the square block of marble below it, on which the inscription

was cut.

The natural whiteness of the cross was a little clouded, here and there,

by weather-stains ; and rather more than one half of the square block

F
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beneath it, on the side which bore the inscription, was in the game condi-

tion. The other half, however, attracted my attention at once by its

singular freedom from stain or impurity of any kind. I looked closer, and

saw that it had been cleaned—recently cleaned, in a downward direction

from top to bottom. The boundary line between the part that had been

cleaned and the part that had not, was traceable wherever the inscription

left a blank space of marble—sharply traceable as a line that had been pro-

duced by artificial means. Who had begun the cleansing of the marble,

and who had left it unfinished ?

I looked about me, wondering how the question was to be solved. Ed
jplgn of a habitation could be discerned from the point at which I was

standing : the burial-ground was left in the lonely possession of the dead.

I returned to the church, and walked round it till I came to the back 01

the building ; then crossed the boundary wall beyond, by another of the

stone stiles ; and found myself at the head of a path leading down into a

deserted stone quarry. Against one side of the quarry a little two room

cottage was built ; and just outside the door an old woman was engaged in

washing.

I walked up to her, and entered into conversation about the church and

burial-ground. She was ready enough to talk ; and almost the first words

she said informed me that her husband filled the two offices of clerk and

sexton. I said a few words next in praise of Mrs. Fairlie's monument.
The old woman shook her head, and told me I had not seen it at its best.

[t was her husband's business to look after it ; but he had been sc ailing

and weak, for months and months past, that he had hardly been able to

crawl into church on Sundays to do his duty ; and the monument had

been neglected in consequence. He was getting a little better now; and,

in a week or ten days' time, he hoped to be strong enough to set to work
and clean it.

This information— extracted from a long rambling answer, in the

broadest Cumberland dialect—told me all that I most wanted to know. ]

gave the poor woman a trifle, and returned at once to Limmeridge House.

The partial cleansing of the monument had evidently been accomplished

by a strange hand. Connecting what I had diseovered, thus far, with what
I had suspected after hearing the story of the ghost seen at twilight, 1

wanted nothing more to confirm my resolution to watch Mrs. Fairlie's

grave, in secret, that evening ; returning to it at sunset, and waiting within

sight of it till the night fell. The work of cleansing the monument had
been left unfinished ; and the person by whom it had been begun mi<dit

return to complete it.

On getting back to the house, I informed Miss Halcombe of what 1

intended to do. She looked surprised and uneasy, while I was explaining

my purpose ; but jshe made no positive objection to the execution of it
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She only said, "I hope it may end well." Just as she was leaving ma
again, 1 stopped her to inquire, as calmly as I could, after Miss Fairlie's

health. She was in better spirits ; and Miss Halcombe hoped she might

be induced to take a little walking exercise while the afternoon sun lasted.

I returned to my own room, to resume setting the drawings in order. It

was necessary to do this, and doubly necessary to keep my mind employed

on anything that would help to distract my attention from myself, and

from the hopeless future that lay before me. From time to time, I paused"

in my work to look out of window and watch the sky as the sun sauJ:

nearer and nearer to the horizon. On one of those occasions I saw a figure

on the broad gravel walk under my window. It was Miss Fairlie.

I had not seen her since the morning ; and I had hardly spoken to her

then. Another day at Linnneridge was all that remained to me ; and

after that day my eyes might never look on her again. This thought was

enough to hold me at the window. I had sufficient consideration for her,

to arrange the blind so that she might not see me if she looked up ; but I

had no strength to resist the temptation of letting my eyes, at least, follow

her as far as they could on her walk.

She was dressed in a brown cloak, with a plain black silk gown under it.

On her head was the same simple straw hat which she had worn on the

morning when we first met. A veil was attached to it now, which hid her

face from me. By her side, trotted a little Italian greyhound, the pet

companion of all her walks, smartly dressed in a scarlet cloth wrapper, to

keep the sharp air from his delicate skin. She did not seem to notice the

dog. She walked straight forward, with her head drooping a little, and

her arms folded in her cloak. The dead leaves which had whirled in the

wind before me, when I had heard of her marriage engagement in the

morning, whirled in the wind before her, and rose and fell and scattered

themselves at her feet, as she walked on in the pale waning sunlight. The
dog shivered and trembled, and pressed against her dress impatiently for

notice and encouragement. But she never heeded him. She walked on,

farther and farther away from me, with the dead leaves whirling about her

on the path—walked on, till my aching eyes could see her no more, and I

was left alone again with my own heavy heart.

In another hour's time, I had done my work, and the sunset was at hand.

I got my hat and coat in the hall, and slipped out of the house without

meeting any one.

The clouds were wild in the western heaven, and the wind blew chill

from the sea. Far as the shore was, the sound of the surf swept over the

intervening moorland, and beat drearily in my ears, when I entered the

churchyard. Not a living creature was in sight. The place looked

lonelier than ever, as I chose my position, and waited and watched, witb

my eyes on the white cross that ro3e over Mrs. Fairlie's grave.
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XIII.

The exposed situation of the churchyard had obliged me to be cautious ia

choosing the position that I was to occupy.

The main entrance to the church was on the side next to the burial-

ground ; and the dcor was screened by a porch walled in on either side.

After some little hesitation, caused by natural reluctance to conceal myself

indispensable as that concealment was to the object in view, I had resolved

on entering the porch. A loophole window was pierced in each of its side

walls. Through one of these windows I could see Mrs. Fairlie's grave

The other looked towards the stone quarry in which the sexton's cottage

was built. Before me, fronting the porch entrance, was a patch of bare

burial-ground, a line of low stone wall, and a strip of lonely brown hill,

with the sunset clouds sailing heavily over it before the strong, steady

wind. No living creature was visible or audible—no bird flew by me ; nc

dog barked from the sexton's cottage. The pauses in the dull beating ol

trie surf were filled up by the dreary rustling of the dwarf trees near the

grave, and the cold faint bubble of the brook over its stony bed. A dreary

scene and a dreary hour. My spirits sank fast as I counted out the

minutes of the evening in my hiding-place under the church porch.

Tt was not twilight yet—the light of the setting sun still lingered in the

heavens, and little more than the first half-hour of my solitary watch had

elapsed—when I heard footsteps, and a voice. The footsteps were approach-

ing from the other side of the church ; and the voice was a woman's.
" Don't you fret, my dear, about the letter," said the voice. " I gave it

to the lad quite safe, and the lad he took it from me without a word. He
went his way and I went mine ; and not a living soul followed me, after-

wards—that I'll warrant."

These words strung up my attention to a pitch of expectation that was
almost painful. There was a pause of silence, but the footsteps still

advanced. In another moment, two persons, both women, passed within

my range of view from the porch window. They were walking straight

towards the grave ; and therefore they had their backs turned towards me.
One of the women was dresso.l in a bonnet and shawl. The other wore

a long travelling-cloak of a dark-blue colour, with the hood drawn over her

head. A few inches of her gown were visible below the cloak. My heart

heat fast as I noted the colour—it was white.

After advancing about half-way between the church and the grave, they
stopped ; and the woman in the cloak turned her head towards her com-
panion. But her side face, which a bonnet might now have allowed me to

see, was hidden by the heavy, projecting edge of the hood

" Mind you keep that comfortable warm cloak on," said the same voice

which I had already heard—the voice of the woman in the shawl. " Mrs,

Todd is right about your looking too particular, yesterday, all in white,
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Til walk about a little, while you're here ; churchyards being not at all in

my way, whatever they may be in yours. Finish what you want to do,

before I come back ; and let us be sure and get home again before night."

With those words, she turned about, and retracing her steps, advanced

with her face towards me. It was the face of an elderly woman, brown,

rugged, and healthy, with nothing dishonest or suspicious in ihe look of it.

Close to the church, she stopped to pull her shawl closer round her.

" Queer," she said to herself, " always queer, with her whims and hei

ways, ever since I can remember her. Harmless, though—as harmless,

poor soul, as a little child."

She sighed ; looked about the burial-ground nervously ; shook her head

as if the dreary prospect by no means pleased her ; and disappeared round

the corner of the church.

I doubted for a moment whether I ought to follow and speak to her, c t

not. My intense anxiety to find myself face to face with her companion

helped me to decide in the negative. I could ensure seeing the woman in

the shawl by waiting near the churchyard until she came back—although

it seemed more than doubtful whether she could give me the information

of which I was in search. The person who had delivered the letter was of

little consequence. The person who had written it was the one centre of

interest, and the one source of information ; and that person I now felt

convinced was before me in the churchyard.

While these ideas were passing through my mind, I saw the woman in

the cloak approach close to the grave, and stand looking at it for a little

while. She then glanced all round her, and, taking a white linen cloth or

handkerchief from under her cloak, turned aside towards the brook. The

little stream ran into the churchyard under a tiny archway in the bottom

of the wall, and ran out again, after a winding course of a few dozen yards,

under a similar opening. She dipped the cloth in the water, and returned

to the grave. I saw her kiss the white cross ; then kneel down before the

inscription, and apply her wet cloth to the cleansing of it.

After considering how 1 could show myself with the least possible chance

of frightening her, I resolved to cross the wall before me, to skirt round it

outside, and to enter the churchyard again by the stile near the grave, in

order that she might see me as I approached. She was so absorbed over

her employment that she did not hear me coming until I had stepped over

the stile. Then, she looked up, started to her feet with a faint cry, and

stood facing me in speechless and motionless terror.

" Don't be frightened," I said. " Surely, you remember me?"
I stopped while I spoke—then advanced a few steps gently—then stopped

again—and so approached by little and little, till I was close to her. .'I

there had been any doubt still left in my mind, it must have been now set

at rest. There, speaking affrightedly for itself—there was the same face
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confronting me over Mrs. Fa-irlie's grave, which liad first looked into mine

on the high-road by night.

" You remember me ?" I said. " We met very late, and I helped you to

2nd the way to London. Surely you have not forgotten that ?"

Her features relaxed, and she drew a heavy breath of relief. I saw the

new life of recognition stirring slowly under the deathlike stillness which

fear had set on her face.

" Don't attempt to speak to me, just yet," I went on. " Take time to

recover yourself—take time to feel quite certain that I am a friend."

" You are very kind to me," she murmured. " As kind now, as you

were then."

She stopped, and I kept silence on my side. I was not granting time foi

composure to her only, I was gaining time also for myself. Under the wan
wild evening light, that woman and I were met together again ; a grave

between us, the dead about us, the lonesome hills closing us round on every

side. The time, the. place, the circumstances under which we now stood

face to face in the evening stillness of that dreary valley ; the life-long

interests which might hang suspended on the next chance words that passed

between us ; the sense that, for aught I knew to the contrary, the whole

future of Laura Fairlie's life might be determined, for good or for evil, by

my winnipg or losing the confidence of the forlorn creature who stood

trembling by her mother's grave— all threatened to shake the steadiness

and the self-control on which every inch of the progress I might yet mako
now depended, I tried hard, as I felt this, to posses3 myself of aH mv
resources ; I did my utmost to turn the few momenta for reflection to the

best account.

" Are you calmer, now ?" I said, as soon as I thought it time to speak

again. " Can you talk to me, without feeling frightened, and without

forgetting that I am a friend V"

" How did you come here ?" she asked, without noticing what I had just

said to her.

" Don't you remember my telling you, when we last met, that I was
going to Cumberland ? I have been in Cumberland ever since ; I have

been staying all the time at Limmeridge House."

" At Limmeridge House !" Her pale face brightened as she repeated the

words ; her wandering eyes fixed on me with a sudden interest. " Ah
how happy you must have been!" she said, looking, at me eagerly,

without a shadow of its former distrust left in her expression.

I took advantage of her newly-aroused confidence in me, to observe her

face, with an attention and a curiosity which I had hitherto restrained

myself from showing, for caution's sake. I looked at her, with rny mind
fall of that other lovely face which had so ominously recalled her to

my memory on the terrace by moonlight. I had seen Anne Catheriek's



THE V.\;.Y!AX IIT WEITii. 71

likeness in Mis3 Fairlie. I now saw Miss Fairlie's likeness in Anno Cafhe-

rick—saw it all the more clearly because the points of dissimilarity between

the two were presented to me as well as the points of resemblance. In the

general outline of the countenance and general proportion of the features

;

in the colour of the hair and in the little nervous uncertainty about the

lips ; in the height and size of the figure, and the carriage of the head and
body, the likeness appeared even more startling than I had ever felt it to

be yet. But there the resemblance ended, and the dissimilarity, in details,

began. The delicate beauty of Miss Fairlie's complexion, the transparent

clearness of her eyes, the smooth purity of her skin, the tender bloom of

colour on her lips, were all missing from the worn, weary face that was

now turned towards mine. Although I hated myself even for thinking

such a thing, still, while I looked at the woman before me, the idea would

force itself into my mind that one sad change, in the future, was all that

was wanting to make the likeness complete, which I now saw to be so

imperfect in detail. If ever sorrow and suffering set their profaning marka

on the youth and beauty of Miss Fairlie's face, then, and then only, Anno
Cathenck and she would be the twin-sisters of chance resemblance, the

living reflexions of one another.

I shuddered at the thought. There was something horrible in the blind

unreasoning distrust of the future which the mere passage of it through my
mind seemed to imply. It was a welcome interruption to be roused by

feeling Anne Catherick's hand laid on my shoulder. The touch was as

stealthy and as sudden as that other touch, which had petrified me from

head to foot on the night when we first met.

" You are looking at me ; and you are thinking of something," she said

with her strange, breathless rapidity of utterance. " What is it ?"

" Nothing extraordinary," I answered. " I was only wondering how you
came here."

" I came with a friend who is very good to me. I have only been here

two days."

" And you found your way to this place yesterday ?"

" How do you know that ?"

"I only guessed it."

She turned from me, and knelt down before the inscription once more.
" Where should I go, if not here ?" she said. " The friend who wag

better than a mother to me, is the only friend I have to visit at Lim-
mcridge. Oh, it makes my heart ache to see a stain on her tomb ! It

ought to be kept white as snow, for her sake. I was tempted to begin

cleaning it yesterday ; and I can't help coming back to go on with it to-day

Is there anything wrong in that ? I hope not. Surely nothing can be

wrong that I do for Mrs. Fairlie's sake ?"

The old grateful sense of her benefactress's kindness was evidently the
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ruling idea still in the poor creature's mind—the narrow mind which had

but too plainly opened to no other lasting impression since that first

Impression of her younger and happier days. I saw that my best chance

of winning her confidence lay in encouraging her to proceed with the art-

less employment which she had come into the burial-ground to pursue.

She resumed it at once, on my telling her she might do so ; touching the

hard marble as tenderly as if it had been a sentient thing, and whispering

the words of the inscription to herself, over and over again, as if the lost

days of her girlhood had returned and she was patiently learning her lesson

once more at Mrs. Fairlie's knees.

" Should you wonder very much," I said, preparing the way as cautiously

as I could for the questions that were to come, " if I owned that it is a

satisfaction to me, as well as a surprise, to see you here ? 1 felt very

nneasy about you after you left me in the cab."

She looked up quickly and suspiciously.

" Uneasy," she repeated. '
' Why ?"

" A strange thing
1

happened, after we parted, that night. Two mei*

overtook me in a chaise. They did not see where I was standing ; but

they stopped near me, and spoke to a policeman, on the other side of the

way."

She instantly suspended her employment. The hand holding the damp
cloth with which she had been cleaning the inscription, dropped to her

side. The other hand grasped the marble cross at the head of the grave.

Her face turned towards me slowly, with the blank look of terror set rigidly

on it once more. I went on at all hazards ; it was too late now to draw

Iv.ck.

" The two men spoke to the policeman," I said, " and asked him if he had

seen you. He had not seen you ; and then one of the men spoke again, and

said you had escaped from his Asylum."

She sprang to her feet, as if my last words had set the pursuers on her

track.

" Stop ! and hear the end," I cried. " Stop ! and you shall know how 1

befriended you. A word from me would have told the men which way
you had gone—and I never spoke that word. 1 helped your escape—

I

made it safe and certain. Think, try to think. Try to understand what 1

teli you."

My manner seemed to influence her more than my words. She made
an effort to grasp the new idea. Her hands shifted the damp cloth hesi-

tatingly from one to the other, exactly as they had shifted the little

travelling-bag on the night when I first saw her. Slowly the purpose o(

my words seemed to force its way through the confusion and agitation of

her mind. Slowly, ner features relaxed, and her eyes looked at me
ninth their expression gaining in curiosity what it was faat losir,g in fear.
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" You don't think I ought to be tack in the Asylum, do you ?" sht

said.

" Certainly not. I am glad yon escaped from it ; I am glad I helped

you."

" Yes, yes
;
you did help me indeed

;
you helped me at the hard part,"

she went on, a little vacantly. " It was easy to escape, or I should not

have got away. They never suspected me as they suspected the others.

I was so quiet, and so obedient, and so easily frightened. The finding

Loudon was the hard part ; and there you helped me. Did I thank you ai

the time ? I thank you now, very kindly."

" Was the Asylum far from where you met me ? Come ! show that

you believe me to be your friend, and tell me where it was,"

She mentioned the place—a private Asylum, as its situation informed

me ; a private Asylum not very far from the spot where I had seen her

—

and then, with evident suspicion of the use to which I might put het

answer, anxiously repeated her former inquiry :
" You don't think I ought

to be taken back, do you ?"

" Once again, I am glad you escaped ; I am glad you prospered well,

after you left me." I answered. " You said you had a friend in London to

go to. Did you find the friend ?"

" Yes. It was very late ; but there was a girl up at needlework in the

house, and she helped me to rouse Mrs. Clements. Mrs. Clements is my
friend. A good., kind woman, but not like Mrs. Fairlie. Ah, no, nobody

is like Mrs. Fairlie !"

" Is Mrs. Clements an old friend of yours ? Have you known her a

long time ?"

" Yes ; she was a neighbour of eurs once, at home, in Hampshire ; and

liked me, and took care of me when I was a little girl. Years ago, when
she went away from us, she wrote down in my prayer-book for me, where

she was going to live in London, and she said, ' If you are ever in trouble,

Anne, come to me. I have no hus]-and alive to say me nay, and no

children to look after ; and I will take care of you.' Kind words, were

they not? I suppose I remember them because they were kind. It's

little enough I remember besides—little enough, little enough!"
" Had you no father or mother to take care of you ?"

"Father? I never saw him; I never heard mother speak of him.

Father ? Ah, dear ! he is dead I suppose."
" And your mother ?"

" I don't get on well with her. We are a trouble and a fear to each

other."

A trouble and a fear to each other ! At those words, the suspicion

crossed my mind, for the first time, that her mother might be the perron

who bad placed her under restraint.
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" Don't ask me about mother," she went on. " I'd rather talk of Mre.

Clements. Mrs. Clements is like you, she doesn't think that I ought to be

oack in the Asylum ; and she is as glad as you are that I escaped from

it. She cried over my misfortune, and said it must he kept secret from

everybody."

Her "misfortune." In what sense was she using that word? In a

sense which might explain her motive in writing the anonymous letter ?

In a sense which might show it to be the too common and too customary

motive that has led many a woman to interpose anonymous hindrances to

the marriage of the man who has ruined her ? I resolved to attempt the

clearing up of this doubt, before more words passed between us on either

side.

" What misfortune?" I asked.

"The misfortune of my being shut up," she answered, with every

appearance of feeling surprised at my question. " "What other misfortune

could there be ?"

I determined to persist, as delicately and forbearingly as possible. Il

was of very great importance that I should be absolutely sure of every step

in the investigation which I now gained in advance.

" There is another misfortune," I said, " to which a woman may be

liable, and by which she may suffer life-long sorrow and shame."
" What is it ?" she asked, eagerly.

" The misfortune of believing too innocently in her own virtue, and in

the faith and honour of the man she loves," I answered.

She looked up at me, with the artless bewilderment of a child. Not the

slightest confusion or change of colour ; not the faintest trace of any secret

consciousness of shame struggling to the surface, appeared in her face

—

that face which betrayed every other emotion with such transparent clear-

ness. No words that ever were spoken could have assured me, as her look

and manner now assured me, that the motive which I had assigned for her

writing the letter and sending it to Miss Fairlie was plainly and distinctly

the wrong one. That doubt, at any rate, was now set at rest ; but the

very removal of it opened a new prospect of uncertainty. The letter, as ]

knew from positive testimony, pointed at Sir Percival Glyde, though it did

not name him. She must have had some strong motive, originating in

some deep sense of injury, for secretly denouncing him to Miss Fairlie, in

s-jch terms as she had employed—and that motive was unquestionably not

to be traced to the loss of her innocence and her character. Whatever
wrong he might have inflicted on her was not of that nature. Of what
nature could it be ?

"I don't understand you," she said, after evidently tryino- hard and
trying in vain to discover the meaning of the words I had last said to her.

44 Never mind," I answered, " Let us go on with what we were talking
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shout. Tell me how ?ong you stayed with Mrs. Clements in London, and

bow you came here."

" How long ?" she repeated. " I stayed with Mrs. Clements till we both

came tc this place, two days ago."

" You are living in the village, then ?" I said. " It is strange 1 should

not have heard of you, though you have only been here two days."

"No, no; not in the village. Three miles away at a farm. Do you

know the farm ? They call it Todd's Corner."

I remembered the place perfectly ; we had often passed by it in our drives

It was one of the oldest farms in the neighbourhood, situated in a solitary,

sheltered spot, inland at the junction of two hills.

" They are relations of Mrs. Clements at Todd's Corner," she went on,

" and they had often asked her to go and see them. She said she would

go, and take me with her, for the quiet and the fresh air. It was very

kind, was it not ? I would have gone anywhere to be quiet, and safe, and

out of the way. But when I heard that Todd's Corner was near Limme-
ridge—oh ! I was so happy I would have walked all the way barefoot to

get there, and see the schools and the village and Limmeridge House again

They are very good people at Todd's Corner. I hope I shall stay there a

long time. There is only one thing I don't like about them, and don't like

about Mrs. Clements "

"What is it?"

" They will tease me about dressing all in white—they say it looks so

particular. How do they know ? Mrs. Fairlie knew best. Mrs. Fairlio

would never have made me wear this ugly blue cloak ! Ah ! she was fond

of white in her lifetime ; and here is white stone about her grave—and 1

am making it whiter for her sake. She often wore white herself ; and she

always dressed her little daughter in white. Is Miss Fairlie well and

happy ? Does she wear white now, as she used when she was a girl ?"

Her voice sank when she put the questions about Miss Fairlie ; and she

turned her head farther and farther away from me. I thought I detected,

in the alteration of her manner, an uneasy consciousness of the risk she

had run in sending the anonymous letter; and I instantly determined so to

frame my answer as to surprise her into owning it.

" Miss Fairlie is not very well or very happy this morning," I said.

She murmured a few words ; but they were spoken so confusedly, and

in such a low tone, that I could not even guess at what they meant.

"Did you ask me why Miss Fairlie was neither well nor happy this

morning ?" I continued.

"No," she said, quickly and eagerly—"oh, no, I never asked that."

*' I will tell you without your asking," I went on. " Miss Fairlie has

received your letter."

She had been down on her knees for some little time past, carefully
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removing the last weather-stains left about the inscription while we were
Bpeaking together. The first sentence of the words I had just addressed to

her made her pause in her occupation, and turn slowly without rising

from her knees, so as to face me. The second sentence literally petrified

her. The cloth she had been holding dropped from her hands ; her lips

fell apart ; all the little colour that there was naturally in her face left it

in an instant.

"How do you know?" she said, faintly. "Who showed it to you ?"

The blood rushed back into her face—rushed overwhelmingly, as the sense

rushed upon her mind that her own words had betrayed her. She struck

her hands together in despair. " I never wrote it," she gasped, affrightedly
;

" I know nothing about it
!*'

" Yes," I said, " you wrote it, and you know about it. It was wrong to

send such a letter ; it was wrong to frighten Miss Fairlie. If you had any-

thing to say that it was right and necessary for her to hear, you should

have gone yourself to Limmeridge House
;
you should have spoken to the

young lady with your own lips."

She crouched down over the flat stone of the grave, till her face was

hidden on it ; and made no reply.

"Miss Fairlie will be as good and kind to you as her mother was, if you

mean well," I went on. " Miss Fairlie will keep your secret, and not let

you come to any harm. Will you see her to-morrow at the farm? Will

you meet her in the garden at Limmeridge House ?"

'"Oh, if I could die, and be hidden and at rest with you!" Her lips

murmured the words close on the grave-stone ; murmured them in tones of

passionate endearment, to the dead remains beneath. " You know how 1

love your child, for your sake ! Oh, Mrs. Fairlie ! Mrs. Fairlie ! tell me
how to save her. Be my darling and my mother once more, and tell me
what to do for the best."

I heard her lips kissing the stone : I saw her hands beating on it

passionately. The sound and the sight deeply affected me. I stooped

down, and took the poor iielpless hands tenderly in mine, and tried to

soothe her.

It was useless. She snatched her hands from me, and never moved her

face from the stone. Seeing the urgent necessity of quieting her at any
hazard and by any means, I appealed to the only anxiety that she appeared

to feel, in connexion with me and with my opinion of her—the anxiety to

lonvince me of her fitness to be mistress of her own actions.

" Come, come," I said, gently. " Try to compose yourself, or you will

make me alter my opinion of you. Don't let me think that the person

who put you in the Asylum, might have had some excuse "

The next words died away on my lips. The instant I risked that cliarjae

refarence to the person who had put her in the Asylum, she sprang up od
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her Knees. A most extraordinary and startling change passed over her.

Her face, at all ordinary times so touching to look at, in its nervous sensi-

tiveness, weakness, and uncertainty, became suddenly darkened by an

expression of maniacally intense hatred and fear, which communicated a

wild, unnatural force to every feature. Her eyes dilated in the dim even-

ing light, like the eyes of a wild animal. She caught up the cloth that

had fallen at her side, as if it had been a living creature that she could

kill, and crushed it in both her hands with such convulsive strength that

the few drops of moisture left in it trickled down on the stone beneath her.

" Talk of something else," she said, whispering through her teeth. " 1

shall lose myself if you talk of that."

Every vestige of the gentler thoughts which had filled her mind hardly

a minute since seemed to be swept from it now. It was evident that the

impression left by Mrs. Fairlie's kindness was not, as I had supposed, the

only strong impression on her memory. "With the grateful remembrance

of her school-days at Limmeridge, there existed the vindictive remem-

brance of the wrong inflicted on her by her confinement in the Asylum.

Who had done that wrong ? Could it really be her mother ?

It was hard to give up pursuing the inquiry to that final point ; but I

forced myself to abandon all idea of continuing it. Seeing her as I saw

hei now, it would have been cruel to think of anything but the necessity

and the humanity of restoring her composure.

" I will talk of nothing to distress you," I said, soothingly.

" You want something," she answered, sharply and suspiciously. " Don't

look at me like that. Speak to me ; tell me what you want."
" I only want you to quiet yourself, and, when you are calmer, to think

over what I have said."

"Said?" She paused; twisted the cloth in her hands, backwards and

forwards ; and whispered to herself, " What is it he said ?" She turned

again towards me, and shook her head impatiently. " Why don't you

help me?" she asked, with angry suddenness.

" Yes, yes," I said ;
" I will help you ; and you will soon remember. I

asked you to see Miss Fairlie to-morrow, and to tell her the truth about

the letter."

" Ah ! Miss Fairlie—Fairlie—Fairlie "

The mere utterance of the loved, familiar name seemed to quiet her.

Her face softened and grew like itself again.

" You need have no fear of Miss Fairlie," I continued ; "and no fear of

getting into trouble through the letter. She knows so much about it

already, that you will have no difficulty in telling her all. There can be

little necessity for concealment where there is hardly anything iaft to con-

oeal. You mention no names in the letter ; but Miss Fairlie knows that

the person you write of is Sir Percival Glyde "
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The instant I pronounced that name sue started to her feet.; and a

scream burst from her that rang through the churchyard and made my
heart leap in me with the terror of it. The dark deformity of the expres-

sion which had just left her face, lowered on it once more, with doubled

and trebled intensity. The shriek at the name, the reiterated look ot

hatred and fear that instantly followed, told all. Not even a last doubt

now remained. Her mother was guiltless of imprisoning her in the Asy-

lum. A man had shut her up—and that man was Sir Pcrcival Clyde.

The scream had reached other ears than mine. On one side, I heard the

door of the sexton's cottage open ; on the other, I heard the voice of her

companion, the.woman in the shawl, the woman whom she had spoken of

as Mrs. Clements.
" I'm coming ! I'm coming !" cried the voice, from behind the clump of

dwarf trees.

In a moment more, Mrs. Clements hurried into view.

" Who are you ?" she cried, facing me resolutely, as she set her foot on

the stile. " How dare you frighten a poor helpless woman like that ?"

She was at Anne Catherick's side, and had put one arm around her,

before I could answer. " What i3 it, my dear ?" she said. " What has he

done to you ?"

"Nothing," the poor creature answered. "Nothing. I'm only

Frightened."

Mrs. Clements turned, on me with a fearless indignation, for which I

respected her.

" I should be heartily ashamed of myself if I deserved that angry look,"

I said. " But I do not deserve it. I have unfortunately startled her,

without intending it. This is not the first time she has seen me. Ask

her yourself, and she will tell you that I am incapable of willingly harm-

ing her or any woman,"

I spoke distinctly, so that Anne Catherick might hear and understand

me : and I saw that the words and their meaning had reached her.

" Yes, yes," she said ;
" he was good to me once ; he helped me——-"

She whispered the rest into her friend's ear.

" Strange, indeed !" said Mrs. Clements, with a look of perplexity. " It

makes all the difference, though. I'm sorry I spoke so rough to you, Eir
;

but you must own that appearances looked suspicious to a stranger. It's

more my fault than yours, for humouring her whims, and letting her be

iJone in such a place as this. Come, my dear—come home now."

I thought the good woman looked a little uneasy at the prospect of the

walk back, and I offered to go with them until they were both within

sight of home. Mrs. Clements thanked me civilly, and declined. She

said they were sure to meet some of the farm-labourers, as soon as they

rot to the moor.
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K Try to fcrgrve me," I said, when Anne Catherick took her friend's arm

to go away. Innocent as I Lad been of any intention to terrify and agitate

her, my heart smote me as I looked at the poor, pale, frightened face.

" I will try," she answered. " But you know too much ; I'm afraid

you'll always frighten me now."

Mrs. Clements glanced at me, and shook her head pityingly.

" Good night, sir," she said. " You couldn't help it, 1 know ; but i

wish it was me you had frightened, and not her."

They moved away a few steps. I thought they had left me ; but Anne
suddenly stopped, and separated herself from her friend.

''• Wait a little," she said. " I must say good-hy."

She returned to the grave, rested both hands tenderly on the marble

cross, and kissed it.

" I'm better now," she sighed, looking up at me quietly. " I forgive

you."

She joined her companion again, and they left the burial-ground. I saw

them stop near the church, and speak to the sexton's wife, who had come

from the cottage, and had waited, watching us from a distance. Ther

they went on again up the path that led to the moor. I looked after Anne
Catherick as she disappeared, till all trace of her had faded in the twilignt

—looked as anxiously and sorrowfully as if that was the last I was to see

in this weary world of the woman in white.

XIV
Half an hour later, I was back at the house, and was informing Hiss Hal •

combe of all that had happened.

She listened to me from beginning to end, with a steady, silent attention,

which, in a woman of her temperament and disposition, was the strongest

proof that could be offered of the serious manner in which my narrative

affected her.

" My mind misgives me," was all she said when I had done. " My
mind misgives me sadly about the future."

" The future may depend," I suggested, " on the use we make of the

present. It is not improbable that Anne Catherick may speak more

readily and unreservedly to a woman than she has spoken to me. If Miss

Fairlie
"

" Not to be thought of for a moment," interposed Miss Halcombe,in hei

most decided manner.
" Let me suggest, then," I continued, " that you should see Anne

Catherick yourself, and do all you can to win her confidence. For my own
part, I shrink from the idea of alarming the poor creature a second time,

as I have most unhappily alarmed her already. Do you see any ohioetion

to accompanying me to the farm-house to-morrow?"
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" None Whatever. I will go anywhere and do anything to servo Laura'?

interests. What did you say the place was called?"
" You must know it well. It is called Todd's Corner."

" Certainly. Todd's Corner is one of Mr. Fairlie's farms. Our dairy-

maid here is the fanner's second daughter. She goes backwards and for-

wards constantly, between this house and her father's farm ; and she may
have heard or seen something which it may be useful to us to know.

Shall I ascertain, at once, if the girl is down stairs ?"

She rang the bell, and sent the servant with his message. He returned,

and announced that the dairy-maid was then at the farm. She had not

been there for the last three days ; and the housekeeper had given her

leave to go home, for an hour or two, that evening.

" I can speak to her to-morrow," said Miss Halcombe, when the servant

had left the room again. " In the mean time, let me thoroughly under-

Bland the object to be gained by my interview with Anne Catherick. Is

there no doubt in your mind that the person who confined her in the

Asylum was Sir Pereival Glyde ?"

" There is not the shadow of a doubt. The only mystery that remains,

is the mystery of his motive. Looking to the great difference between liia

station in life and hers, which seems to preclude all idea of the most distant

relationship between them, it is of the last importance—even assuming

that she really required to be placed under restraint—to know why he

should have been the person to assume the serious responsibility of shut-

ting her up——

"

" In a private Asylum, I think you said ?"

" Yes, in a private Asylum, where a sum of money which no poor person

could afford to give, must have been paid for her maintenance as a

patient."

" I see where the doubt lies, Mr. Hartright ; and I promise you that it

shall be set at re%t, whether Anne Catherick assists us to-morrow or not.

Sir Pereival Glyde shall not be long in this house without satisfying Mr.

Gilmore, and satisfying me. My sister's future is my dearest care in life
;

and I have influence enough over her to give me some power, where her

marriage is concerned, in the disposal of it."

We parted for the night.

After breakfast, the next morning, an obstacle, which the events of the

evening before had put out of my memory, interposed to prevent our pro-

ceeding immediately to the farm. This was my last day at Limmeridge

{louse ; and it was necessary, as soon as the post came in, to follow Miss

llalcombe's advice, and to ask Mr. Fairlie's permission to shorten my en-

gagement by a montii, in consideration of an unforeseen necessity for my
return to Londcn.
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Fortunately for the probability of this excuse, so far 33 appearances were

concerned, the post brought me two letters from London friends, that

morning. I took them away at once to my own room ; and sent the serv-

ant with a message to Mr. Fairlie, requesting to know when I could see

him on a matter of business.

I awaited the man's return, free from the slightest feeling of anxiety

about the manner in which his master might receive my application.

With Mr. Fairlie's leave or without it, I must go. The consciousness of

having now taken the first step on the dreary journey which was hence-

forth to separate my life from Miss Fairlie's seemed to have blunted my
sensibility to every consideration connected with myself. I had done with

my poor man's touchy pride ; I had done with all my little artist vanities

No insolence of Mr. Fairlie's, if he chose to be insolent, could wound me
now.

The servant returned with a message for which I was not unprepared.

Mr. Fairlie regretted that the state of his health, on that particular nam-
ing, was such as to preclude all hope, of his having the pleasure of receiving

me. He begged, therefore, that I would accept his apologies, and kindly

communicate what I had to say, in the form of a letter. Similar messages

to this had reached me, at various intervals, during my three months'

residence in the house. Throughout the whole of that period, Mr. Fairlie

had been rejoiced to "possess " me, but had never been well enough to see

me for a second time. The servant took every fresh batch of drawings

that I mounted and restored, back to his master, with my " respects ;" and

returned empty-handed with Mr. Fairlie's "kind compliments," "best

thanks," and " sincere regrets " that the state of his health still obliged

him to remain a solitary prisoner in his own room. A more satisfactory

arrangement to both sides could not possibly have been adopted. It

would be hard to say which of us, under the circumstances, felt the most

grateful sense of obligation to Mr. Fairlie's accommodating nerves.

I sat down at once to write the letter, expressing myself in it as civilly,

as clearly, and as briefly as possible. Mr. Fairlie did not hurry his reply.

Nearly an hour elapsed before the answer was placed in my hands. It

was written with beautiful regularity and neatness of character, in violet-

coloured ink, on note-paper as smooth as ivory and almost as thick as card-

board ; and it addressed me in these terms :

—

" Mr. Fairlie's compliments to Mr. Hartright. Mr. Fairlie is more sur-

prised and disappointed than he can say (in the present state of his health)

by Mr. Hartright's application. Mr. Fairlie is not a man of business, but

he has consulted his steward, who is, and that person confirms Mr. Fairlie's

opinion that Mr. Hartright's request to be allowed to break his engagement

cannot bo justified by any necessity whatever, excepting perhaps a case of

Q
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life and dc&th. If the highly-appreciative feeling towards Art and its pi >
feasors, which it is the consolation and happiness of Mr. Fairlie's suffering

existence to cultivate, could be easily shaken, Mr. Hartright's present pro-

ceeding would have shaken it. It has not done so—except in the instance

of Mr. Hartright himself.

" Having stated his opinion—sc far, that is to say, as acute nervous

suffering will allow him to state anything—Mr. Fairlie has nothing to add

but the expression of his decision, in reference to the highly irregular appli-

cation that has been made to him. Perfect repose of body and mind being

to the last degree important in his case, Mr. Fairlie will not suffer Mr.

Hartright to disturb that repose by remaining in the house under circum-

stances of an essentially irritating nature to both sides. Accordingly, Mr.

Fairlie waives his right of refusal, purely with a view to the preservation

of his own tranquillity—and informs Mr. Hartright that he may go."

I folded the letter up, and put it away with my other papers. The time

had been when I should have resented it as an insult : I accepted it, now,

as a written release from my engagement. It was off my mind, it was

almost out of my memory, when I went down stairs to the breakfast-room,

and informed Miss Halcombe that I was ready to walk with her to the

farm.

" Has Mr. Fairlie given you a satisfactory answer?" she asked, as wt

left the house.

" He has allowed me to go, Miss Halcombe."

She looked up at me quickly ; and then, for the first time since I had

known her, took my arm of her own accord. No words could have

expressed so delicately that she understood how the permission to leave

my employment had been granted, and that she gave me her sympathy,

not as my superior, but as my friend. I had not felt th-e man's insolent

letter ; but I felt deeply the woman's atoning kindness.

On our way to the farm we arranged that Miss Halcombe was to enter

the house alone, and that I was to wait outside, within call. We adopted

this mode of proceeding from an apprehension that my presence, after what

had happened in the churchyard the evening before, might have the effect

of renewing Anne Catherick's nervous dread, and of rendering her ad-

ditionally distrustful of the advances of a lady who was a stranger to her.

Miss Halcombe left me, with the intention of speaking, in the first

instance, to the farmer's wife (of whose friendly readiness to help her in

any way she was well assured), while I waited for her in the near neigh-

bourhood of the house.

I had fully expected to be left alone, for some time. To my surpriGe,

however, little more than five minutes had elapsed, before Miss Halcombe.

returned.
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* Does Anne Catherick refuse to see you ?" I asked in cstonishnient.

" Anne Catherick is gone," replied Miss Halcornbe.

"Gone!"
" Gone, with Mrs. Clements. They both left the farm at eight o'clock

(Lis morning."

I could say nothing—I could only feel that our last chance of discovery

had gone with them.
" All that Mrs. Todd knows about her guests, I know," Miss Hakombe

went on ;
" and it leaves me, as it leaves her, in the dark. They both

came back safe, last night, after they left you, and they passed the first

part of the evening with Mr. Todd's family, as usual. Just before supper-

time, however, Anne Catherick startled them all by being suddenly seized

with faintness. She had nad a similar attack, of a less alarming kind, on

Ike day she arrived at the farm ; and Mrs. Todd had connected it, on thai

occasion, with something she was reading at the time in our local news-

paper, which lay on the farm table, and which she had taken up only a

minute or two before."

" Does Mrs. Todd know what particular passage in the newspaper affected

her in that way ?" I inquired.

" No," replied Miss Halcornbe. " She had looked it over, and had seen

nothing in it to agitate any one. I asked leave, however, to look it ovei

in my turn ; and at the very first page I opened, I found that the editoi

had enriched his small stock of news by drawing upon our family affaire,

and had published my sister's marriage engagement, among his other

announcements, copied from the London papers, of Marriages in High Life.

I concluded at once that this was the paragraph which had so strangely

affected Anne Catherick ; and I thought I saw in it, also, the origin of tho

letter which she sent to our house the next day."

" There can be no doubt in either case. But what did you hear about

her second attack of faintness yesterday evening ?"

" Nothing. The cause of it is a complete mystery. There was nc

stranger in the room. The only visitor was our dairymaid, who, as I told

you, is one of Mr. Todd's daughters ; and the only conversation was the

usual gossip about local affairs. They heard her cry out, and saw her

turn deadly pale, without the slightest apparent reason. Mrs. Todd and

Mrs. Clements took her up-stairs ; and Mrs. Clements remained with her.

They were heard talking together until long after the usual bedtime ; uud,

early this morning, Mrs. Clements took Mrs. Todd aside, and amazed her

Deyond all power of expression, by saying that they must go. The only

explanation Mrs. Todd could extract from her guest was, that something

had happened, which was not the fault of any one at the farm-house, but

which was serious enough to make Anne Catherick resolve to leave

Limmeridge immediately. It was quite useless to press Mrs. Clements tu
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be rcoie explicit. She only shook her head, and said that, for Anne's

sake, she must beg and pray that no one would question hei. All she

could repeat, with every appearance of being seriously agitated herself, was

that Anne must go, that she must go with her, and that the destination ta

which they might both betake themselves must be kept a secret from

everybody. I spare you the recital of Sirs. Todd's hospitable remon-

strances and refusals. It ended in her driving them both to the nearest

station, more than three hours since. She tried hard,- on the way, to get

them to speak more plainly ; but without success. And she set them

down outside the station-door, so hurt and offended by the unceremonious

abruptness of their departure and their unfriendly reluctance to place the

least confidence in her, that she drove away in anger, without so much as

stopping to bid them good-by. That is exactly what has taken place

Search your own memory, Mr. Hartright, and tell me if anything happened

in the burial-ground yesterday evening which can at all account for the

extraordinary departure of those two women this morning."

" I should like to account first, Miss Halcombe, for the sudden change

in Anne Catherick which alarmed them at the farm-house, hours after she

and I had parted, and when time enough had elapsed to quiet any violent

agitation that I might have been unfortunate enough to cause. Did yoi:

inquire particularly about the gossip which was going on in the room when
nhe turned faint ?"

" Yes. But Mrs. Todd's household affairs seem to have divided her

attention, that evening, with the talk in tne farm-house parlour. She

could only tell me that it was ' just the news'—meaning, I suppose, thai

they all talked as usual about each other."

" The dairymaid's memory may be better than her mother's," I said,

" It may be as well for you to speak to the girl, Miss Halcombe, as sool

as we get back."

My suggestion was acted on the moment we returned to the house
Miss Halcombe led me round to the servant's offices, and we found the

girl in the dairy, with her sleeves tucked up to her shoulders, cleaning a

large milk-pan, and singing blithely over her work.
" I have brought this gentleman to see your dairy, Hannah," said

Miss Halcombe. " It is one of the sights of the house, and it always does

you credit."

The girl blushed and curtseyed, and said, shyly, that she hoped she

always did her best to keep things neat and clean.

" We have just come from your father's," Miss Halcombe continued.
' Tou were there yesterday evening, I hear ; and you found visitors at the
house ?"

* Yes, miss."

' One of thern was taken faint and ill, I ;ud Md ? I suppose nothing
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WS.8 said at done to frighten her ? You were not talking of anything very

terrible wera you ?"

" Oh, no, miss !" said the girl, laughing. " We were only talking ol

the news."
" Your sisters told you the news at Todd's Corner, I suppose ?"

" Yes, miss."

" And you told them the news at Limmeridge House ?"

" Yes, miss. And I'm quite sure nothing was said to frighten the pool

thing, for I was talking when she was taken ill. It gave me quite a turn

miss, to see it, never having been taken faint myself."

Before any more questions could be put to her, she was called away to

receive a basket of eggs at the dairy door. As she left us, I whispered to

Miss Halcombe

:

" Ask her if she happened to mention, last night, that visitors wera

expected at Limmeridge House."

Miss Halcombe showed me, by a look, that she understood, and put the

question as soon as the dairymaid returned to us.

" Oh, yes, miss ; I mentioned that," said the girl simply. " The com

pany coming, and the accident to the brindled cow, was all the news I had

to take to the farm."

" Did you mention names? Did you tell them that Sir Percival Glydo

was expected on Monday ?"

" Yes, miss—I told them Sir Percival Glyde was coming. I hope there

was no harm in it ; I hope I didn't do wrong."
" Oh no, no harm. Come, Mr. TIartright ; Hannah will begin to think

us in the way, if we interrupt, her any longer over her work."

We stopped and looked at one another, the moment we were alone again.

" Is there any doubt in your mind, now, Miss Halcombe ?"

" Sir Percival Glyde shall remove that doubt, Mr. Hartright—or, Laura

Fairlie shall never be his wife."

XV.
As we walked round to the front of the house, a fly from the railway

approached us along the drive. Miss Halcombe waited on the door steps

until the fly drew up ; and then advanced to shake hands with an old

gentleman, who got out briskly the moment the steps were let down.

Mr. Gilmore had arrived.

I looked at him, when we were introduced to each other, with an interest

and a curiosity which I could hardly conceal. Th'is old man was to remain

Pit Limmeridge House after I had left it : he was to hear Sir Percival

Glyde's explanation, and was to give Miss Halcombe the assistance of his

experience in forming her judgment ; he was to wait until the question of

the marriage was set at rest ; and his hand, if that question were decided
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in the affirmative, was to draw the settlement which bound
f
lis

irrevocably to her engagement. Even then, when I knew notnina y

parison with what I know now, I looked at the family lawyer with an

interest which I had never felt before in the presence of any man breathing

who was a total stranger to me.

In external appearance, Mr. Gilmore was the exact opposite
_

of the

conventional idea of an old lawyer. His complexion was florid
;
his white

hair was worn rather long and kept carefully brushed; his black coat,

waistcoat, and trousers, fitted him with perfect neatness ;
his white cravat

was carefully tied; and his lavender-coloured kid gloves might havo

adorned the hands of a fashionable clergyman, without fear and without

reproach. His manners were pleasantly marked by the formal grace and

refinement of the old school of politeness, quickened by the invigorating

sharpness and readiness of a man whose business in life obliges him alwaya

to keep his faculties in good working order. A sanguine constitution and

fair prospects to begin with ; a long subsequent career of creditable and

comfortable prosperity; a cheerful, diligent, widely-respected old age

—

such were the general impressions I derived from my introduction to

Mr. Gilmore ; and it is but fair to him to add, that the knowledge I gained

by later and better experience only tended to confirm them.

T left the old gentleman and Miss Halcombe to enter the house together,

and to talk of family matters undisturbed by the restraint of a stranger's

presence. They crossed the hall on their way to the drawing-room ; and

I descended the steps again, to wander aoont the garden alone.

My hours were numbered at Limmevidge House; my departure the next

morning was irrevocably settled ; my sbare in the investigation which tha

anonymous letter had rendered necessary, was at an end. No harm could

be done to any one but myself, if I let my heart loose again, for the little

lime that was left me, from the cold cruelty of restraint which necessity

had forced me to inflict upon it, and took my farewell of the scenes which
were associated with the brief dream-time of my happiness and my love.

I turned instinctively to the walk beneath my study-window, where 1

had seen her the evening before with her little clog ; and followed the path
which her dear feet had trodden so often, till I came to the wicket gate

(hat led into her rose garden. The winter bareness spread drearily over it,

now. The flowers that she had taught me to distinguish by their names,
the flowers that I had taught her to paint from, were gone ; and the tiny
white paths that led between the beds, were damp and green already. I

went on to the avenue of trees, where we had breathed together the warm
fragrance of August evenings

;
where we had admired together the myriad

combinations of shade and sunlight that dappled the ground at our feet.

The leaves fell about me from the groaning branches, and the earthy decay
in the atmosphere, chilled me to the bones. A little farther on, and I was
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jut of the grounds, and following the lane that wound gently upward to

the nearest hills. The old felled tree by the wayside, on which we had sat

to rest, was sodden with rain ; and the tuft of ferns and grasses which I

had drawn for her, nestling under the rough stone wall in front of us, bad

turned to a pool of water, stagnating round an island of draggled weeds. I

gained the summit of the hill ; and looked at the view which we had so

often admired in the happier time. It was cold and barren—it was no

longer the view that I remembered. The sunshine of her presence was far

from me ; the charm of her voice no longer murmured in my ear. She

had talked to me, on the spot from which I now looked down, of her

father, who was her last surviving parent ; had told me how fond of each

other they had been, and how sadly she missed him still, when she entered

certain rooms in the house, and when she took up forgotten occupations

and amusements with which he had been associated. Was the view that I

had seen, while listening to those words, the view that I saw now, standing

on the hill-top by myself ? I turned, and left it ; I wound my way back

again, over the moor, and round the sandhills, down to the beach. There

was the white rage of the surf, and the multitudinous glory of the leaping

waves—but where was the place on which she had once drawn idle figures

with her parasol in the sand ; the place where we had sat together, while

she talked to me about myself and my home, while she asked me a

woman's minutely observant questions about my mother and my sister, and

innocently wondered whether I should ever leave my lonely chambers and

have a wife and a house of my own ? Wind and wave had long since

smoothed out the trace of her which she had left in those marks on the sand,

I looked over the wide monotony of the sea-side prospect, and the place in

which we two had idled away the sunny hours, was as lost to me as if I

had never known it, as strange to me as if I stood already on a foreign shore.

The empty silence of the beach struck cold to my heart. I returned to

the house and the garden, where traces were left to speak of her at every

turn.

On the west terrace walk, I met Mr. Gilmore. He was evidently in

search of me, for he quickened his pace when we caught sight of each other.

The state of my spirits little fitted me for the society of a stranger. But
the meeting was inevitable ; and I resigned myself to make the best of it.

" You are the very person I wanted to see," said the old gentleman. " 1

had two words to say to you, my dear sir ; and, if you have no objection, 1

will avail myself of the present opportunity. To put it plainly, Miss
Halcombe and I have been talking over family affairs—affairs which are

the cause of my being here—and, in the course of our conversation, ska

was naturally led to tell me of this unpleasant matter connected with the

anonymous letter, and of the share which you have most creditably and
properly taken in the proceedings so far That share* I quite understand,
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gives you an ictorcst which you might not otherwise have felt, in knowing

that the future management of the investigation, which you Inn e begun,

will be placed in safe hands. My dear sir, make yourself quite easy on

<hat point—it will be placed in my hands."
" You are, in every way, Mr. Gilmore, much fitter to advise and to act

in the matter than I am. Is it an indiscretion, on my part, to ask if you

have decided yet on a course of proceeding?"
" So far as it is possible to decide, Mr. Hartright, I have decided. I

mean to send a copy of the letter, accompanied by a statement of the cir-

cumstances, to Sir Percival Glyde's solicitor in London, with whom I have

uome acquaintance. The letter itself, I shall keep here, to show to Sir

Percival as soon as he arrives. The tracing of the two women, I have

already provided for, by sending one of Mr. Fairlie's servants—a con-

fidential person—to the station to make inquiries : the man has his money
and his directions, and he will follow the women in the event of his finding

any clue. This is all that can be done until Sir Percival comes on

Monday. I have no doubt myself that every explanation which can be

expected from a gentleman and a man of honour, he will readily give. Sir

Percival stands very high, sir—an eminent position, a reputation above

suspicion—I feel quite easy about results
;
quite easy, I am rejoiced to

assure you. Things of this sort happen constantly in my experience.

Anonymous letters—unfortunate woman—sad state of society. I don't

deny that there are peculiar complications in this case ; but the case itself

is, most unhappily, common—common."
" I am afraid, Mr. Gilmore, I have the misfortune to differ from you in

the view I take of the case."

"Just so, my dear sir—just so. I am an old man; and I take the

practical view. You are a young man ; and you take the romantic view.

Let us not dispute about our views. I live, professionally, in an atmo-

sphere of disputation, Mr. Hartright ; and I am only too glad to escape

from it, as I am escaping here. We will wait for events—yes, yes, yes
;

we wr
ill wait for events. Charming place, this. Good shooting? Pro-

bably not—none of Mr. Fairlie's land is preserved, I think. Charming
place, though ; and delightful people. You draw and paint, I hear, Mr.
Hartright ? Enviable accomplishment. What style ?"

We dropped into general conversation—or, rather, Mr. Gilmore talked,

and I listened. My attention was far from him, and from the topics on
which he discoursed so fluently. The solitary walk of the last two hours
had wrought its effect on me—it had set the idea in my mind of hastening

ray departure from Limineridge House. Why should I prolong the hard
trial of saying farewell by one unnecessary minute? What further service

was required of me by any one ? There was no useful purpose to be served

oy my stay in Cumberland ; there was no restriction of time in the per-
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mission to leave which my employer had granted to me. Why not end it,

there and then ?

I determined to end it. There were some hours of daylight still left-

there was no reason why my journey back to London should not begin oe

that afternoon. I made the first civil excuse that occurred to me for

leaving Mr. Gilmore ; and returned at once to the house.

On my way up to my own room, I met Miss Halcombe on the stairs

She saw, by the hurry of my movements and the change in my manner,

Uiat I had some new purpose in view ; and asked what had happened.

I told her the reasons which induced me to think of hastening my
departure, exactly as I have told them here.

" No, no," she said, earnestly and kindly, " leave us like a friend ; break

bread with us once more. Stay here and dine ; stay here and help us to

upend our last evening with you as happily, as like our first evenings, as

we can. It is my invitation ; Mrs. Vesey's invitation " she hesitated

a little, and then added, " Laura's invitation as well."

I promised to remain. God knows I had no wish to leave even the

shadow of a sorrowful impression with any one of them.

My own room was the best place for me till the dinner bell rang. ]

waited there till it was time to go down stairs.

I had not spoken to Miss Fairlie—I had not even seen her—all that

day. The first meeting with her, when I entered the drawing-room, was a

hard trial to her self-control and to mine. She, too, had done her best to

make our last evening renew the golden bygone time—the time that could

never come again. She had put on the dress which I used to admire more

than any other that she possessed—a dark blue silk, trimmed quaintly and

prettily with old-fashioned lace ; she came forward to meet me with her

former readiness ; she gave me her hand with the frank, innocent good will

of happier days. The cold fingers that trembled round mine r the pale

cheeks with a bright red spot burning in the midst of them ; the faint

smile that struggled to live on her lips and died away from them while I

looked at it, told me at what sacrifice of herself her outward composure was
maintained. My heart could take her no closer to me, or I should have

loved her then as I had never loved her yet.

Mr. Gilmore was a great assistance to us. He was in high good humour,
and he led the conversation with unflagging spirit. Miss Halcombe
seconded him resolutely ; and I did all 1 could to follow her example.

The kind blue eyes whose slightest changes of expression I had learnt to

interpret so well, looked at me appealingly when we first sat down to table.

Help my sister— the sweet anxious face seemed to say—help my sister and

you will help me.

We got through the dinner, to all outward appearance at least, happily

enough. When the ladies had risen from table, and Mr. Gilmoie and ]
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were left alone in the dining-room, a new interest presented itself to

occupy our attention, and to give me an opportunity of quieting myself by

a few minutes of needful and welcome silence. The servant who had been

despatched to trace Anne Catherick and Mrs. Clements, returned with his

report, and was shown into the dining-room immediately.

" Well," said Mr. Gilmore, " what have you found out ?"

" I have found out, sir," answered the man, " that both the women tcoK

tickets, at our station here, for Carlisle."

" You went to Carlisle, of course, when you heard that ?"

" I did, sir ; but I am sorry to say I could find no further trace of them.''

" You inquired at the railway ?"

" Tes, sir."

*' And at the different inns?"
" Yes, sir."

" And you left the statement I wrote for you, at the police station ?"

" I did, sir."

" Well, rny friend, you have done all you could, and I have done ail I

could ; and there the matter must rest till further notice. We have

played our trump cards, Mr. Hartright," continued the old gentleman,

when the servant had withdrawn. " For the present, at least, the women
have out-manoeuvred us ; and our only resource, now, is to wait till Sir

Tercival Glyde comes here on Monday next. Won't you fill your glass

again ? Good bottle of port, that—sound, substantial, old wine. I have

got better in my own cellar, though."

We returned to the drawing-room—the room in which the happiest

evenings of my life had been passed ; the room which, after this last night,

was never to see again. Its aspect was altered since the days had

shortened and the weather had grown cold. The glass doors on the terrace

side were closed, and hidden by thick curtains. Instead of the soft

twilight obscurity, in which we used to sit, the bright radiant glow of

lamplight now dazzled my eyes. All was changed—in-doors and out, all

was changed.

Miss Halcombe and Mr. Gilmore sat down together at the card-table

;

Mrs. Vesey took her customary chair. There was no restraint on the

disposal of their evening ; and I felt the restraint on the disposal of mine
all the more painfully from observing it. I saw Miss Fairlie lingering

near the music stand. The time had been when I might have joined her

there. I waited irresolutely—I knew neither where to go nor what to do

next. She cast one quick glance at me, took a piece of music suddenly

from the stand, and came towards me of her own accord.

" Shall I play some of those little melodies of Mozart's, which you used

to like so much ?" she asked, opening the music nervously, and looking

down at H while she spoke.
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iiefore I could thank her, sje hastened to the piano. The chair near it,

which I had always been accotomed to occupy, stood empty. She struck

a few chords—then glanced round at me—then looked back again at hei

music.

"Won't you take your old place?" she said, speaking very abruptly, waft

in very low tones.

" I may take it on the last night," I answered.

She did not reply : she kept her attention riveted on the music—music

which she knew by memory, which she had played over and over again, in

former times, without the book. I only knew that she had heard me, J

only knew that she was aware of my being close to her, by seeing the red

spot on the cheek that was nearest to me, fade out, and the face grow pale

all over.

" I am very sorry you are going," she said, her voice almost sinking to a

whisper ; her eyes looking more and more intently at the music ; her fin-

gers flying over the keys of the piano with a strange feverish energy which

I had never noticed in her before.

" I shall remember those kind words, Miss Fairlie, long after to-morrow

nas come and gone."

The paleness grew whiter on her face, and she turned it farther away
from me.

" Don't speak of to-morrow," she said. " Let the music speak to us of

to-night, in a happier language than ours."

Her lips trembled—a faint sigh fluttered from them, which she tried

vainly to suppress. Her fingers wavered on the piano ; she struck a false

note
; confused herself in trying to set it right ; and dropped her hands angrily

on her lap. Miss Halcombe and Mr. Gilmore looked up in astonishment

from the card-table at which they were playing. Even Mrs. Yesey, dozing

in her chair, woke at the sudden cessation of the music, and inquired what
had happened.

"You play at whist, Mr. Hartright?" asked Miss Halcombe, with her

eyes directed significantly at the place I occupied.

I knew what she meant ; I knew she was right ; and I rose at once to

go to the card-table. As I left the piano, Miss Fairlie turned a page of the

music, and touched the keys again with a surer hand.
" I will play it," she said, striking the notes almost passionately. " J

will play it on the last night."
" Come, Mrs. Yesey," said Miss Halcombe ;

" Mr. Gilmore and I are

tired of ^carte—come and be Mr. Hartright's partner at whist."

The old lawyer smiled satirically. His had been the winning hand ; and

ho had just turned up a king. He evidently attributed Miss Halcombe's

abrupt change in the card-table arrangements to a lady's inability to play

the losing game.
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The rest of the evening passed without a word or a look from her. She

kept her place at the piano ; and I kept mine at the card-table. She

played unintermittingly—played as if the music was her only refuge from

herself. Sometimes, her fingers touched the notes with a lingering fond*-

ness, a soft, plaintive, dying tenderness, unutterably beautiful and mourn.

ful to hear—sometimes, they faltered and failed her, or hurried over the

instrument mechanically, as if their task was a burden to them. But still,

change and waver as they might in the expression they imparted to tne

music, their resolution to play never faltered. She only rose from the

piano when we all rose to say good night.

Mrs. Vesey was the nearest to the door, and the first to shake hands

with me.
" I shall not see you again, Mr. Hartright," said the old lady. " I am

truly sorry you are going away. You have been very kind and attentive
;

and an old woman, like me, feels kindness and attention. I wish yo'i

happy, sir—I wish you a kind good-by."

Mr. Gilmore came next.

" I hope we shall have a future opportunity of bettering our acquaint-

ance, Mr. Hartright. You quite understand about that little matter of

business being safe in my hands ? Yes, yes, of course. Bless me, how

cold it is ! Don't let me keep you at the door. Bon voyage, my dear sir

—bon vogage, as the French say."

Miss Halcombe followed.

" Half-past seven to-morrow morning," she said ; then added, in a

whisper, " I have heard and seen more than you think. Your conduct to

night has made me your friend for life."

Miss Fairlic came last. I could uot trust myself to look at her, when I

Look her hand, and when I thought of the next morning.
" My departure must be a very early one," I said. " I shall be gone,

Miss Fairlie, before you "

" No, no," she interposed, hastily ;
" not before I am out of my room. I

shall be down to breakfast with Marian. I am not so ungrateful, not so

forgetful of the past three months "

Her voice failed her ; her hand closed gently round mine—then dropped

it suddenly. Before I could say, " Good night," she was gone.

The end comes fast to meet me—comes inevitably, as the light of the

last morning came at Limmeridge House.

It was barely half-past seven when I went down stairs—but I found

them both at the breakfast-table waiting for me. In the chill air, in the

dim light, in the gloomy morning silence of the house, we three sat down
together, and tried to eat, tried to talk. The struggle to preserve appear-

ances was hopeless and useless ; and I rose to end it.
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Ms I held out my hand, as Miss Halcombe, who was nearest to mc, took

it, Miss Faiiiie turned away suddenly, and hurried from the room.
" Better so," said Miss Halcombe, when the door had closed—" better

so, for you and for her."

I waited a moment before I could speak—it was hard to lose her, with-

out a parting word, or a parting look. I controlled myself ; I tried to take

leave of Miss Halcombe in fitting terms ; but all the farewell words I

would fain have spoken, dwindled to one sentence.

" Have I deserved that you should write to me ?" was all I could say.

" You have nobly deserved everything that I can do for you, as long aa

we both live. Whatever the end is, you shall know it."

" And if I can ever be of help again, at any future time, long after the

memory of my presumption and my folly is forgotten
"

I could add no more. My voice faltered, my eyes moistened, in spite of

me.

She caught me by both hands—she pressed them with the strong, steady

grasp of a man—her dark eyes glittered—her brown complexion flushed

deep— the force and energy of her face glowed and grew beautiful with the

pure inner light of her generosity and her pity.

" I will trust you—if ever the time comes, I will trust you as my friend

and her friend ; as my brother and her brother." She stopped ; drew me
nearer to her—the fearless, noble creature—touched my forehead, sister-

like, with her lips ; and called me by my Christian name. " God bless

you, Walter !" she said. " Wait here alone, and compose yourself—I had

better not stay for both our sakes ; I had better see you go from the bal-

cony upstairs."

She left the room. I turned away towards the window, where nothing

faced me but the lonely autumn landscape—I turned away to master my-
self, before I, too, left the room in my turn, and left it for over.

A minute passed—it could hardly have been more—when I heard the

door open again softly ; and the rustling of a woman's dress on the carpet,

moved towards me. My heart beat violently as I turned round. Miss

Fairlie was approaching me from the farther end of the room.

She stopped and hesitated, when our eyes met, and when she saw that

we were alone. Then, with that courage which women lose so often in the

small emergency, and so seldom in the great, she came on nearer to me,

strangely pale and strangely quiet, drawing one hand after her along the

table by which she walked, and holding something at her side, in the

other, which was hidden by the folds of her dress.

" I only went into the drawing-room," she said, " to look for this. It

may remind you of your visit here, and of the friends you lea re behind

you. You told me I had improved very much when I did it—and I

thought vou might like -"
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She turned her head away, and offered me a little sketch drawn through-

out by her own pencil, of the summer-house in which we had first met.

The paper trembled in her hand as she held it out to me—trembled in

mine, as I took it from her.

I was afraid to say what I felt—I only answered :
" It shall never leave

me ; all my life long it shall be the treasure that I prize most. I am very

grateful for it—very grateful to you, for not letting me go away without

bidding you good-by."

"Oh!" she said, innocently, "how could I let ycu go, after we have

passed so many happy days together !"

" Those days may never return, Miss Fairlie—my way of life and youra

are very far apart. But if a time should come, when the devotion of my
whole heart and soul and strength will give you a moment's happiness, 01

spare you a moment's sorrow, will you try to remember the poor drawing-

master who has taught you ? Miss Halcombe has promised to trust me

—

will you promise, too ?"

The farewell sadness in the kind blue eyes shone dimly through hei

gathering tears.

" I promise it," she said, in broken tones. " Oh, don't look at me like

that ! I promise it with all my heart."

I ventured a little nearer to her, and held out my hand.
" You have many friends who love you, Miss Fairlie. Your happy

future is the dear object of many hopes. May I say, at parting, that it is

the dear object of my hopes too ?"

The tears flowed fast down her cheeks. She rested one trembling hand

on the table to steady herself, while she gave me the other. I took it in

mine—I held it fast. My head drooped over it, my tears fell on it, my
lips pressed it—not in love ; oh, not in love, at that last moment, but in

the agony and the self-abandonment of despair.

" For God's sake, leave me !" she said faintly.

The confession of her heart's secret burst from her in those pleading

iFords. I had no right to hear them, no right to answer them : they were

the words that banished me, in the name of her sacred weakness, from the

room. It was all over. I dropped her hand ; I said no more. The blind-

ing tears shut her out from my eyes, and I dashed them away to look at

her for the last time. One look as she sank into a chair, as her arms fell

on the table, as her fair head dropped on them wearily. One farewell

look ; and the door had closed upon her—the great gulf of separation had
opened between us—the image of Laura Fairlie was a memory of the past

already.

The End of Hartrighfs Narrative.
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The Story continued hy Vincent Gilmork, of Chancery Lane, Solicitor.

I.

1 write these Hues at the request of my friend, Mr. Walter Hartright.

They are intended to convey a description of certain events which seriously

affected Miss Fairlie's interests, and which took place after the period oj

Mr. Hartright's departure from Limmeridge House.

There is no need for me to say whether my own opinion does or does not

sanction the disclosure of the remarkable family story, of which my narra-

tive forms an important component part. Mr. Hartright has taken that

responsibility on himself; and circumstances yet to be related will show
that he has amply earned the right to do so, if he chooses to exercise it.

The plan he has adopted for presenting the story to others, in the most

truthful and most vivid manner, requires that it should be told, at each

successive stage in the march of events, by the persons who were directly

concerned in those events at the time of their occurrence. My appearance

here, as narrator, is the necessary consequence of this arrangement. I was
present during the sojourn of Sir Percival Glyde in Cumberland, and was

personally concerned in one important result of his short residence under

Mr. Fairlie's roof. It is my duty, therefore, to add these new links to the

chain of events, and to take up the chain itself at the point where, for the

present only, Mr. Hartright has dropped it.

I arrived at Limmeridge House, on Friday the second of November.

My object was to remain at Mr. Fairlie's until the arrival of Sir Percival

Glyde. If that event led to the appointment of any given day for Sir Per-

cival's union with Miss Fairlie, I was to take the necessary instructions

back with me to London, and to occupy myself in drawing the lady's

marriage-settlement.

On the Friday I was not favoured by Mr. Fairlie with an interview.

He had been, or had fancied himself to be, an invalid for years past ; and

he was not well enough to receive me. Miss Halcombe was the first mem-
ber of the family whom I saw. She met me at the house door ; and intro-

duced me to Mr. Hartright, who had been staying at Limmeridge for some
time past.

I did not see Miss Fairlie until later in the day, at dinner time. She

was not looking well, and I was sorry to observe it. She is a sweet

lovable girl, as amiable and attentive to every one about her as her excel-

lent mother used to be—though, personally speaking, she takes after her

father. Mrs. Fairlie had dark eyes and hair ; and her elder daughter, Mi3e

Halcombe, strongly reminds me of her. Miss Fairlie played to us in the

pvening—not so well as usual, I thought. We had a rubber at whist ; »
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mere profanation, so far as play was concerned, of that noble game. 1 had

been favourably impressed by Mr. Hartright, on our first introduction to

one another ; but I soon discovered that he was not free from the social

failings incidental to his age. There are three things that none of the

young men of the present generation can do. They can't sit over their

wine ; they can't play at whist ; and they can't pay a lady a compliment

Mr. Hartright was no exception to the general rule. Otherwise, even in

those early days and on that short acquaintance, he struck me as being a

modest and gentlemanlike young man.

So the Friday passed. I say nothing about the more serious matters

which engaged my attention on that day—the anonymous letter to Miss

Fairlie ; the measures I thought it right to adopt when the matter was

mentioned to me ; and the conviction I entertained that every possible

explanation of the circumstances would be readily afforded by Sir Percivai

Glyde, having all been fully noticed, as I understand, in the narrative

which precedes this.

On the Saturday, Mr. Hartright had left before I got down to breakfast

Miss Fairlie kept her room all day ; and Miss Halcombe appeared to me
to be out of spirits. The house was not what it used to he in the time ol

Mr. and Mrs. Philip Fairlie. I took a walk by myself in the forenoon

:

and looked about at some of the places which I first saw when I was

staying at Limmeridge to transact family business, more than thirty years

since. They were not what they used to be either.

At two o'clock Mr. Fairlie sent to say he was well enough to see me.

He had not altered, at any rate, since I first knew him. His talk was to

the same purpose as usual—all about himself and his ailments, his wonder
ful coins, and his matchless Rembrandt etchings. The moment I tried to

gpeak of the business that had brought me to his house, he shut his eyea

and said I "upset" him. I persisted in upsetting him by returning again

=ind again to the subject. All I could ascertain was that he looked on his

niece's marriage as a settled thing, that her father had sanctioned it, that

he sanctioned it himself, that it was a desirable marriage, and that ho

should be personally rejoiced when the worry of it was over. As to the

settlements, if I would consult his niece, and afterwards dive as deeply as

I pleased into my own knowledge of the family affairs, and get everything

ready, and limit his share in the business, as guardian, to saying, Yes, at

the right moment—why of course he would meet my views, and everybody
olse's views, with infinite pleasure. In the mean time, there I saw him, a

helpless sufferer, confined to his room. Did I think he looked as if he
wanted teasing ? No. Then why tease him ?

I might, perhaps, have been a little astonished at this extraordinary

absence of all self-assertion on Mr. Fairlie's part, in the character of guardian,

if my knowledge of the family affairs had not been sufficient to remind me
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that he was a single man, and that he had nothing more than a life-interest

in the Limmeridge property. As matters stood, therefore, I was neither

surprised nor disappointed at the result of the interview. Mr. Fairlie had

simply justified my expectations—and there was an end of it.

Sunday was a dull day, out of doors and in. A letter arrived for me
from Sir Percival Glyde's solicitor, acknowledging the receipt of my copy

of the anonymous letter, and my accompanying statement of the case.

Miss Fairlie joined us in the afternoon, looking pale and depressed, and

altogether unlike herself. I had some talk with her, and ventured on a

delicate allusion to Sir Percival. She listened, and said nothing. All

other subjects she pursued willingly; but this subject she allowed to drop.

I began to doubt whether she might not be repenting of her engagement

—

just as young ladies often do, when repentance comes too late.

On Monday Sir Percival Glyde arrived.

I found him to be a most prepossessing man, so far as manners and

appearance were concerned. He looked rather older than I had expected
,

his head being bald over the forehead, and his face somewhat marked and

worn. But his movements were as active and his spirits as high as a

young man's. His meeting with Miss Halcombe was delightfully hearty

and unaffected ; and his reception of me, upon my being presented to him,

was so easy and pleasant that we got on together like old friends. Miss

Fairlie was not with us when he arrived, but she entered the room about

ten minutes afterwards. ' Sir Percival rose and paid his compliments with

perfect grace. His evident concern on seeing the change for the worse in

the young lady's looks was expressed with a mixture of tenderness and

respect, with an unassuming delicacy of tone, voice, and manner, which

did equal credit to his good breeding and his good sense. I was rather

surprised, under these circumstances, to see that Miss Fairlie continued to

be constrained and uneasy ill his presence, and that she took the first

tipportunity of leaving the room again. Sir Percival neither noticed the

restraint in her reception of him, nor her sudden withdrawal from our

society. He had not obtruded his attentions on her while she was present,

and he did sot embarrass Miss Halcombe by any allusion to her depart v. re

when she was gone. His tact and taste were never at fault on this or on

any other occasion while I was in his company at Limmeridge House.

As soon as Miss Fairlie had left the room, he spared us all embarrass-

ment on the subject of the anonymous letter, by adverting to it of his own

accord. He had stopped in London on his way from Hampshire ; had

seen his solicitor ; had read the documents forwarded by me ; and had

travelled on to Cumberland, anxious to satisfy our minds by the speediest

and the fullest explanation that words could convey. On hearing him

express himself to this effect, I offered him the original letter which I r.a/3

kept foi his inspection. He thanked me, and declined to look at it ; sayiug

II
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that he had seen the copy, and that he was quite willing to leave the

original in our hands.

The statement itself, on which he immediately entered, was as simple

and satisfactory as I had all along anticipated it would be.

Mrs. Catherick, he informed us, had, in past years, laid him under soma

obligations for faithful services rendered to his family connexions and to

himself. She had been doubly unfortunate in being married to a husband

who had deserted her, and in having an only child whose mental faculties

had been in a disturbed condition from a very early age. Although her

marriage had removed her to a part of Hampshire far distant from the

neighbourhood in which Sir Percival's property was situated, he had taken

care not to lose sight of her ; his friendly feeling towards the poor woman,

in consideration of her past services, having been greatly strengthened by

his admiration of the patience and courage with which she supported hei

calamities. In course of time, the symptoms of mental affliction in hei

unhappy daughter increased to such a serious extent, as to make it a matter

of necessity to place her under proper medical care. Mrs. Catherick herself

recognised this necessity ; but she also felt the prejudice common to persons

occupying her respectable station, against allowing her child to be admitted,

as a pauper, into a public Asylum. Sir Percival had respected this pre-

judice, as he respected honest independence of feeling in any rank of life

;

and had resolved to mark his grateful sense of Mrs. Catherick's early

attachment to the interests of himself and his family, by defraying the

expense of her daughter's maintenance in a trustworthy private Asylum.

To her mothers regret, and to his own regret, the unfortunate creature had

discovered the share which circumstances had induced him to take in

placing her under restraint, and had conceived the most intense hatred

and distrust of him in consequence. To that hatred and distrust—which

had expressed itself in various ways in the Asylum—the anonymous letter,

written after her escape, was plainly attributable. If Miss Halcombe's or

Mr. Gilniore's recollection of the document did not confirm that view, or if

they wished for any additional particulars about the Asylum (the addresa

of which he mentioned, as well as the names and addresses of the two
doctors on whose certificates the patient was admitted), he was ready to

answer any question and to clear up any uncertainty. He had done his

duty to the unhappy young woman, by instructing his solicitor to spare no
expense in tracing her, and in restoring her once more to medical care ; and
he was now only anxious to do his duty towards Miss Fairlie and towards
her family, in the same plain, straightforward way.

I was the first to speak in answer to this appeal. My own course wafl

plain to me. It is the great beauty of the Law that it can dispute any
human statement, made under any circumstances, and reduced to any form
11 1 had felt professionally called upon to set up a case against §ir Percivai
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Glyde, on the strength of his own explanation, I could have done so beycnd

all doubt. But my duty did not lie in this direction : my function was of

the purely judicial kind. I was to weigh the explanation we had just

heard ; to allow all due force to the high reputation of the gentleman who
"ffered it ; and to decide honestly whether the probabilities, on Sir Pevcival's

own showing, were plainly with him, or plainly against him. My own
conviction was that they were plainly with him ; and I accordingly de-

clared that his explanation was, to my mind, unquestionably a satisfactory

one.

Miss Halcombe, after looking at me very earnestly, said a few words, on

her side, to the same effect—with a certain hesitation of manner, however,

which the circumstances did not seem to me to warrant. I am unable to

say, positively, whether Sir Percival noticed this or not. My opinion ia

that he did ; seeing that he pointedly resumed the subject, although he

might, now, with all propriety, have allowed it to drop.

" if my plain statement of facts had only been addressed to Mr. Gilmore,"

ho said, " I should consider any further reference to this unhappy matter

as unnecessary. I may fairly expect Mr. Gilmore, as a gentleman, to

believe me on my word ; and when he has done me that justice, all

discussion of the subject between us has come to an end. But my position

with a lady is not the same. I owe to her, what I would concede to na

man alive—a proof of the truth of my assertion. You cannot ask for that

proof, Miss Halcombe ; and it is therefore my duty to you, and still more
to Miss Fairlie, to offer it. May I beg that you will write at once to the

mother of this unfortunate woman—to Mrs. Catherick—to ask for her

testimony in support of the explanation which I have just offered to

you."

I saw Miss Halcombe change colour, and look a little uneasy. Sir

Percival's suggestion, politely as it was expressed, appeared to her, as it

appeared to me, to point, very delicately, at the hesitation which her

manner had betrayed a moment or two since.

" I hope, Sir Percival, you don't do me the injustice to suppose that 1

distrust you," she said, quickly.

" Certainly not, Miss Halcombe. I make my proposal purely as an act

of attention to you. Will you excuse my obstinacy if I still venture to

press it?"

He walked to the writing-table, as he spoke ; drew a chair to it ; and

opened the paper case.

" Let me beg you to write the note," he said, " as a favour to me. It

need not occupy you more than a few minutes. You have only to ask

Mrs. Catherick two questions. First, if her daughter was placed in the

Asylum with her knowledge and approval. Secondly, if the share I took

vi the matter was such as to merit the expression of her gratitude towards
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myself ? Mr. Gilmore's mind is ai ease on this unpleasant subject ; and

your mind is at ease—pray set my mind at ease also, by writing the

note."

" You oblige me to grant your request, Sir Percival, when I would much
rather refuse it." With those words Miss Halcombe rose from her place,

and went to the writing-table. Sir Percival thanked her, handed her a

pen, and then walked away towards the fireplace. Miss Fairlie's little

Italian greyhound was lying on the rug. He held out his hand, and called

to the dog good-hurnouredly.
" Come, Nina," he said ;

" we remember each othei, don't we ?"

The little beast, cowardly and cross-grained as pet-dogs usually are,

looked up at him sharply, shrank away from his outstretched hand, whined,

shivered, and hid itself under a sofa. It was scarcely possible that he

could have been put out by such a trifle as a dog's reception of him—but 1

observed, nevertheless, that he walked away towards the window very

suddenly. Perhaps his temper is irritable at times? If so, lean sym-

pathise with him. My temper is irritable at times, too.

Miss Halcombe was not long in writing the note. "When it was done,

she rose from the writing-table, and handed the open sheet of paper to Sir

Percival. He bowed ; took it from her ; folded it up immediately, without

looking at the contents ; sealed it ; wrote the address ; and handed it back

to her in silence. I never saw anything more gracefully and more becom-
ingly done, in my life.

" You insist on my posting this letter, Sir Percival ?" said Miss
Halcombe.
" I beg you will post it," he answered. " And now that it is written

and sealed up, allow me to ask one or two last questions about the unhappy
woman to whom it refers. I have read the communication which Mr.
fiilmore kindly addressed to my solicitor, describing the circumstances

under which the writer of the anonymous letter was identified. But there

are certain points to which that statement does not refer. Did Anne
Catherick see Miss Fairlie ?"

" Certainly not," replied Miss Halcombe.
" Did she see you ?"

" No."

" She saw nobody from the house, then, except a certain Mr. Hartridit

who accidentally met with her in the churchyard here ?"

" Nobody else."

" Mr. Hartright was employed at Limmeridge as a drawing-master ]

believe ? Is he a member of one of the Water-Colour Societies '?"

" I believe he is," answered Miss Halcombe.

He paused for a moment, as if he was thinking -v8r the last answer, luxj

then adde-1

:
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" Did you find out where Anne Catherick was living, when she was in

this neighbourhood ?"

" Yes. At a farm on the moor, called Todd's Corner."

" It is a duty we all owe to the poor creature herself to trace her," con-

tinued Sir Percival. " She may have said something at Todd's Corner

which may help us to find her. I will go there, and make inquiries on the

chance. In the mean time, as I cannot prevail on myself to discuss this

painful subject with Miss Fairlie, may I beg, Miss Halcombe, that you will

kindly undertake to give her the necessary explanation, deferring it of course

until you have received the reply to that note."

Miss Halcombe promised to comply with his request. He thanked her

—nodded pleasantly—and left us, to go and establish himself in his own
room. As he opened the door, the cross-grained greyhound poked out her

sharp muzzle from under the sofa, and barked and snapped at him.

"A good morning's work, Miss Halcombe," I said, as soon as we were

alone. " Here is an anxious day well ended already."

" Yes," she answered ;
" no doubt. I am very glad your mind is

satisfied."

" My mind ! Surely, with that note in your hand, your mind is at

ease too?"

"Oh, yes—how can it bo otherwise? I know the thing could not be,"

she went on, speaking more to herself than to me ;
" but I almost wish

Walter Hartright had stayed here long enough to be present at the expla-

nation, and to hear the proposal to me to write this note."

I was a little surprised— perhaps a little piqued, also, by these last

words.

" Events, it is true, connected Mr. Hartright very remarkably with the

affair of the letter," I said ;
" and I readily admit that he conducted him-

eelf, all things considered, with great delicacy and discretion. But I am
quite at a loss to understand what useful influence his presence could have

exercised in relation to the effect of Sir Percival's statement on your mind
or mine."

" It was only a fancy," she said, absently. " There is no need to discuss

it, Mr. Gilmore. Your experience ought to be, and is, the best guide I can

iesire."

I did not altogether like her thrusting the whole responsibility, in this

marked manner, on my shoulders. If Mr. Fairlie had done it, I should not

have been surprised. But resolute, clear-minded Miss Halcombe, was the

very last person in the world whom I should have expected to find shrink-

ing from the expression of an opinion of her own.
" If any doubts still trouble you," I said, " why not mention them tc

me at once? Tell me plainly, have vou any reason to distrust Sir Percival

Glyde?"
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" None whatever."

" Do you see anything improbable, or contradictory, in his explanation f
" How can I say I do, after the proof he has offered me of the truth ol

it ? Can there be better testimony in his favour, Mr. Gilmore, than the

testimony of the woman's mother ?"

" None better. If the answer to your note of inquiry proves to be satis-

factory, I, for one, cannot see what more any friend of Sir Percival's can

possibly expect from him."

" Then we will post the note," she said, rising to leave the room, " and

dismiss all further reference to the subject, until the answer arrives. Don'

attach any weight to my hesitation. I can give no better reason for it

than that I have been over-anxious about Laura lately ; and anxiety, Mr.

Gilmore, unsettles the strongest of us."

She left me abruptly ; her naturally firm voice faltering as she spoke

those last words. A sensitive, vehement, passionate nature—a woman of

ten thousand in these trivial, superficial times. I had known her from hei

earliest years ; I had seen her tested, as she grew up, in more than one

trying family crisis, and my long experience made me attach an importance

to her hesitation under the circumstances here detailed, which I should

certainly not have felt in the case of another woman. I could see no cause

for any uneasiness or any doubt ; but she had made me a little uneasy, and a

little doubtful, nevertheless. In my youth, I should have chafed and fretted

under the irritation of my own unreasonable state of inind. In my age, I

knew better ; and went out philosophically to walk it off.

II.

We all met again at dinner-time.

Sir Percival was in such boisterous high spirits that I hardly recognized

nim as the same man whose quiet tact, refinement, and good sense had
impressed me so strongly at the interview of the morning. The only trace

of his former self that I could detect, reappeared, every now and then, in his

manner towards Miss Fairlie. A look or a word from her, suspended his

loudest laugh, checked his gayest flow of talk, and rendered him all atten-

tion to her, and to no one else at table, in an instant. Although he never

openly tried to draw her into the conversation, he never lost the slightest

chance she gave him of letting her drift into it by accident, and of saying

the words to her, under those favourable circumstances, which a man with
less tact and delicacy would have pointedly addressed to her the moment
they occurred to him. Eather to my surprise, Miss Fairlie appeared to be

sensible of his attentions, without being moved by them. She was a little

confused from time to time, when he looked at her, or spoke to her • but

ghe never warmed towards him. Eank, fortune, good breeding, good

locks, the respect of a gentleman and the devotion of a lover were all
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humbly placed at licr feet, and, so far as appearances went, were all offered

in vain.

On the next day, the Tuesday, Sir Percival went in the morning (taking

one of the servants with him as a guide) to Todd's Corner. His inquiries,

as I afterwards heard, led to no results. On his return, he had an inter-

view with Mr. Fairlie ; and in the afternoon he and Miss Halcomhe rode

out together. Nothing else happened worthy of record. The evening

passed as usual. There was no change in Sir Percival, and no change in

Miss Fairlie.

The Wednesday's post brought with it an event—the reply from Mrs.

Oatherick. I took a copy of the document, which I have preserved, and

which I may as well present in this place. It ran as follows :

—

" Madam,—I beg to acknowledge the receipt of your letter, inquiring

whether my daughter, Anne, was placed under medical superintendent

with my knowledge and approval, and whether the share taken in the

matter by Sir Percival Glyde was such as to merit the expression of my
gratitude towards that gentleman. Be pleased to accept my answer in the

affirmative to both those questions, and believe me to remain, your obedient

servant,

" Jane Anne Cathekick."

Short, sharp, and to the point : in form, rather a business-like letter

for a woman to write ; in substance, as plain a confirmation as could be

desired of Sir Percival Glyde's statement. This was my opinion, and with

Dertain minor reservations, Miss Halcombe's opinion also. Sir Percival,

when the letter was shown to him, did not appear to be struck by the sharp,

short tone of it. He told us that Mrs. Catherick was a woman of few

words, a clear-headed, straightforward, unimaginative person, who wrote

briefly and plainly, just as she spoke.

The next duty to be accomplished, now that the answer had been

received, was to acquaint Miss Fairlie with Sir Percival's explanation.

Miss Halcombe had undertaken to do this, and had left the room to go to

her sister, when she suddenly returned again, and sat down by the easy-

chair in which I was reading the newspaper. Sir Percival had gone out a

minute before, to look at the stables, and no one was in the room but our-

selves.

" I suppose we have really and truly done all we can ?" she said, turning

and twisting Mrs. Catherick's letter in her hand.
" If we are friends of Sir Percival's, who know him and trust him, we

have done all, and more than all, that is necessary," I answered, a little

annoyed by this return of her hesitation. "But if we are enemies who
suspect him "
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" lhat alternative Is not even to be thought of," she interred. " We
are Sir Percival's- friends ; and, if generosity and forbearance can add to our

regard for him, we ought to be Sir Percival's admirers as well. You know

that' he saw Mr. Fairlie yesterday, and that he afterwards went out with

me ?"

" Yes. I saw you riding away together."

" We began the ride by talking about Anne Cathcrick, and about the

angular manner in which Mr. Hartright met with her. But we soon dropped

that subject ; and Sir Percival spoke next, in the most unselfish terms, of

his engagement with Laura. He said he had observed that she was out of

spirits, and he was willing, if not informed to the contrary, to attribute to

that cause the alteration in her manner towards him during his present

visit. If, however, there was any more serious reason fjr the change, he

would entreat that no constraint might be placed on her inclinations either

by Mr. Fairlie or by me. All he asked, in that case, was that she would

recall to mind, for the last time, what the circumstances were under which

the engagement between them was made, and what his conduct had been

from the beginning of the courtship to the present time. If, after due

reflection on those two subjects, she seriously desired that he should with-

draw his pretensions to the honour of becoming her husband—and if she

would tell him so plainly, with her own lips—he would sacrifice himself

by leaving her perfectly free to withdraw from the engagement."

"No man could say more than that, Miss Halcombe. As to my experi-

ence, few men in his situation would have said as much."

She paused after I had spoken those words, and looked at me with a

singular expression of perplexity and distress.

" I accuse nobody and I suspect nothing," she broke out, abruptly.
'* But I cannot and will not accept the responsibility of persuading Laura

to this marriage."

" That is exactly the course which Sir Percival Glyde has himself re-

quested you to take," I replied, in astonishment. " He has begged you
Qot to force her inclinations."

" And he indirectly obliges me to force them, if I give her his message."
" How can that possibly be ?"

" Consult your own knowledge of Laura, Mr. Gilmore. If I tell her to

reflect on the circumstances of her engagement, I at once appeal to two of

the strongest feelings in her nature—to her love for her father's memory,
and to her strict regard for truth. You know that she never broke a pro-

mise in her life
;
you know that she entered on this engagement at the

beginning of her father's fatal illness, and that he spoke hopefully and
happily of her marriage to Sir Percival Glyde on his death-bed."

I own that I was a little shocked at this view of the case.

" Surely," I said, " you don't mean to infer that when Sir Percival cpoks
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to you yesterday, lie speculated on such a result as you have just men-

tioned ?"

Her frank, fearless face answered for her before she spoke.

" Do you think I wculd remain an instant in the company of any man
whom I suspected of such baseness as that ?" she asked, angrily.

1 liked to feel her hearty indignation flash out on me in that way. We
see so much malice and so little indignation in my profession.

" In that case," I said, " excuse me if I tell you, in our legal phrase,

that you are travelling out of the record. Whatever the consequences may
be, Sir Percival has a right to expect that your sister should carefully con-

sider her engagement from every reasonable point of view before she claims

her release from it. If that unlucky letter has prejudiced her against him,

go at once, and tell her that he has cleared himself in your eyes and in

mine. What objection can she urge against him after that ? What excuse

can she possibly have for changing her mind about a man whom she had

virtually accepted for her husband more than two years ago ?"

" In the eyes of law and reason, Mr. Gilmore, no excuse, I dare say. II

she still hesitates, and if I still hesitate, you must attribute our strange

conduct, if you like, to caprice in both cases, and we must bear the impu-

tation as well as we can."

With those words, she suddenly rose, and left me. When a sensible

woman has a serious question put to her, and evades it by a flippant

answer, it is a sure sign, in ninety-nine cases out of a hundred, that she

has something to conceal. I returned to the perusal of the newspaper,

strongly suspecting that Miss Halcombe and Miss Fairlie had a secret

between them which they were keeping from Sir Percival and keeping

from me. I thought this hard on both of us—especially on Sir Percival.

My doubts—or, to speak more correctly, my convictions—were con-

firmed by Miss Halconibe's language and manner, when I saw her again

later in the day. She was suspiciously brief and reserved in telling me the

result of her interview with her sister. Miss Fairlie, it appeared, had

listened quietly while the affair of the letter was placed before her in the

right point of view ; but when Miss Halcombe next proceeded to say that

<he object of Sir Percival's visit at Limmeridge was to prevail on her to let

a day be fixed for the marriage, she checked. a'J further refeience to the

subject by begging for time. If Sir Percival would consent to spare her for

Hie present, she would undertake to give him his final answer, before the

end of the year. She pleaded for this delay with such anxiety and agita-

tion, that Miss Halcombe had promised to use her influence, if necessary,

to obtain it ; and there, at Miss Pairlie's earnest entreaty, all further dis-

cussion of the marriage question had ended.

The purely temporary arrangement thus proposed might have been con-

venient enough to the young lady ; but it proved somewhat embarrassing
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to the writer of these lines. That morning's post had "brought a letter from

my partner, which obliged me to return to town the next day, by the after-

neon train. It was extremely probable that I should find no second oppor-

tunity of presenting myself at Limmeridge House during the remainder of

the year. In that case, supposing Miss Fairlie ultimately decided on hold-

ing to her engagement, my necessary personal communication with her,

before I drew her settlement, would become something like a downright

impossibility ; and we should be obliged to commit to writing questions

which ought always to be discussed on both sides by word of mouth. I

said nothing about this difficulty, until Sir Percival had been consulted on

the subject of the desired delay. He was too gallant a gentleman not tc

grant the request immediately. When Miss Halcombe informed me of this,

I told her that I must absolutely speak to her sister, before I left Lim-

meridge ; and it was, therefore, arranged that I should see Miss Fairlie in

her own sitting-room, the next morning. She did not come down to dinner,

or join us in the evening. Indisposition was the excuse ; and I thought Sil

Percival looked, as well he might, a little annoyed when he heard of it.

The next morning, as soon as breakfast was over, I went up to Misa

Fairlie:s sitting-room. The poor girl looked so pale and sad, and came

forward to welcome me so readily and prettily, that the resolution to lec-

ture her on her caprice and indecision, which I had been forming all the

way up-stairs, failed me on the spot. I led her back to the chair from

which she had risen, and placed myself opposite to her. Her cross-grained

pet greyhound was in the room, and I fully expected a barking and snap-

ping reception. Strange to say, the whimsical little brute falsified my
expectations by jumping into my lap, and poking its sharp muzzle fami-

liarly into my hand the moment I sat down.
" You used often to sit on my knee when you were a child, my dear," 1

said, " and now your little dog seems determined to succeed you in the

vacant throne. Is that pretty drawing your doing ?"

I pointed to a little album, which lay on the table by her side, and whicli

she had evidently been looking over when I came in. The page that lay

open had a small water-colour landscape very neatly mounted on it. This

was the drawing which had suggested my question : an idle question

enough—but how could I begin to talk of business to her the moment 1

opened my lips ?

" No," she said, looking away from the drawing rather confusedly ; "
it

is not my doing."

Her fingers had a. restless habit, which I remembered in her as a child,

of always playing with the first thing that came to hand, whenever any one
was talking to her. On this occasion they wandered to the album, and
toyed absently about the margin of the little water-colour drawing The
expression of melancholy deepened on her face. She did not look at the
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drawing, or look at me. Her eyes moved uneasily from object to object in

the room ; betraying plainly that she suspected what my purpose was in

coming to speak to her. Seeing that, I thought it best to get to the pur-

pose with as little delay as possible.

" One cf the errands, my dear, which brings me here is to bid you goo^

by," I began. " I must get back to London to-day : and, before I leave,

I want to have a word with you on the subject of your own affairs."

" I am very sorry you are going, Mi. Gilmore," she said, looking at me
kindly. " It is like the happy old times to have you here."

" 1 hope I may be able to come back, and recall those pleasant memories

once more," I continued; "but as there is some uncertainty about th«

future, I must take my opportunity when I can get it, and speak to you

now. I am your old lawyer and your old friend ; and I may remind you,

I am sure, without offence, of the possibility of your marrying Sir Percival

Glyde."

She took her hand off the little album as suddenly as if it had turned

hot and burnt her. Her fingers twined together nervously in her lap ; hei

eyes looked down again at the floor ; and an expression of constraint settled

on her face which looked almost like an expression of pain.

" Is it absolutely necessary to speak of my marriage engagement?" she

asked, in low tones.

" It is necessary to refer to it," I answered ;
" but not to dwell on it.

Let us merely say that you may marry, or that you may not marry. In

the first case, I must be prepared, beforehand, to draw your settlement

;

and I ought not to do that without, as a matter of politeness, first consult-

ing you. This may be my only chance of hearing what your wishes are.

Let us, therefore, suppose the case of your marrying, and let me inform

you, m as few words as possible, what your position is now, and what you

may make it, if you please, in the future."

I explained to her the object of a marriage-settlement ; and then told her

exactly what her prospects were—in the first place, on her coming of age,

and, in the second place, on the decease of her uncle—marking the dis-

tinction between the property in which she had a life interest only, and the

property which was left at her own control. She listened attentively, with

the constrained expression still on her face, and her hands still nervously

clasped together in her lap.

" And now," I said, in conclusion, " tell me if you can think of any

condition which, in the case we have supposed, you would wish me to make

for you—subject, of course, to your guardian's approval, as you are not yet

of age."

She moved uneasily in her chair—then looked in my face, on a suddea

»ery earnestly.

" If it does happen," she began, faintly ; " if I am "
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" If you are married," I adde-l, belj ing 1 er out.

" Don't let him part me from Marian," she cried, with a sudden OUfr-

oreak of energy " Oh, Mr. Gilmore, pray make it law that Marian is to

live with me !"

Un^er otner circumstances I might perhaps have been amused at this

essentially feminine interpretation of my question, and of the long explana-

tion which had preceded it. But her looks and tones, when she spoke,

were of a kind to make me more than serious—they distressed me. Her

words, few as they were, betrayed a desperate clinging to the past which

boded ill for the future.

" Your having Marian Ealcombe to live with you, can easily be settled

by private arrangement," I said. " You hardly understood my question, 1

think. It referred to your own property—to the disposal of your money.

Supposing you were to make a will, when you come of age, who would you

like the money to go to ?"

" Marian has been mother and sister both to me," said the good, affec-

tionate girl, her pretty blue eyes glistening while she spoke. " May 1

leave it to Marian, Mr. Gilmore ?"

" Certainly, my love," I answered. " But remember what a large sum it

is. Would you like it all to go to Miss Halcombe ?"

She hesitated ; her colour came and went ; and her hand stole back again

to the little album.
" Not all of it," she said. " There is some one else, besides Marian

"

She stopped ; her colour heightened ; and the fingers of the hand that

rested upon the album beat gently on the margin of the drawing, as if her

memory had set them going mechanically with the remembrance of a

favourite tune.

"You mean some other member of the family besides Miss Halcombe?"

I suggested, seeing her at a loss to proceed.

The heightening colour spread to her forehead and her neck, and the

nervous fingers suddenly clasped themselves fast round the edge of the

book.

" There is some one else," she said, not noticing my last words, though

she had evidently heard them ;
" there is some one else who might like a

little keepsake, if—if I might leave it. There would be no harm, if I

should die first
"

She paused again. The colour that had spread over her cheeks suddenly,

as suddenly left them. The hand on the album resigned its hold, trembled

a little, and moved the book away from her. She looked at me for an

instant—then turned her head aside in the chair. Her handkerchief fell

to the floor as she changed her position, and she hurriedly hid her face from

me in her hands.

S&i 1 To remember her, as I did, the liveliest, happiest child that ever
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laughed the day through ; and to see her now, in the flower of her age and

her beauty, so broken and so brought down as this !

In the distress that she caused me, I forgot the years that had passed,

and the change they had made in our position towards one another. I

moved my chair close to her, and picked up her handkei chief from the

carpet, and drew her hands from her face gently. " Don't cry, my love,"

I said, and dried the tears that were gathering in her eyes, with my own

hand, as if she had been the little Laura Fairlie of ten long years ago.

It was the best way I could have taken to compose her. fc>ii« laid her

head on my shoulder, and smiled faintly through her tears.

" I am very sorry for forgetting myself," she said, artlessly. " I have

not been well—I have felt sadly weak and nervous lately ; and I often cry

without reason when I am alone. I am better now ; I can answer you as

I ought, Mr. Gilmore, I can indeed."

" No, no, my dear," I replied ;
" we will consider the subject as done with,

for the present. You have said enough to sanction my taking the best

possible care of your interests ; and we can settle details at another oppor-

tunity. Let us have done with business, now, and talk of something else."

I led her at once into speaking on other topics. In ten minutes' time,

she was in better spirits ; and I rose to take my leave.

" Come here again," she said earnestly. " I will try to be worthier of

your kind feeling for me and for my interests if you will only come again."

Still clinging to the past—that past which I represented to her, in my
way, as Miss Halcombe did in hers ! It troubled me sorely to see her look-

ing back, at the beginning of her career, just as I look back at the end of

mine.

" If I do come again, I hope I shall find you better," I said—" better

end happier. God bless you, my dear
!"

She only answered by putting up her cheek to me to be kissed. Even
lawyers have hearts ; and mine ached a little as I took leave of her.

The whole interview between us had hardly lasted more than half an

hour—she had not breathed a word, in my presence, to explain the mystery

of her evident distress and dismay at the prospect of her marriage—and

yet she had contrived to win me over to her side of the question, I neither

knew how nor why. I had entered the room, feeling that Sir Perciva!

Glyde had fair reason to complain of the manner in which she was treating

him. I left it, secretly hoping that matters might end in her taking him
at his word and claiming her release. A man of my age and experiencs

ought to have known better than to vacillate in this unreasonable manner.

I can make no excuse for myself; I can only tell the truth, and say—s<i

It was.

The hour for my departure was now drawing near. I sent to Mr. Fairlia

to say that I would wait on him to take leave if he liked, but that he must
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excuse my being rather in a hurry. He sent a message back, w riiten in

pencil on a slip of paper : " Kind love and best wishes, dear Gilmore

Hurry of any kind is inexpressibly injurious to me. Pray take care oi

Jourself. Good-by."

Just before I left, I saw Miss Halcombe, for a moment, alone.

" Have you said all you wanted to Laura ?" she asked.

" Yes," I replied. " She is very weak and nervous—I am glad she has

you to take care of her."

Miss Halcombe's sharp eyes studied my face attentively.

" You are altering your opinion about Laura," she said. *' You are

readier to make allowances for her than you were yesterday."

No sensible man ever engages, unprepared, in a fencing match ot words

with a woman. I only answered :

" Let me know what happens. I will do nothing till I hear from you."

She still looked hard in my face. " I wish it was all over, and wel!

over, Mr. Gilmore—and so do you." "With those words she left me.

Sir Percival most politely insisted on seeing me to the carriage door.

" If you are ever in my neighbourhood," he said, " pray don't forget that

1 am sincerely anxious to improve our acquaintance. The tried and trusted

old friend of this family will be always a welcome visitor in any house oi

mine."

A really irresistible man—courteous, considerate, delightfully free from

pride—a gentleman, every inch of him. As I drove away to the station, I

felt as if I could cheerfully do anything to promote the interests of Sir

Percival Glyde—anything in the world, except drawing the marriage-

settlement of his wife.

III.

A week passed, after my return to London, without the receipt of any

communication from Miss Halcombe.

On the eighth day, a letter in her handwriting was placed among the

other letters on my table.

It announced that Sir Percival Glyde had been definitely accepted, and

that the marriage was to take place, as he had originally desired, before

the end of the year. In all probability the ceremony would be performed
during the last fortnight in December. Miss Fairlie's twenty-first

birthday was late in March. She would, therefore, by this arrangement,

become Sir Percival's wife about three months before she was of a<*e.

I ought not to have been surprised, I ought not to have been sorry ; but

I was surprised and sorry, nevertheless. Some little disappointment,

caused by the unsatisfactory shortness of Miss Halcombe's letter, mingled
itself with these feelings, and contributed its share towards upsetting my
serenity for the day. In six lines my correspondent anwmced vhe~ prq-
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wised marriage ; in three more, she told me that Sir Percival had left

Oumberland to return to his house in Hampshire ; and in two concluding

sentences the informed me, first, that Laura was sadly in want of change

and cheerful society ; secondly, that she had resolved to try the effect ot

some such change forthwith, by taking her sister away with her on a visit

to certain old friends in Yorkshire. There the letter ended, without a

word to explain what the circumstances were which had decided Miss

Fairlie to accept Sir Percival Glyde in one short week from the time when
I had last seen her.

At a later period, the cause of this sudden determination was fully

explained to me. It is not my business to relate it imperfectly, on hearsay

evidence. The circumstances came within the personal experience of Miss

Halcombe ; and, when her narrative succeeds mine, she will describe them

ai every particular, exactly as they happened. In the mean time, the

plain duty for me to perform—before I, in my turn, lay down my pen and

withdraw from the story—is to relate the one remaining event connected

with Miss Fairlie's proposed marriage in which I was concerned, namely,

the drawing of the settlement.

It is impossible to refer intelligibly to this document, without first

entering into certain particulars, in relation to the bride's pecuniary affairs.

I will try to make my explanation briefly and plainly, and to keep it free

from professional obscurities and technicalities. The matter is of the

utmost importance. I warn all readers of these lines that Miss Fairlie's

inheritance is a very serious part of Miss Fairlie's story ; and that Mr.

Gilmore's experience, in this particular, must be their experience also, if

they wish to understand the narratives which are yet to come.

Miss Fairlie's expectations, then, were of a twofold kind ; comprising

her possible inheritance of real property, or land, when her uncle died,

and her absolute inheritance of personal property, or money, when she

came of age.

Let us take the land first.

In the time of Miss Fairlie's paternal grandfather (whom we will call

Mr. Fairlie, the elder) the entailed succession to the Limmeridge estate

stood thus

:

Mr. Fairlie, the elder, died and left three sons, Philip, Frederick, and

Arthur. As eldest son, Philip succeeded to the estate. If he died without

leaving a son, the property went to the second brother, Frederick. And if

Frederick died also without leaving a son, the property went to the third

brother, Arthur.

As events turned out, Mr. Philip Fairlie died leaving an only daughter,

the Laura of this story ; and the estate, in consequence, went, in course oi

law, to the second brother, Frederick, a single man. The third brother

Arthur, had died many years before the decease of Philip, leavirg a sow
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and a daughter. The son, at the ag( of eighteen, was drowned at Oxford,

Eis death left Laura, the daughter of Mr. Philip Fairlie, presumptiva

heiress to the estate ; with every chance of succeeding to it, in the ordinary

course of nature, on her uncle Frederick's death, if the said Frederick died

without leaving male issue.

Except in the event, then, of Mr. Frederick Fairlie's marrying and

leaving an heir (the two very last things in the world that he was likely

to do), his niece, Laura, would have the property on his death
;
possessing,

it must be remembered, nothing more than a life-interest in it. If sh6

died single, or died childless, the estate would revert to her cousin

Magdalen, the daughter of Mr. Arthur Fairlie. If she married, with a

proper settlement—or, in other words, with the settlement I meant to

make for her—the income from the estate (a good three thousand a year)

would, during her lifetime, be at her own disposal. If she died before her

husband, he would naturally expect to be left in the enjoyment of tho

income, for his lifetime. If she had a son, that son would be the heir, tc

the exclusion of her cousin Magdalen. Thus, Sir Percival's prospects in

marrying Miss Fairlie (so far as his wife's expectations from real property

were concerned) promised him these two advantages, on Mr. Frederick

Fairlie's death : First, the use of three thousand a year (by his wife's per-

mission, while she lived, and, in his own right, on her death, if he survived

her) ; and, secondly, the inheritance of Limmeridge for his son, if he had

one.

So much for the landed property, and for the disposal of the income from

it, on the occasion of Miss Fairlie's marriage. Thus far, no difficulty or

difference of opinion on the lady's settlement was at all likely to arise

between Sir Percival's lawyer and myself.

The personal estate, or, in other words, the money to which Miss Fairlie

would become entitled on reaching the age of twenty-one years, is the next

point to consider.

This part of her inheritance was, in itself, a comfortable little fortune.

It was derived under her father's will, and it amounted to the sum ol

twenty thousand pounds. Besides this, she had a life-interest in ten

thousand pounds more ; which latter amount was to go, on her decease, to

her aunt Eleanor, her father's only sister. It will greatly assist in setting

trie family affairs before the reader in the clearest possible light, if I stop

here for a moment, to explain why the aunt had been kept waiting for her

Jegacy until the death of the niece.

Mr. Philip Fairlie had lived on excellent terms with his sister Eleanor,

as long as she remained a single woman. But when her marriage took
place, somewhat late in life, and when that marriage united her to an
Italian gentleman, named Fosco—or, rather, to an Italian nobleman, seeing

that he rejoiced in the title of Count—Mr, Fairlie disapproved of her
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eoadtict bo strongly that he ceased to hold any communication with her

and even went the length of striking her name out of his will. The other

members of the family all thought this serious manifestation of resentment

at his sister's marriage more or less unreasonable. Count Fosco, though

not a rich man, was not a penniless adventurer either. He had a small, but

sufficient income of his own ; he had lived many years in England ; and

he held an excellent position in society. These recommendations, however,

availed nothing with Mr. Fairlie. In many of his opinions he was an

Englishman of the old school ; and he hated a foreigner, simply and solely

because he was a foreigner. The utmost that he could be prevailed on to

do, in after years, mainly at Miss Fairlie's intercession, was to restore hia

sister's name to its former place in his will, but to keep her waiting for her

legacy by giving the income of the money to his daughter for life, and the

money itself, if her aunt died before her, to her cousin Magdalen. Con

sidering the relative ages of the two ladies, the aunt's chance, in the ordinary

course of nature, of receiving the ten thousand pounds, was thus rendered

doubtful in the extreme ; and Madame Fosco resented her brother's treat-

ment of her as unjustly as usual in such cases, by refusing to see her

niece, and declining to believe that Miss Fairlie's intercession had evei

been exerted to restore her name to Mr. Fairlie's will.

Such was the history of the ten thousand pounds. Here again no

difficulty could arise with Sir Percival's legal adviser. The income would

be at the wife's disposal, and the principal would go to her aunt, or hei

cousin, on her death.

All preliminary explanations being now cleared out of the way, I come,

at last, to the real knot of the case—to the twenty thousand pounds.

This sum was absolutely Miss Fairlie's own, on her completing hei

twenty-first year ; and the whole future disposition of it depended, in the

first instance, on the conditions I could obtain for her in her marriage-

settlement. The other clauses contained in that document were of a

formal kind, and need not be recited here. But the clause relating to the

money is too important to be passed over. A few lines will be sufficient to

give the necessary abstract of it.

My stipulation in regard to the twenty thousand pounds, was simply

this : The whole amount was to be settled so as to give the income to the

lady for her life ; afterwards to Sir Percival for his life ; and the principal

to the children of the marriage. In default of issue, the principal was to

be disposed of as the lady might by her will direct, for which purpose 1

reserved to her the right of making a will. The effect of these conditio ns

may be thus summed up. If Lady Glyde died without leaving children,

her half-sister Miss Halcombe, and any other relatives or friends whom
she might be anxious to benefit, would, on her husband's death, divide

among them such shares of her money as she desired them to have. If, on

i
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the other hand, she died, leaving children, then their interest, natural.)- arid

necessarily, superseded all other interests whatsoever. Thiswas the clause :

and no one who reads it, can fail, I think, to agree with me that it meted

out equal justice to all parties.

We shall see how my proposals were met on the husband's side.

At the time when Miss Halcombe's letter reached me, I was even more

busily occupied than usual. But I contrived to make leisure for the

'settlement. I had drawn it, and had sent it for approval to Sir Percival's

solicitor, in less than a week from the time when Miss Halcombe had

informed me of the proposed marriage.

After a lapse of two days, the document was returned to me, with

notes and remarks of the baronet's lawyer. His objections, in general,

proved to be of the most trifling and technical kind, until he came to the

clause relating to the twenty thousand pounds. Against this, there were

double lines drawn in red ink, and the following note was appended to them :

" Not admissible. The principal to go to Sir Percival Glyde, in the

event of his surviving Lady Glyde, and there being no issue."

That is to say, not one farthing of the twenty thousand pounds was to

go to Miss Halcombe, or to any other relative or friend of Lady Glyde's.

The whole sum, if she left no children, was to slip into the pockets of her

husband.

The answer I wrote to this audacious proposal was as short and sharp

as I could make it. " My dear sir. Miss Fairlie s settlement. I main-

tain the clause to which you object, exactly as it stands. Yours truly."

The rejoinder came back in a quarter of an hour. " My dear sir. Miss

Fairlie's settlement. I maintain the red ink to which you object, exactly

as it stands. Yours truly." In the detestable siang of the day, we were

now both "at a dead-lock," and nothing was left for it but to refer to our

clients on cither side.

As matters stood, my client—Miss Fairlie not having yet completed her

twenty-first year—was her guardian, Mr. Frederick Fairlie. I wrote by

that day's post and put the case before him exactly as it stood ; not only

urging every argument I could think of to induce him to maintain ths

clause as I had drawn it, bat stating to him plainly the mercenary motive
which was at the bottom of the opposition to my settlement of the t-.rer.ty

thousand pounds. The knowledge of Sir Percival's affairs which I had
necessarily gained when the provisions of the deed on his side were sub-

mitted in due course to my examination, had but too plainly informed me
that the debts on his estate were enormous, and that his income, though
nominally a large one, was, virtually, for a man in his position, next to

nothing. The want of ready money was the practical necessity of Sir

Percival's existence ; and his lawyer's note on the clause in the settlement

was nothing but the frankly selfish expression of it.
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M.r, Fairlie's answer reached me by return of post, and proved to be

wandering and irrelevant in the extreme. Turned into plain English, it

practically expressed itself to this effect :
" Would dear Gilmore be so

very obliging as not to worry his friend and client about such a trifle as a

remote contingency ? Was it likely that a young woman of twenty-one

would die before a man of forty-five, and die without children? On tlm

other hand, in such a miserable world as this, was it possible to over-

estimate the value of peace and quietness ? If those two heavenly

blessings were offered in exchange for such an earthly trifle as a remote

chance of twenty thousand pounds, was it not a fair bargain ? Surely,

yes. Then why not make it ?"

I threw the letter away in disgust. Just as it had fluttered to the

ground, there was a knock at my door ; and Sir Percival's solicitor,

Mr. Merriman, was shown in. There are many varieties of sharp prac-

titioners in this world, but, I think, the hardest of all to deal with arc the

men who overreach you under the disguise of inveterate good humour.

A fat, well-fed, smiling, friendly man of business is of all parties to a bar-

gain the most hopeless to deal with. Mr. Merriman was one of this class.

" And how is good Mr. Gilmore?" he began, all in a glow with the

warmth of his own amiability. " Glad to see you, sir, in such excellent

health. I was passing your door ; and I thought I would look in, in case

you might have something to say to me. Do—now pray do let us settle

this little difference of ours byword of mouth, if we can! Have you

heard from your client yet ?"

" Yes. Have you heard from yours ?"

" My dear, good sir ! I wish I had heard from him to any purpose—

1

wish, with all my heart, the responsibility was off my shoulders ; but he ia

obstinate,—or, let me rather sa}', resolute—and he won't take it off.

' Merriman, I leave details to you. Do what you think right for my
interests ; and consider me as having personally withdrawn from the

business until it is all over.' Those were Sir Percival's words a fortnight

ago ; and all I can get him to do now is to repeat them. I am not a hard

man, Mr. Gilmore, as you know. Personally and privately, I do assure you,

I should like to sponge out that note of mine at this very moment. But

if Sir Percival won't go into the matter, if Sir Percival will blindly leave

all his interests in my sole care, what course can 1 possibly take except the

course of asserting them ? My hands are bound—don't you see, my dear

eir ?—my hands are bound."
" You maintain your note on the clause, then, to the letter ?" I said.

" Yes—deuce take it ! I have no other alternative." He walked to tli?

fireplace, and warmed himself, humming the fag end of a tune in a rich

convivial bass voice. " What does your side say ?" he went on ;
" now

pray tell me—what does your side say?"
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I was ashamed to tell him. I attempted to gain time—nay, I did woisa.

My legal instincts got the better of me ; and I even tried to bargain.

" Twenty thousand pounds is rather a large sum to be given up by the

lady's friends a* two days' notice," I said.

" Very true," replied Mr. Merriman, looking down thoughtfully at his

boots. " Properly put, sir—most properly put
!"

" A compromise, recognizing the interests of the lady's family as well as

the interests of the husband might not, perhaps, have frightened my client

quite so much." I went on. " Come ! come ! this contingency resolves

itself into a matter of bargaining after all. What is the least you will

take?"
" The least we will take," said Mr. Merriman, " is nineteen-thouKind-

nine-hundred-and-ninety-nine-pounds-nineteen-shillings-and-eleven-pence-

three-farthings. Ha ! ha ! ha ! Excuse me, Mr. Gilmore. I must hava

my little joke."

" Little enough !" I remarked. " The joke is just worth the odd

farthing it was made for."

Mr. Merriman was delighted. He laughed over my retort till the room

rang again. I was not half so good-humoured, on my side ; I came back to

business, and closed the interview.

" This is Friday," I said. " Give us till Tuesday next for our final

answer."
" By all means," replied Mr. Merriman. " Longer, my dear sir, if you

like." He took up his hat to go ; and then addressed me again. " By

the wa}T," he said, " yoiir clients in Cumberland have not heard anything

more of the woman who wrote the anonymous letter, have they?"

" Nothing more," I answered. " Have you found no trace of her ?"

" Not yet," said my legal friend. " But we don't despair. Sir Percival

has his suspicions that Somebody is keeping her in hiding ; and we are

having that Somebody watched."
" You mean the old woman who was with her in Cumberland," I said.

" Quite another party, sir," answered Mr. Merriman. " We don't

happen to have laid hands on the old woman yet. Our Somebody is a man.

We have got him close under our eye here in London : and we strongly

suspect he had something to do with helping her in the first instance to

escape from the Asylum. Sir Percival wanted to question him, at once
,

but I said, ' No. Questioning him will only put him on his guard :

watch him, and wait.' We shall see what happens. A dangerous woman
to be at large, Mr. Gilmore ; nobody knows what she may do next. 1

wish you good morning, sir. On Tuesday next I shall hope for the

pleasure of hearing from you." He smiled amiably and went out.

My mind had been rather absent during the latter part of the conver-

sation with my lesal friend. I was so arxious about, the matter ;f the



THE WOMAS IN WHITE. 117

settlement, that, I had little attention to give to any other subject ; and,

the moment I was left alone again, I began to think over what my next

proceeding ought to be.

In the case of any other client, I should have acted on my instructions,

however personally distasteful to me, and have given up the point about

the twenty thousand pounds on the spot. But I could not act with this

business-like indifference towards Miss Fairlie. I had an honest feeling 01

affection and admiration for her ; I remembered gratefully that her father

had been the kindest patron and friend to me that ever man had ; I had

felt towards her, while I was drawing the settlement, as I might have felt,

if I had not been an old bachelor, towards a daughter of my own ; and I

was determined to spare no personal sacrifice in her service and where her

interests were concerned. Writing a second time to Mr. Fairlie was not

to be thought of; it would only be giving him a second opportunity of

slipping through my fingers. Seeing him and personally remonstrating

with him, might possibly be of more use. The next day was Saturday.

I determined to take a return ticket, and jolt my old bones clown to

Cumberland, on the chance of persuading him to adopt the just, the in-

dependent, and the honourable course. It was a poor chance enough, no

doubt ; but, when 1 had tried it, my conscience would be at ease. I

should then have done all that a man in my position could do to serve tha

interests of my old friend's only child.

The weather on Saturday was beautiful, a west wind and a bright sun

Having felt latterly a return of that fulness and oppression of the head,

against which my doctor warned me so seriously more than two years

since, I resolved to take the opportunity of getting a little extra exercise,

by sending my bag on before me, and walking to the terminus in Euston-

square. As I came out into Holborn, a gentleman walking by rapidly,

stopped and spoke to me. It was Mr. Walter Hartright.

If he had not been the first to greet me, I should certainly have passed

him. He was so changed that I hardly knew him again. His face looked

pale and haggard—his manner was hurried and uncertain—and his dress,

which I remembered as neat and gentlemanlike when I saw him at

Limmeridge, was so slovenly now, that I should really have been ashamed
of the appearance of it on one of my own clerks.

" Have you been long back from Cumberland ?" he asked. " I heard

from Miss Halcombe lately. I am aware that Sir Percival Glyde's ex-

planation has been considered satisfactory. Will the marriage take place

coon ? Do you happen to know, Mr. Gilmore ?"

He spoke so fast, and crowded his questions together so strangely and
confusedly that I could hardly follow him. However accidentally intimato

be might have been with the family at Limmeridge, I could not see that

he had al*y right to expect information on their private affairs ; and. I
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determined to drop him, as easily as might he, on the subject of Miss

Fairlie's marriage.

" Time will show, Mr. Hartright," I said
—

" time will show. I dars

say if we look out for the marriage in the papers we shall not he far

wrong. Excuse my noticing it—but I am sorry to see you not looking so

well as you were when we last met."

A momentary nervous contraction quivered about his lips and eyes, and

made me half reproach myself for having answered him in such a sig-

nificantly guarded manner.
" I had no right to ask about her marriage," he said, bitterly. " I must

wait to see it in the newspapers like other people. Yes," he went on,

before I could make any apologies, " I have not been well lately. I am
going to another country, to try a change of scene and occupation. Miss

Halcombe has kindly assisted me with her influence, and my testimonials

have been found satisfactory. It is a long distance off—but I don't care

where I go, what the climate is, or how long I am away." He looked about

him, while he said this, at the throng of strangers passing us by on eithel

side, in a strange, suspicious manner, as if he thought that some of them
might be watching us.

" I wish you well through it, and safe back again," I said ; and then

added, so as not to keep him altogether at arm's length on the subject of

the Fairlies, " I am going down to Limmeridge to-day on business.

Miss Halcombe and Miss Fairlie are away just now, on a visit to some
friends in Yorkshire."

His eyes brightened, and he seemed about to say something in answer

;

but the same momentary nervous spasm crossed his face again. He took

my hand, pressed it hard, and disappeared among the crowd, without

saying another word. Though he was little more than a stranger to me,

I waited for a moment, looking after him almost with a feeling of regret.

I had gained, in my profession, sufficient experience of young men, to know
what the outward signs and tokens were of their beginning to go wrong

;

and, when I resumed my walk to the railway, I am sorry to say I felt

more than doubtful about Mr. Hartright's future.

IV
Leaving by an early train, I got to Limmeridge in time for dinner. The
house was oppressively empty and dull. I had expected that good
Mrs. Yesey would have been company for me in the absence of the young
ladies ; but she was confined to her room by. a cold. The servants were so
surprised at seeing me that they hurried and bustled absurdly, and made
all sorts of annoying mistakes. Even the butler, who was old enough to

have known better, brought me a bottle of port that was chilled. The
reports of Mr. Fairlie's health were iust as usual ; and when I sent up a
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message to announce my arrival, I was told that he would be delighted to

jee me the next morning, but that the sudden news of my appearance had

prostrated him with palpitations for the rest of the evening. The wind

howled dismally all night, and strange cracking and groaning noises

sounded here, there, and everywhere in the empty house. I slept as

wretchedly as possible ; and got up, in a mighty bad humour, tc breakfast

by myself the next morning.

At ten o'clock I was conducted to Mr. Fairlie's apartments. He was in

his usual room, his usual chair, and his usual aggravating state of mind

and body. When I went in, his valet was standing before him, holding

up for inspection a heavy volume of etchings, as long and as broad as my
office writing-desk. The miserable foreigner grinned in the most abject

manner, and looked ready to drop with fatigue, while his master com-

posedly turned over the etchings, and brought their hidden beauties to

light with the help of a magnifying glass.

" You very best of good old friends," said Mr. Fairlie, leaning back

lazily before he could look at me, " are you quite well? How nice of you

to come here and see me in my solitude. Dear Gilmore !"

I had expected that the valet would be dismissed when I appeared ; but

nothing of the sort happened. There he stood, in front of his master's

chair, trembling under the weight of the etchings ; and there Mr. Fairlie

sat, serenely twirling the magnifying glass between his white fingers and

thumbs.
" I have come to speak to you on a very important matter," I said

;

" and you will therefore excuse me, if I suggest that we had better be

alone."

The unfortunate valet looked at me gratefully. Mr. Fairlie faintly

repeated my last three words, " better be alone," with every appearance of

the utmost possible astonishment.

I was in no humour for trifling ; and I resolved to make him understand

what I meant.

" Oblige me by giving that man permission to withdraw," I said, point-

ing to the valet.

Mr. Fairlie arched his eyebrows, and pursed up his lips, in sarcastic

surprise.

" Man ?" he repeated. " You provoking old Gilmore, what can you
possibly mean by calling him a man? He's nothing of the sort He
might have been a man half an hour ago, before I wanted my etchings

,

and he may be a man half an hour hence, when I don't want them any
longer. At present he is simply a portfolio stand. Why object, Gilmore,

to a portfolio stand?"

"I do object. For the third time, Mr. Fairlie, I beg that we may be

alone,"
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My tone and manner left him no alternative but to comply with my
request. He looked at the servant, and pointed peevishly to a chair at hie

side.

" Put down the etchings and go away," he said. " Don't upset me by
losing my place. Have you, or have you not, lost my place ? Are you

sure you have not ? And have you put my hand-bell quite within my
reach? Yes? Then, why the devil don't you go ?"

The valet went out. Mr. Fairlie twisted himself round in his chair

oolished the magnifying glass with his delicate cambric handkerchief, and

indulged himself with a sidelong inspection of the open volume of etchings,

It was not easy to keep my temper under these circumstances ; but I did

keep it.

" I have come here at great personal inconvenience, I said, " to serve

the interests of your niece and your family ; and I think I have established

some slight claim to be favoured with your attention in return."

"Don't bully me!" exclaimed Mr. Fairlie, falling back helplessly in the

chair, and closing his eyes. "Please don't bully me. I'm not strong

enough."

I was determined not to let him provoke me, for Laura Fairlie's

sake.

" My object," I went on, " is to entreat you to reconsider your letter, and
not to force me to abandon the just rights of your niece, and of all whc
belong to her. Let me state the case to you once more, and for the last

time."

Mr. Fairlie shook his head and sighed piteously.

" This is heartless of you, Gilmore—very heartless," he said. " Nevei
mind

;
go on."

I put all the points to him carefully ; I set the matter before him in

every conceivable light. He lay back in the chair the whole time I was
speaking, with his eyes closed. When I had done, he opened them indo-
lently, took his silver smelling-bottle from the table, and sniffed at it with
an air of gentle relish.

"Good Gilmore!" he said, between the sniffs, "how very nice this is of
you I How you reconcile one to human nature !"

" Give me a plain answer to a plain question, Mr. Fairlie. I tell you
again, Sir Percival Glyde has no shadow of a claim to expect more than
the income of the money. The money itself, if your niece has no children
ought to be under her control, and to return to her family. If you stand
firm, Sir Percival must give way—he must give way, I tell you, or he ex-
poses himself to the base imputation of marrying Miss Fairlie entirely from
mercenary motives."

Mr. Fairlie shook the silver smelling-bottle at me playfully.

"Yon dear old Gilmore; how you do hate rank and family, don't you?
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How ycu detest Glyde, because lie happens to be a baronet. What »

Radical you are—oh, dear me, what a Kadical you are !"

A Kadical ! ! ! I could put up with a good deal of provocation, but, after

holding the soundest Conservative principles all my life, I could not put

up with being called a Radical. My blood boiled at it—I started out of

my chair—I was speechless with indignation.

" Don't shake the room !" cried Mr. Fairlie—" for Heaven's sake, don't

shake the room ! "Worthiest of all possible Gilmores, I meant no offence.

My own views are so extremely liberal that I think I am a Radical myself.

Yes. We are a pair of Radicals. Please don't be angry. I can't quarrel

—I haven't stamina enough. Shall we drop the subject? Yes. Come
ind look at these sweet etchings. Do let me teach you to understand the

heavenly pearliness of these lines. Do, now, there's a good Gilmore I

While he was maundering on in this way I was, fortunately for my own
self-respect, returning to my senses. When I spoke again I was composed

enough to treat his impertinence with the silent contempt that it desei ved.

" You are entirely wrong, sir," I said, "in supposing that I speak from

any prejudice against Sir Percival Glyde. I may regret that he has so un-

reservedly resigned himself in this matter to his lawyer's direction in? to

make any appeal to himself impossible ; but I am not prejudiced a;;ainst

him. What I have said would equally apply to any other man iu his

situation, high or low. The principle I maintain is a recognised principle.

If you were to apply at the nearest town here, to the first respectable soli-

citor you could find, he would tell you, as a stranger, what I tell yon, as a

friend. He would inform you that it is against all rule to abandon the

lady's money entirely to the man she marries. He would decline, on

grounds of common legal caution, to give the husband, under any choum-
stances whatever, an interest of twenty thousand pounds in his wife's

death."

"Would he really, Gilmore?" said Mr. Fairlie. "If he said anylhiDg

half so horrid I do assure you I should tinkle my bell for Louis, and have

him sent out of the house immediately."
" You shall not irritate me, Mr. Fairlie—for your niece's sake and for

her father's sake, you shall not irritate me. You shall take the whole

responsibility of this discreditable settlement on your own shoulders before

I leave the room."

"Don't!—now please don't!" said Mr. Fairlie. "Think how precious

your time is, Gilmore ; and don't throw it away. I would dispute with

you if I could, but I can't—I haven't stamina enough. You want to upset

me, to upset yourself, to upset Glyde, and to xipset Laura ; and—ob, dear

ine !—all for the sake of the very last thing in the world that is likely

to happen. No, dear friend—in the interests of peaw and quietness

positively No !

*
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" I am to understand, then, that you hold by the determination expressed

In your letter ?"

"Yes, please. So glad we understand each other at last. Sit down

again—do I"

I walked at once to the door ; and Mr. Fahiie resignedly "tinkled" his

hand-bell. Before I left the room I turned round and addressed him for

the last time.

" Whatever happens in the future, sir," I said, "remember that my plain

duty of warning you has been performed. As the faithful friend and ser-

vant of your family, I tell you, at parting, that no daughter of mine should

be married to any man alive under such a settlement as you are forcing me
to make for Miss Fairlie."

The door opened behind me, and the valet stood waiting on the

threshold.

" Louis," said Mr. Fairlie, " show Mr. Gilmore out, and then come back

and hold up my etchings for me again. Make them give you a good lunch

down stairs. Do, Gilmore, make my idle beasts of servants give you a

good lunch
!"

I was too much disgusted to reply ; I turned on my heel, and left him

in silence. There was an up train at two o'clock in the afternoon ; and

by that train I returned to London.

On the Tuesday I sent in the altered settlement, which practically dis-

inherited the very persons whom Miss Fairlie's own lips had informed ma
she was most anxious to benefit. I had no choice. Another lawyer would

have drawn up the deed if I had refused to undertake it.

My task is done. My personal share in the events of the family story

extends no farther than the point which I have just reached. Other pens

than mine will describe the strange circumstances which are now shortly

to follow. Seriously and sorrowfully, I close this brief record. Seriously

and sorrowfully, I repeat here the parting words that I spoke at Linime-

ridge House :—No daughter of mine should have been married to any man
alive under such a settlement as I was compelled to make for Laura

Foirile.

Ths End of Mr. Oilmore's Narraliv!.
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fhe Story continued ly Marian Haloombe, in Extracts from her Diary.

I.

Limmeridge House, Nov. 8th.

* * * * * * i

This morning Mr. Gilmore left us.

His interview with Laura had evidently grieved and surprised him more

ihan he liked to confess. I felt afraid, from his look and manner when we
parted, that she might have inadvertently betrayed to him the real secret

cf her depression and my anxiety. This doubt grew on me so, after he

had gone, that I declined riding out with Sir Perciva., and went up to

Laura's room instead.

I have been sadly distrustful of myself, in this difficult and lamentable

matter, ever since I found out my own ignorance of the strength of Laura's

unhappy attachment. I ought to have known that the delicacy and for-

bearance and sense of honour which drew me to poor Hartright, and made
me so sincerely admire and respect him, were just the qualities to appeal

most irresistibly to Laura's natural sensitiveness and natural generosity of

nature. And yet, until she opened her heart to me of her own accord, I

had no suspicion that this new feeling had taken root so deeply. I once

thought time and care might remove it. I now fear that it will remain

with her and alter her for life. The discovery that I have committed such

an error in judgment as this, makes me hesitate about everything else. I

hesitate about Sir Percival, in the face of the plainest proofs. I hesitate

even in speaking to Laura. On this very morning, I doubted, with my
hand on the door, whether I should ask her the questions I had come to

put, or not.

When I went into her room, I found her walking up and down in great

impatience. She looked flushed and excited ; and she came forward at

once, and spoke to me before I could open my lips.

" I wanted you," she said. " Come and sit down on the sofa with me.

Marian ! I can bear this no longer—I must and will end it."

There was too much colour in her cheeks, too much energy in her man-
ner, too much firmness in her voice. The little book of Hartright's draw-

ings—the fatal book that she will dream over whenever she is alone—was

in one of her hands. I began by gently and firmly taking it from her, and

putting it out of sight on a side-table.

" Tell me quietly, my darling, what you wish to do," I said. " Has Mr
(rilmore been advising you ?"

f" The passages omitted, here and elsewhere, in Miss Halcombe's Diary, are on?y

those which bear no reference to Miss Fairlie or to any of the persons with whoiri sbf

is associated in these pages.
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She shook her head. " No, not in what I am thinking of now. He wae

very kind and good to me, Marian,—and I am ashamed to say I distressed

him by crying. I am miserably helpless ; I can't control myself. For my
own sake and for all our sakes, I must have courage enough to end it."

" Do you mean courage enough to claim your release ?" I asked.

" No," she said, simply. " Courage, dear, to tell the truth."

She put her arms round my neck, and rested her head quietly on my
bosom. On the opposite wall hung the miniature portrait of her father.

1 bent over her, and saw that she was looking at it while her head lay on

my breast.

" I can never claim my release from my engagement," she went on.

" Whatever way it ends, it must end wretchedly for me. All I can do,

Marian, is not to add the remembrance that I have broken my promise and

forgotten my father's dying wTords, to make that wretchedness worse."

" What is it you propose, then ?" I asked.

" To tell Sir Percival Glyde the truth, with my own lips," she answered

" and to let him release me, if he will, not because I ask him, but becauso

he knows all."

" What do you mean, Laura, by ' all ?' Sir Percival will know enough

(he has told me so himself) if he knows that the engagement is opposed to

your own wishes."

" Can I tell him that, when the engagement was made for me by my
fathei, with my own consent ? I should have kept my promise ; not hap-

pily, I am afraid, but still contentedly
—

" she stopped, turned her face to

me, and laid her cheek close against mine—" I should have kept my en-

gagement, Marian, if another love had not grown up in my heart, which

was not there when I first promised to be Sir Percival's wife."

" Laura ! you will never lower yourself by making a confession to him?"
" I shall lower myself, indeed, if I gain my release by hiding from him

what he has a right to know."
" He has not the shadow of a right to know it

!"

" Wrong, Marian, wrong ! I ought to deceive no one—least of all the

man to whom my father gave me, and to whom I gave myself." She put

her lips to mine, and kissed me. "My own love," she said, softly, " you

are so much too fond of me and so much too proud of me, that you forget,

in my case, what you would remember in your own. Better that Sir Per-

cival should doubt my motives and misjudge my conduct if he will, than

that I should be first false to him in thought, and then mean enough to

serve my own interests by hiding the falsehood."

I held her away from me in astonishment. For the first time in oui

lives, we had changed places; the resolution was all on her side, the hesita-

tion all on mine. I looked into the pale, quiet, resigned young face ; 1

saw the pure, innocent heart, \n the loving eye? that looked back s^t merr-
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and tlie poor worldly cautious and objections that rose to my lips,

dwindled and died away in their own emptiness. I hung my head in

Bilence. In her place, the despicably small pride which makes so many

women deceitful, would have been my pride, and would have made me

deceitful, too.

" Don't be angry with me, Marian," she said, mistaking my silence.

I only answered by drawing her close to me again. I was afraid of

crying if I spoke. My tears do not flow so easily as they ought—they

come almost like men's tears, with sobs that seem to tear me in pieces, and

that frighten every one about me.
" I have thought of this, love, for many days," she went on, twining and

twisting my hair with that childish restlessness in her fingers, which poor

Mrs. Vesey still tries so patiently and so vainly to cure her of—" I have

thought of it very seriously, and I can be sure of my courage, when my
own conscience tells me I am right. Let me speak to him to-morrow—in

your presence, Marian. I will say nothing that is wrong, nothing that you

or I need be ashamed of—but, oh, it will ease my heart so to end this

miserable concealment ! Only let me know and feel that I have no decep-

tion to answer for on my side ; and then, when he has heard what I have

to say, let him act towards me as he will."

She sighed, and put her head back in its old position on my bosom. Sad

misgivings about what the end would be, weighed upon my mind ; but,

still distrusting myself, I told her that I would do as she wished. She

thanked me, and we passed gradually into talking of other things.

At dinner she joined us again, and was more easy and more herself with

Sir Percivai, than I have seen her yet. In the evening she went to the

piano, choosing new music of the dexterous, tuneless, florid kind. The
lovely old melodies of Mozart, which poor Hartright was so fond of, she

has never played since he left. The book is no longer in the music-stand.

She took the volume away herself, so that nobody might find it out and

ask her to play from it.

T had no opportunity of discovering whether her purpose of the morning
had changed or not, until she wished Sir Percivai good night—and then

her own words informed me that it was unaltered. She said, very quietly,

that she wished to speak to him, after breakfast, and that he would find

her in her sitting-room with me. He changed colour at those words, and I

felt his hand trembling a little when it came to my turn to take it. The
event of the next morning would decide his future life ; and he evidently

knew it.

I went in, as usual, through the door between our two bed-rooms, to

bid Laura good-night before she went to sleep. In stooping over her to kisa

her, I saw the little book of Hartright's drawings half hidden under her

piliow, just in the place where she used to hide her favourite toys when
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she was a cliild. I could not find it in my heart to say anything ; bull

pointed to the bock and shook my head. She reached both hands up to

my cheeks, and drew my face down to hers till our lips met.

" Leave it there to-night," she whispered ;
" to-morrow may be ci ael,

and may make me say good-by to it for ever."

9th.—The first event of the morning was not of a kind to raise my

spirits ; a letter arrived for me, from poor Walter Hartright. It is the

answer to mine, describing the manner in which Sir Percival cleared himseli

of the suspicions raised by Anne Catherick's letter. He writes shortly and

bitterly about Sir Percival's explanations ; only saying that he has no right

to offer an opinion on the conduct of those who are above him. This is

sad; but his occasional references to himself grieve me still more. He

says that the effort to return to his old habits and pursuits, grows harder

instead of easier to him, every day ; and he implores me, if I have any

interest, to exert it to get him employment that will necessitate his absence

from England, and take him among new scenes and new people. I have

been made all the readier to comply with this request, by a passage at the

end of his letter, which has almost alarmed me.

After mentioning that he has neither seen nor heard anything of Anne

Catherick, he suddenly breaks off, and hints in the most abrupt, mysterious

manner, that he has been perpetually watched and followed by strange

men ever since he returned to London. He acknowledges that he cannot

prove this extraordinary suspicion by fixing on any particular persons ; but

he declares that the suspicion itself is present to him night and day. This

has frightened me, because it looks as if his one fixed idea about Laura

was becoming too much for his mind. I will write immediately to some

of my mother's influential old friends in London, and press his claims on

their notice. Change of scene and change of occupation may really be the

salvation of him at this crisis in his life.

Greatly to my relief, Sir Percival sent an apology for not joining us at

breakfast. He had taken an early cup of coffee in his own room, and he

was still engaged there in writing letters. At eleven o'clock, if that hour

was convenient, he would do himself the honour of waiting on Miss Fairlie

and Miss Halcombe.

My eyes were on Laura's face while the message was being delivered. 1

had found her unaccountably quiet and composed on going into her room
in the morning ; and so she remained all through breakfast. Even when
we were sitting together on the sofa in her room, waiting for Sir Percival,

she still preserved her self-control.

" Don't be afraid of me, Marian," was all she said : " I may forget

myself with an oil friend like Mr. Gilmore, or with a dear sister like yon
;

but I will not forget myself with Sir Percival Glyde,"
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I looked at her, and listened to her in silent surprise. Through all tba

veais of our close intimacy, this passive force in her character had beeu

hidden from me—hidden even from herself, till love found it, and sufier-

ing called it forth.

As the clock on the mantelpiece struck eleven, Sir Percival knocked at

the door, and came in. There was suppressed anxiety and agitation in

every line of his face. The dry, sharp cough, winch teases him at most

times, seemed to be troubling him more incessantly than ever. He sat

down opposite to us at the table ; and Laura remained by me. I looked

attentively at them both, and he was the palest of the two.

He said a few unimportant words, with a visible effort to preserve hifi

customary ease of manner. But his voice was not to be steadied, and the

restless uneasiness in his eyes was not to be concealed. He must have

felt this himself; for he stopped in the middle of a sentence, and gave up

even the attempt to hide his embarrassment any longer.

There was just one moment of dead silence before Laura addressed him.

"I wish to speak to you, Sir Percival," she said, " on a subject that is

very important to us both. My sister is here, because her presence helps

me, and gives me confidence. She has not suggested one word of what I

am going to say : I speak from my own thoughts, not from hers. ]

am sure you will be kind enough to understand that, before I go any

farther?'

Sir Percival bowed. She had proceeded thus far, with perfect outward

tranquillity, and perfect propriety of manner. She looked at him, and he

looked at her. They seemed, at the outset at least, resolved to understand

one another plainly.

" I have heard from Marian," she went on, " that I have only to claim

my release from our engagement, to obtain that release from you. It was

forbearing and generous on your part, Sir Percival, to send me such a

message. It is only doing you justice to say that I am grateful for the

offer ; and I hope and believe that it is only doing myself justice to tell

you that I decline to accept it."

His attentive face relaxed a little. But I saw one of his feet, softly,

quietly, incessantly beating on the carpet under the table ; and I felt that

he was secretly .as anxious as ever.

" I have not forgotten," she said, " that you asked my father's permis-

sion before you honoured me with a proposal of marriage. Perhaps, you

have not forgotten, either, what I said when I consented to our engage-

ment ? I ventured to tell you that my father's influence and advice had

mainly decided me to give you my promise. I was guided by my father,

because I had always found him the truest of all advisers, the best and

fondest of all protectors and friends. I have lost him now ; I have only

hifl memory to love ; but my faith in that dear dead friend has never beeD
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shaken. I believe, at this moment, as truly as I ever believed, that he

knew what was best, and that his hopes and wishes ought to be my hopes

*nd wishes too."

Her voice trembled, for the first time. Her restless fingers stole their

way into my lap, and held fast by one of my hands. There was another

moment of silence ; and then Sir Percival spoke.

" May I ask," he said, "if I have ever proved myself unworthy of tho

trust, which it has been hitherto my greatest honour and greatest happiness

to possess ?"

" I have found nothing in your conduct to blame," she answered. " You
have always treated me with the same delicacy and the same forbearance.

Fou have deserved my trust ; and, what is of far more importance in my
estimation, ycu have deserved my father's trust, out of which mine grew.

You have given me no excuse, even if I had wanted to find one, for asking

to be released from my pledge. "What I have said so far, has been spoken

with the wish to acknowledge my whole obligation to you. My regard for

that obligation, my regard for my father's memory, and my regard for my
own promise, all forbid me to set the example, on my side, of withdrawing

from our present position. The breaking of our engagement must be

entirely your wish and your act, Sir Percival—not mine."

The uneasy beating of his foot suddenly stopped ; and he leaned forward

eagerly across the table.

u My act ?" he said. " What reason can there be, on my side, for with-

drawing ?"

I heard her breath quickening ; I felt her hand growing cold. In spite of

what she had said to me, when we were alone, I began to be afraid of her.

I was wrong.

" A reason that it is very hard to tell you," she answered. " There is a

change in me, Sir Percival—a change which is serious enough to justify

you, to yourself and to me, in breaking off our engagement."

His face turned so pale again, that even his lips lost their colour. He
raised the arm which lay on the table ; turned a little away in his chair

;

and supported his head on his hand, so that his profile only was presented

to us.

" What change ?" he asked. The tone in which he put the question

Jui'red on me—there was something painfully suppressed in it.

She sighed heavily, and leaned towards me a little, so as to rest her

shoulder against mine. I felt her trembling, and tried to spare her by

speaking myself. She stopped me by a warning pressure of her hand, and

then addressed Sir Percival once more ; but, this time, without looking at

him.
" I have heard," she said, " and I believe it, that the fondest and trues*

of all affections is the affection which a woman ought to bear to her husband
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V^hen our engagement began, that affection was mine to give, if 1 could,

Mid yours to win, if you could. Will you pardon me, and spare me, fjh

Percival, if I acknowledge that it is not so any longer ?"

A few team gathered in her eyes, and dropped over her cheeks slowly, as

she paused and waited for his answer. He did not utter a word. At tba

becinnin" of her reply, he had moved the hand on which his head rested,

so°that it hid nis face. I saw nothing but the upper part of his figure at

the table. Not a muscle of him moved. The fingers of the hand which

supported his head were dented deep in his hair. They might have ex-

pressed hidden anger, or hidden grief—it was hard to say which—there

was no significant trembling in them. There was nothing, absolutely

nothinc to tell the secret of his thoughts at that moment—the moment

which was the crisis of his life and the crisis of hers.

I was determined to make him declare himself, for Laura's sake.

" Sir Percival !" I interposed, sharply, " have you nothing to say, when

my sister has said so much ? More, in my opinion," I added, my unlucky

temper getting the better of me, " than any man alive, in your position,

has a right to hear from her."

That last rash sentence opened a way for him by which to escape ms ii

he chose ; and he instantly took advantage of it.

" Pardon me, Miss Halcombe," he said, still keeping his hand over hia

face
—"pardon me, if I remind you that I have claimed no such right."

The few plain words which would have brought him back to the point

from which he had wandered, were just on my lips, when Laura checked

rne by speaking again.

" I hope I have not made my painful acknowledgment in vain," she coe-

tinued. " I hope it has secured me your entire confidence in what I have

still to say ?"

" Pray be assured of it." He made that brief reply, warmly ; dropping

his hand on the table, while he spoke, and turning towards us again.

Whatever outward change had passed over him, wa3 gone now. His face

was eager and expectant—it expressed nothing but the most intense anxiety

to hear her next words.

" I wish you to understand that I have not spoken from any selfish

motive," she said. " If you leave me, Sir Percival, after what you havo

just heard, you do not leave me to marry another man—you only allow mo
to remain a single woman for the rest of my life. My fault towards you
has begun and ended in my own thoughts. It can never go any farther.

No word has passed " She hesitated, in doubt about the expression

she should use next; hesitated, in a momentary confusion which it was

very sad and very painful to see. " No word has passed," she patiently

and resolutely resumed, "between myself and the person to whom 1 am
now referring for the first and last time in your presence, ot my fteiiugp
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towards him, or of his feelings towards me—no word ever can pat©—
neither he nor I are likely, in this world, to meet again. I earnestly beg

you to spare me from saying any more, and to believe me, on my word, id

what I have just told you. It is the truth, Sir Percival—the truth which

I think my promised husband has a claim to hear, at any sacrifice of my
own feelings. I trust to his generosity to pardon me, and to his honour to

keep my secret."

" Both those trusts are sacred to me," he said, " and both shall be

sacredly kept."

After answering in those terms, he paused, and looked at her, as if he

was waiting to hear more.

"I have said all I wish to say," she added, quietly—"I have said more

than enough to justify you in withdrawing from your engagement."

" You have said more than enough," he answered, " to make it the

dearest object of my like to keep the engagement." With those words he

rose from his chair, and advanced a few steps towards the place where she

was sitting.

She started violently, and a faint cry of surprise escaped her. Every

word she had spoken had innocently betrayed her purity and truth to a

man who thoroughly understood the priceless value of a pure and truo

woman. Her own noble conduct had been the hidden enemy, throughout,

of all the hopes she had trusted to it. I had dreaded this from the first.

I would have prevented it, if she had allowed me the smallest chance of

doing so. I even waited and watched, now, when the harm was done, for

a word from Sir Percival that would give me the opportunity of putting

him in the wrong.
" You have left it to me, Miss Fairlie, to resign you," he continued. " 1

am not heartless enough to resign a woman who has just shown herself to

be the noblest of her sex."

He spoke with such warmth and feeling, with such passionate enthusiasm

and yet with such perfect delicacy, that she raised her head, flushed up a

little, and looked at him with sudden animation and spirit.

" No !" she said, firmly. " The most wretched of her sex, if she must
give herself in marriage when she cannot give her love."

" May she not give it in the future," he asked, " if the one object of hei

husband's life is to deserve it ?"

"Never!" she answered. "If you still persist in maintaining our

engagement, I may be your true and faithful wife, Sir Percival—your
loving wife, if I know my own heart, never !"

She looked so irresistibly beautiful as she said those brave word3 that no
man alive could have steeled his heart against her. I tried hard to feel

that Sir Percival was to blame, and to say so but my womanhood would
pity him, in spite of myself.
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M I gratefully accept your faith and truth," he said. "The least that

you can offer is more to me than the utmost that I could hope for from any

other woman in the world."'

Her left hand still held mine ; hut her right hand hung listlessly at her

side. He raised it gently to his lips—touched it with them, rather than

kissed it—bowed to me—and then, with perfect delicacy and discretion,

silently quitted the room.

She neither moved, ncr said a word, when he was gone—she sat by me.

cold and stdl, with her eyes fixed on the ground. I saw it was hopeless

ind useless to speak ; and I only put my ami round her, and held her to

me in silence. We remained together so, for what seemed a long and

weary time—so long and so weary, that I grew uneasy and spoke to her

joftly, in the hope of producing a change.

The sound of my voice seemed to startle her into consciousness. She

suddenly drew herself away from me, and rose to her feet.

"I must submit, Marian, as well as I can," she said. " My new life has

its hard duties ; and one of them begins to-day."

As she spoke, she went to a side-table near the window, on which her

sketching materials were placed ; gathered them together carefully ; and

put them in a drawer of her cabinet. She locked the drawer, and brought

the key to me.

"I must part from everything that reminds me of him," she said.

"Keep the key wherever you please—I shall never want it again."

Before I could say a word, she had turned away to her bookcase, and

had taken from it the album that contained Walter Hartright's drawings.

She hesitated for a moment, holding the little volume fondly in her hands

—then lifted it to her lips and kissed it.

" Oh, Laura ! Laura !" I said, net angrily, not reprovingly—with nothing

but sorrow in my voice, and nothing but sorrow in my heart.

" It is the last time, Marian," she pleaded. " I am bidding it good-by

for ever."

She laid the book on the table, and drew out the comb that fastened her

hair. It fell, in its matchless beauty, over her back and shoulders, and

dropped round her, far below her waist. She separated one long, thin lock

from the rest, cut it off, and pinned it carefully, in the form of a circle, on

the first blank page of the album. The moment it was fastened, she closed

the volume hurriedly, and placed it in my hands.

"You write to him, and he writes to you," she said. "While I am
alive, if he asks after me, always teli him I am well, and never say I

am unhappy. Don't distress him, Marian—for my sake, don't distress

him. If I die first, promise you will give him this little book of his

drawings, with my hair in it. There can be no harm, when I am gone,

in telling him that I put it there with my own hands. And say—eh,
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Marian, say for me, then, what I can never say for myself—say i tovsd

him!"

She flung her arms round my neck, and whispered the last words in my
ear with a passionate delight in uttering them which it almost broke ny
heart to hear. All the long restraint she had imposed on herself, gave, way

in that first last outburst of tenderness She broke from me with hysteri-

cal vehemence, and threw herself on the sofa, in a paroxysm of sobs am)

tears that shook her from head to foot.

1 tried vainly to soothe her and reason with her ; she was past being

soothed, and past being reasoned with. It was the sad, sudden end for us

two, of this memorable day. When the fit had worn itself out, she was

too exhausted to speak. She slumbered towards the afternoon ; and I put

away the book of drawings so that she might not see it when she woke,

My face was calm, whatever my heart might be, when she opened her eyee

again and looked at me. We said no more to each other about the dis-

tressing interview of the morning. Sir Percival's name was not mentioned.

Walter Hartrigh't was not alluded to again by either of us for the remainder

of the day.

10th.—Finding that she was composed and like herself, this morning, 1

returned to the painful subject of yesterday, for the sole purpose of implor-

ing her to let me speak to Sir Percival and Mr. Fairlie, more plainly and

strongly than she could speak to either of them herself, about this lament-

able marriage. She interposed, gently but firmly, in the middle of my
remonstrances.

" I left yesterday to decide," she said ;
" and yesterday lias decided. It

is too late to go back."

Sir Percival spoke to me this afternoon, about what had passed in Laura'a

room. He assured me that the unparalleled trust she had placed in him

had awakened such an answering conviction of her innocence and integrity

in his mind, that he was guiltless of having felt even a moment's unworthy
jealousy, either at the time when he was in her presence, or afterwards

when he had withdrawn from it. Deeply as he lamented the unfortunate

attachment which had hindered the progress he might otherwise have
made in her esteem and regard, he firmly believed that it had remained
unacknowledged in the past, and that it would remain, under all changes
of circumstance which it was possible to contemplate, unacknowledged in

the future. This was his absolute conviction ; and the strongest proof he

eould give of it was the assurance, which he now offered, that he felt nc
curiosity to know whether the attachment was of recent date or not or

who had been the object jf it. His implicit confidence in Miss Fairlie

made him satisfied with what she had thought fit to say to him, and ha

was honestly innocent of the slightest feeling of anxiety to hear taore.
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He waited, after saying those words, and looked at me. I was so oon-

Bsious of my unreasonable prejudice against him—so conscious of an un-

worthy suspicion, that he might he speculating en my impulsively answer-

ing the very questions which he had just described himself as resolved not

to ask—that I evaded all reference to this part of the subject With some-

thing like a feeling of confusion on my own part. At the same time, 1

was resolved not to lose even the smallest opportunity of trying to plead

Laura's cause ; and I told him boldly that I regretted his generosity had

not carried him one step farther, and induced him to withdraw from the

engagement altogether.

Here, again, he disarmed me by not attempting to defend himself. He
would merely beg me to remember the difference there was between his

allowing Miss Fairlie to give him up, which was a matter of submission

only, and his forcing himself to give up Miss Fairlie, which was, in other

words, asking him. to be the suicide of his own hopes. Her conduct of the

day before had so strengthened the unchangeable love and admiration ol

two long years, that all active contention against those feelings, on his part,

was henceforth entirely out of his power. I must think him weak, selfish,

unfeeling towards the very woman whom he idolised, and he must bow to

my opinion as resignedly as he could ; only putting it to me, at the same

time, whether her future as a single woman, pining under an unhappily

placed attachment which she could never acknowledge, could be said to

promise her a much brighter prospect than her future as the wife of a man
who worshipped the very ground she walked on ? In the last case there

was hope from time, however slight it might be—in the first case, on hei

own showing, there was no hope at all.

I answered him—more because my tongue is a woman's, and must
answer, than because I had anything convincing to say. It was only too

plain that the course Laura had adopted the day before, had offered him
the advantage if he chose to take it—and that he had chosen to take it. I

felt this at the time, and I feel it just as strongly now, while I write these

lines, in my own room. The one hope left, is that his motives really

spring, as he says they do, from the irresistible strength, of his attachment

to Laura.

Before I close my diary for to-night, I must record that I wrote to-

day in poor Hartright's interests, to two of my mother's old friends in

London— both men of influence and position. If they can do any-

thing for him, I am quite sure they will. Except Laura, I never was

more anxious about any one than I am now about Walter. All that

has happened since he left us has only increased my strong regard and

sympathy for him. I hope I am doing right in trying to help him to

employment abroad—I hope, most earnestly and anxiously, that it will

find well.
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11th.-—Sir Percival had an interview with Mr. Fairlie; and I was seat

for to join them.

I found Mr. Fairlie greatly relieved at the prospect of the "family

worry " (as he was pleased to describe his niece's marriage) being settled

at last. So far, I did not feel called on to say anything to him about my
own opinion ; but when he proceeded, in his most aggravatingly languid

manner, to suggest that the time for the marriage had better be settled

next, in accordance with Sir Percival's wishes, I enjoyed the satisfaction of

assailing Mr. Fairlie's nerves with as strong a protest against hurrying

Laura's decision as I could put into words. Sir Percival immediately

assured me that he felt the force of my objection, and begged me to believe

that the proposal had not been made in consequence of any interference on

his part. Mr. Fairlie leaned back in his chair, closed his eyes, said we both

of us did honour to human nature, and then repeated his suggestion, at

coolly as if neither Sir Percival nor I had said a word in opposition to it.

It ended in my flatly declining to mention the subject to Laura, unless she

first approached it of her own accord. I left the room at once after making

that declaration. Sir Percival looked seriously embarrassed and distressed

Mr. Fairlie stretched out his lazy legs on his velvet footstool ; and said

:

" Dear Marian ! how I envy you your robust nervous system ! Don't bang

the door
!"

On going to Laura's room, I found that she had asked for me, and that

Mrs. Vesey had informed her that I was with Mr. Fairlie. She inquired

at once what I had been wanted for ; and I told her all that had passed,

without attempting to conceal the vexation and annoyance that I really

felt. Her answer surprised and distressed me inexpressibly ; it was the

very last reply that I should have expected her to make.

"My uncle is right," she said. "I have caused trouble and anxiety

enough to you, and to all about me. Let me cause no more, Marian

—

let

Sir Percival decide."

I remonstrated warmly : but nothing that I could say moved her.

" I am held to my engagement," she replied ;
" I have broken with my

old life. The evil day will not come the less surely because I put it off.

No, Marian ! once again, my uncle is right. I have caused trouble enough
and anxiety enough ; ana I will cause no more."

She used to be pliability itself ; but she was now inflexibly passive in

her resignation—I might almost say in her despair. Dearly as I love her,

I should have been less pained if she had been violently agitated • it waa
so shockingly unlike her natural character to see her as cold and insensible

as 1 saw her now.

12th.—Sir Percival put some questions to me, at breakfast, about Laurs,
which left me no choice but to tell him what she had said.
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While we were talking, she herself came down and joined us. She was

just as unnaturally composed in Sir Percival's presence as she had been in

mine. When breakfast was over, he had an opportunity of saying a few

words to her privately, in a recess of one of the windows. They were not

more than two or three minutes together ; and, on their separating, she

left the room with Mrs. Vesey, while Sir Percival came to me. He said

he had entreated her to favour him by maintaining her privilege of fixing

the time for the marriage at her own will and pleasure. In reply, she had

merely expressed her acknowledgments, and had desired him to mention

what his wishes were to Miss Halcombe.

I have no patience to write more. In this instance, as in every other, Sir

Percival has carried his point, with the utmost possible credit to himself,

in spite of everything that I can say or do. His wishes are now. what they

were, of course, when he first came here ; and Laura having resigned

herself to the one inevitable sacrifice of the marriage, remains as coldlj

hopeless and enduring as ever. In parting with the little occupations ana

relics that reminded her of Hartright, she seems to have parted with all hei

tenderness and all her impressibility. It is only three o'clock in the afternoois

while I write these lines, and Sir Percival has left us already, in the

happy hurry of a bridegroom, to prepare for the bride's reception at his

house in Hampshire. Unless some extraordinary event happens to prevent

it, they will be married exactly at the time when he wished to be

married—before the end of the year. My very fingers burn as I write it

!

13th.—A sleepless night, through uneasiness about Laura. Towards

the morning, I came to a resolution to try what change of scene would do

to rouse her. 'She cannot surely remain in her present torpor of insensi-

bility, if I take her away from Limmeridge and surround her with the

pleasant faces of old friends ? After some consideration, I decided on

writing to the Arnolds, in Yorkshire. They are simple, kind-hearted,

hospitable people ; and she has known them from her childhood. When I

had put the letter in the post-bag, I told her what 1 had done. It would

have been a relief to me if she had shown the spirit to resist and object.

But no—she only said, " I will go anywhere with you, Marian. I dare

Bay you are right—1 dare say the change will do me good."

14th.—I wrote to Mr. Gilmore, informing him that there was really a

prospect of this miserable marriage taking place, and also mentioning my
idea of trying what change of scene would do for Laura. I had no heart to

go into particulars. Time enough for them, when we get nearer to the end

of the year.

15tb.—Three letters fcr me. The first, from the Arnolds, full cA
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delight at the prospect of seeing Laura and me. The second, from one

of the gentlemen to whom I wrote on Walter Hartright's behalf, informing

me that he has been fortunate enough to find an opportunity of complying

with my request. The third, from Walter himself ; thanking me, poor

fellow, in the warmest terms, for giving him an opportunity of leaving his

home, his country, and his friends. A private expedition to make excava-

tions among the ruined cities of Central America is, it seems, about to sail

from Liverpool. The draughtsman who had been already appointed U:

accompany it, has lost heart, and withdrawn at the eleventh hour ; and

Walter is to fill his place. He is to be engaged for six months certain,

from the time of the landing in Honduras, and for a year afterwards, if the

excavations are successful, and if the funds hold out. His letter ends with

a promise to write me a farewell line, when they are all on board ship, and

when the pilot leaves them. I can only hope and pray earnestly that he

and I are both acting in this matter for the best. It seems such a serious

step for him to take, that the mere contemplation of it startles me.
And yet, in his unhappy position, how can I expect him, or wish him, to

remain at home ?

16th.—The carriage is at the door. Laura and I set out on our visit to

the Arnolds to-day.

Polesdean Lodge, Yorkshire.

23rd.—A week in these new scenes and among these kind-hearted

people has done her some good, though not so much as I had hoped. ]

have resolved to prolong our stay for another week at least.
*
It is useless

to go back to Limmeridge, till there is an absolute necessity for our
return.

24th.—Sad news by this morning's post. The expedition to Central
America sailed on the twenty-first. We have parted with a true ruan

;

we have lost a faithful friend. Walter Hartright has left England.

25th.—Sad news yesterday ; ominous news to-day. Sir Percival Glyde
has written to Mr. Fairlie ; and Mr. Fairlie has written to Laura and me,
to recall us to Limmeridge immediately.

What can this mean ? Has the day for the marriage been fixed in our
abssnoe

?
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II.

Limmeridge House,

Kovember 27th.—My forebodings are realized. The marriage is fixed foi

the twenty-second of Decemher.

The day after we left for Polesdean Lodge, Sir Percival wrote, it seems,

to Mr. Fairlie, to say that the necessary repairs and alterations in hi?

house in Hampshire would occupy a much longer time in completion than

he had originally anticipated. The proper estimates were to be submitted

to him as soon as possible ; and it would greatly facilitate his entering

into definite arrangements with the workpeople, if he could be informed of

the exact period at which the wedding ceremony might be expected to take

place. He could then make all his calculations in reference to time, besides

writing the necessary apologies to friends who had been engaged to visit

him that winter, and who could not, of course, be received when the house

was in the hands of the workmen.

To this letter Mr. Fairlie had replied by requesting Sir Percival himself

to suggest a day for the marriage, subject to Miss Fairlie's approval, which

her guardian willingly undertook to do his best to obtain. Sir Percival

wrote back by the next post, and proposed (in accordance with his own
views and wishes, from the first) the latter part of December—perhaps the

twenty-second, or twenty-fourth, or any other day that the lady and her

guardian might prefer. The lady not being at hand to speak for herself,

her guardian had decided, in her absence, on the earliest day mentioned

—

the twenty-second of December—and had written to recall us to Limmeridge

in consequence.

After explaining these particulars to me at a private interview yesterday,

Mr. Fairlie suggested, in his most amiable manner, that I should open the

necessary negociations to-day. Feeling that resistance was useless, unless

I could first obtain Laura's authority to make it, I consented to speak to

her, but declared, at the same time, that I would on no consideration under-

take to gain her consent to Sir Percival's wishes. Mr. Fairlie complimented

me on my " excellent conscience," much as he would have complimented

me, if we had been out walking, on my "excellent constitution," and

seemed perfectly satisfied, so far, with having simply shifted one more
family responsibility from his own shoulders to mine.

This morning, I spoke to Laura as I had promised. The composure—

I

may almost say, the insensibility—which she has so strangely and so

resolutely maintained ever since Sir Percival left us, was not proof against

the shock of the news I had to tell her. She turned pale, and trembled

violently.

" Not so soon I" she pleaded. " Oh, Marian, not so soon V
The slightest hint she could give was enough for me. I rose to leave

the room, wid fipht her battle for her at once with Mr. Fairlie.
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Just as my hand was on the door, she caught fast hold of my dress, and

stopped me.

"Let me go!" I said. "My tongue burns to tell your uncle that he

ind Sir Percival are not to have it all their own way."

She sighed bitterly, and still held my dress.

" No !" she said, faintly. " Too late, Marian, too late !"

"Not a minute too late," I retorted. "The question of time is om

question—and trust me, Laura, to take a woman's full advantage

of it."

I unclasped her hand from my gown while I spoke •, hut she slipped

both her arms round my waist at the same moment, and held me more

effectually than ever.

" It will only involve us in more trouble and more confusion," she said

" It will set you and my uncle at variance, and bring Sir Percival hero

again with fresh causes of complaint
"

" So much the better !" I cried out, passionately. " Who cares for hij

causes of complaint ? Are you to break your heart to set his mind at

ease ? No man under heaven deserves these sacrifices from us women.

Men ! They are the enemies of our innocence and our peace—they drag

us away from our parents' love and our sisters' friendship—they take us

body and soul to themselves, and fasten our helpless lives to theirs as they

chain up a dog to his kennel. And what does the best of them give us in

return ? Lst me go, Laura—I'm mad when 1 think of it
!"

The tears—miserable, weak, women's tears of vexation and rage—started

to my eyes. She smiled sadly ; and put her handkerchief over my face,

to hide for me the betrayal of my own weakness—the weakness of all

others which she knew that I most despised.

" Oh, Marian !" she said. "You crying ! Think what you would say to

me, if the places were changed, and if those tears were mine. All youi

love and courage and devotion will not alter what must happen, sooner or

later. Let my uncle have his way. Let us have no more troubles and

heart-burnings that any sacrifice of mine can prevent. Say you will live

with me, Marian, when I am married—and say no more."
But I did say more. I forced back the contemptible tears that were no

relief to me, and that only distressed her ; and reasoned and pleaded as

calmly as I could. It was of no avail. She made me twice repeat the

promise to live with her when she was married, and then suddenly asked

a question which turned my sorrow and my sympathy for her into a new
direction.

"While we were at Polesdean," she said, "you had a letter,

Marian
"

Her altered tone; the abrupt manner in which she looked away from

me, and hid her face on my shoulder
; the hesitation which silenced he!
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before she had completed her question, all told me, but too plainly, to

whom the half-expressed inquiry pointed.

" I thought, Laura, that you and I were never to refer to him again," I

Baid, gently.

" Ycu had a letter from him ?" she persisted.

" Yes," I replied, " if you must know it."

" Do you mean to write to him again ?"

I hesitated. I had been afraid to tell her of his absence from England,

or of the manner in which my exertions to serve his new hopes and

projects had connected me with his departure. What answer could I

make? He was gone where no letters could reach him for months,

perhaps for years, to come.
" Suppose I do mean to write to him again," I said, at last. " What

then, Laura ?"

Her cheek grew burning hot against my neck ; and her arms trembled

and tightened round me.
" Don't tell him about the twenty-second," she whispered. " Promise,

Marian—pray promise you will not even mention my name to him when
you write next."

I gave the promise. No words can say how sorrowfully I gave it.

She instantly took her arm from my waist, walked away to the window,

and stood looking out, with her back to me. After a moment she spoke

once more, but without turning round, without allowing me to catch the

smallest glimpse of her face.

" Are you going to my uncle's room ?" she asked. " Will you say that

[ consent to whatever arrangement he may think best ? Never mind
leaving me, Marian. I shall be better alone for a little while."

I went out. If, as soon as I got into the passage, I could have

transported Mr. Fairlie and Sir Percival Glyde to the uttermost ends of

the earth, by lifting one of my fingers, that finger would have been

raised without an instant's hesitation. For once my unhappy temper now
stood my friend. I should have broken down altogether and burst into a

violent fit of crying, if my tears had not been all burnt up in the heat of

my anger. As it was, I dashed into Mr. Fairlie's room—called to him
as harshly as possible, "Laura consents to the twenty-second"—and
dashed out again without waiting for a word of answer. I banged the

door after me ; and I hope I shattered Mr. Fairlie's nervous system for the

rest of the day.

28th.—This morning, I read poor Hartright's farewell letter over again

» doubt having crossed my mind since yesterday, whether I am acting

wisely in concealing the fact of his departure from Laura.

On reflection, I still think I am right. The allusions in his letter to
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the preparations made for the expedition to Central America, all show that

the leaders of it know it to be dangerous. If the discovery of this makco

me uneasy, what would it make her ? It is bad enough to feel that h.s

departure has deprived us of the friend of all others to whose devotion we

could trust, in the hour of need, if ever that hour comes and finds us

helpless. But it is far worse to know that he has gone from us to face tho

perils of a bad climate, a wild country, and a disturbed population

Surely it would be a cruel candour to tell Laura this, without a pressing

and a positive necessity for it ?

I almost doubt whether I ought not to go a step farther, and burn the

letter at once, for fear of its one day falling into wrong hands. It not only

refers to Laura in terms which ought to remain a secret for ever between

the writer and me ; but it reiterates his suspicion—so obstinate, so unac-

countable, and so alarming—that he has been secretly watched since he left

Limmeridge. He declares that he saw the faces of the two strange men, who

followed him about the streets of London, watching him among the crowd

which gathered at Liverpool to see the expedition embark ; and he posi-

tively asserts that he heard the name of Anne Catherick pronounced

behind him, as he got into the boat. His own words are, " These events

have a meaning, these events must lead to a result. The mystery of Anno

Catherick is not cleared up yet. She may never cross my path again ; but

if ever she crosses yours, make better use of the opportunity, Miss Hal-

combe, than I made of it. I speak on strong conviction ; I entreat you to

remember what I say." These are his own expressions. There is no

danger of my forgetting them—my memory is only too ready to dwell on

any words of Hartright's that refer to Anne Catherick. But there is danger

in my keeping the letter. The merest accident might place it at the mercj

of strangers. I may fall ill ; I may die. Better to burn it at once, and

have one anxiety the less.

It is burnt ! The ashes of his farewell letter—the last he may ever writ*

to me—lie in a few black fragments on the hearth. Is this the sad end to

all that sad story ? Oh, not the end—surely, surely not the end already

!

29th.—The preparations for the marriage have begun. The dressmaker

has come to receive her orders. Laura is perfectly impassive, perfectly care-

less about the question of all others in which a woman's personal interests

are most closely bound up. She has left it all to the dressmaker and to

me. If poor Hartright had been the baronet, and the husband of her

father's choice, how differently she would have behaved ! How anxious

and capricious she would have been ; and what a hard task the best of

dressmakers would have found it to please her !

30th.—We hear every day from Sir I'orcival. The last news is, that the
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alterations in his house will occupy from four to six months, before they

can be properly completed. If painters, paper-hangers, and upholsterers

could make happiness as well as splendour, I should be interested about

their proceedings in Laura's future home. As it is, the only part of Sir

Percival's last letter which does not leave me as it found me, perfectly in-

different to all his plans and projects, is the part which refers to the wed-

ding tour. He proposes, as Laura is delicate, and as the winter threatens

to be unusually severe, to take her to Kome, and to remain in Italy until

the early part of next summer. If this plan should not be approved, he is

equally ready, although he has no establishment of his own in town, to

spend the season in London, in the most suitable furnished house that can

be obtained for the purpose.

Putting myself and my own feelings entirely out of the question (which

it is my duty to do, and which I have done), I, for one, have no doubt 01

the propriety of adopting the first of these proposals. In either case, a

separation between Laura and me is inevitable. It will be a longer sepa-

ration, in the event of their going abroad, than it would be in the event of

their remaining in London—but we must set against this disadvantage, the

benefit to Laura on the other side, of passing the winter in a mild climate

and, more than that, the immense assistance in raising her spirits, and

reconciling her to her new existence, which the mere wonder and excite-

ment of travelling for the first time in her life in the most interesting

country in the world, must surely afford. She is not of a disposition to

find resources in the conventional gaieties and excitements of London.

They would only make the first oppression of this lamentable marriage

fall the heavier on her. I dread the beginning of her new life more than

words can tell ; but I see some hope for her if she travels— none if she

remains at home.

It is strange to look back at this latest entry in my journal, and to find

that I am writing of the marriage and the parting with Laura, as people

write of a settled thing. It seems so cold and so unfeeling to be looking at

the future already in this cruelly composed way. But what other way is

possible, now that the time is drawing so near ? Before another month is

over our heads, she will be his Laura instead of mine ! His Laura ! I am
as little able to realize the idea which those two words convey—my mind

feels almost as dulled and stunned by it—as if writing of her marriage were

like writing of her death.

December 1st.—A sad, sad day ; a day that I have no heart to describe

at any length. After weakly putting it off, last night, I was obliged to

speak, to her this morning of Sir Percival's proposal about the wedding

tour.

In the full conviction that I should be with her, wherever she went, the
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poor child—far a child she is still in many things—was almost happy at

the prospect of seeing the wonders of Florence and Eome and Naples. It

nearly broke my heart to dispel her delusion, and to bring her face to face

with the hard truth. I was obliged to tell her that no man tolerates a

rival—not even a woman rival—in his wife's affections, when he first

marries, whatever he may do afterwards. I was obliged to warn her, that

my chance of living with her permanently under her own roof, depended

entirely on my not arousing Sir Percival's jealousy and distrust by stand-

ing between them at the beginning of their marriage, in the position of tho

chosen depository of his wife's closest secrets. Drop by drop, I poured the

profaning bitterness of this world's wisdom into that pure heart and that

innocent mind, while every higher and better feeling within me recoiled

from my miserable task. It is over now. She has learnt her hard, her

inevitable lesson. The simple illusions of her girlhood are gone ; and my

hand has stripped them off. Better mine than his—that is all my conso-

lation—better mine than his.

So the first proposal is the proposal accepted. They are to go to Italy

,

and I am to arrange, with Sir Percival's permission, for meeting them and

staying with them, when they return to England. In other words, I am

to ask a personal favour, for the first time in my life, and to ask it of the

man of all others to whom I least desire to owe a serious obligation of any

kind. Well ! I think I could do even more than that, for Laura's sake.

2nd.—On looking back, I find myself always referring to Sir Percival in

disparaging terms. In the turn affairs have now taken, I must and will

root out my prejudice against him. I cannot think how it first got into

my mind. It certainly never existed in former times.

Is it Laura's reluctance to become his wife that has set me against hin. 1

Have Hartright's perfectly intelligible prejudices infected me without my

Buspecting their influence ? Does that letter of Anne Catherick'a still

leave a lurking distrust in my mind, in spite of Sir Percival's explanation!

and of the proof in my possession of the truth of it ? I cannot account fot

the state of my own feelings : the one thing I am certain of is, that it is

my duty—doubly my duty, now—not to wrong Sir Percival by unjustly

distrusting him. If it has got to be a habit with me always to write of him

in the same unfavourable manner; I must and will break myself of this un-

worthy tendency, even though the effort should force me to close the pagss

of my journal till the marriage is over ! I am seriously djgsatisfied with

myself—I will write no more to-day.

December 16th.—A whole fortnight has passed ; and I have net once

opened these pagss. 1 have been long enough away from my journal, to
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come baci to it, with a healthier and better mind, I hope, so far as Sir

Percival is concerned.

There is not much to record of the past two weeks. The dresses ara

almost all finished ; and the new travelling trunks have been sent here from

London. Poor dear Laura hardly leaves me for a moment, all day ; and,

last night, when neither of us could sleep, she came and crept into my bed

to talk to me there. "I shall lose you so soon, Marian," she said; "1

must make the most of you while I can."

Tney are to be married at Limmeridge Church ; and, thank Heaven,

not one of the neighbours is to be invited to the ceremony. The onlj

visitor will be our old friend, Mr. Arnold, who is to come from Polesdean,

to give Laura away ; her uncle being far too delicate to trust himself out-

side the door in such inclement weather as we now have. If I were not

determined, from this day forth, to see nothing but the bright side of oui

prospects, the melancholy absence of any male relative of Laura's, at the

most important moment of her life, would make me very gloomy and very

distrustful of the future. But I have done with gloom and distrust—that

is to say, I have done with writing about either the one or the other in

this journal.

Sir Percival is to arrive to-morrow. He offered, in case we wished to

treat him on terms of rigid etiquette, to write and ask our clergyman to

grant him the hospitality of the rectory, during the short period of hia

sojourn at Limmeridge, before the marriage. Under the circumstances,

neither Mr. Fairlie nor I thought it at all necessary for us to trouble ourselves

about attending to trifling forms and ceremonies. In our wild moorland

country, and in this great lonely house, we may well claim to be beyond

the reach of the trivial conventionalities which hamper people in other

places. I wrote to Sir Percival to thank him for his polite offer, and to

beg that he would occupy his old rooms, just as usual, at Limmeridge

House.

17th. He arrived to-day, looking, as I thought, a little worn and anxious,

but still talking and laughing like a man in the best possible spirits. He
brought with him some really beautiful presents, in jewelry, which Laura

received with her best grace, and, outwardly at least, with perfect self-

possession. The only sign I can detect of the struggle it must cost her to

preserve appearances at this trying time, expresses itself in a sudden un-

willingness, on her part, ever to be left alone. Instead of retreating to her

own room, as usual, she seems to dread going there. When I went up-

stairs to-day, after lunch, to put on my bonnet for a walk, she volunteered

to join me ; and, again, before dinner, she threw the door open between oui

two rooms, so that we might talk to each other while we were dressing.

•Keep me always doing something," she said; " keep me always in com
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pany -with somebody. Don't let me think—that is all I ask now, Marian

—don't let me think."

This sad change in her only increases her attractions for Sir Percival.

Tie interprets it, I can see, to his own advantage. There is a feverish flush

m her cheeks, a feverish brightness in her eyes, which he welcomes as the

return of her beauty and the recovery of her spirits. She talked to-day at

dinner with a gaiety and carelessness so false, so shockingly out of he\-

character, that I secretly longed to silence her and take her away. Sir

Percival's delight and surprise appeared to be beyond all expression. The
anxiety which I had noticed on his face when he arrived, totally dis-

appeared from it ; and he looked, even to my eyes, a good ten years younger

than he really is.

There can be no doubt—though some strange perversity prevents me
from seeing it myself—there can be no doubt that Laura's future husband

is a very handsome man. Kegular features form a personal advantage to

begin with—and he has them. Bright brown eyes, either in man or

woman, are a great attraction—and he has them. Even baldness, when it

is only baldness over the forehead (as in his case), is rather becoming, than

not, in a man, for it heightens the head -and adds to the intelligence of the

face. Grace and ease ofmovement ; untiring animation ofmanner ; ready,

pliant, conversational powers—all these are unquestionable merits, and all

these he certainly possesses. Surely Mr. Gilmore, ignorant as he is of

Laura's secret, was not to blame for feeling surprised that she should

repent of her marriage engagement ? Any one else in his place, would
have shared our good old friend's opinion. If I were asked, at this moment,
to say plainly what defects I have discovered in Sir Percival, I could only

point out two. One, his incessant restlessness and excitability—which

may be caused, naturally enough, by unusual energy of character. The

other, his short, sharp, ill-tempered manner of speaking to the servants—
which may be only a bad habit, after all. No : I cannot dispute it, and I

will not dispute it—Sir Percival is a very handsome and a very agreeahle

aian. There ! I have written it down, at last, and I am glad it's over.

18th.—Feeling weary and depressed, this morning, I left Laura with

Mrs. Vesey, and went out alone for one of my brisk mid-day walks, which

I have discontinued too much of late. I took the dry airy road, over the

moor, that leads to Todd's Corner. After having been out half an hour, I

was excessively surprised to see Sir Percival approaching me from the

direction of the farm. He was walking rapidly, swinging his stick ; his

head erect as usual, and his shooting jacket flying open in the wind. When
we met, he did not wait for me to ask any questions—he told me, at once,

that he had been to the farm to inquire if Mr. or Mrs. Todd had received

any tidings, since his last visit to Limmeridge, of Anne Oatherick.
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" Vou found, of course, tJiat they had heard nothing;?" I said.

" Nothing whatever," he replied. " I begin to be seriously afraid that

we have lost her. Do you happen to know," he continued, looking me in

the face very attentively, " if the artist—Mr. Hartright—is in a position to

#ive us any further information ?"

" He has neither heard of her, nor seen her, since he left Cumberland,"

I answered.

" Very sad," said Sir Percival, speaking like a man who was dis-

appointed, and yet, oddly enough, looking, at the same time, like a man
who was relieved. " It is impossible to say what misfortunes may not

have happened to the miserable creature. I am inexpressibly annoyed at

the failure of all my efforts to restore her to the care and protection which

ahe so urgently needs."

This time he really looked annoyed. I said a few sympathising words
,

and we then talked of other subjects, on our way back to the house.

Surely, my chance meeting with him on the moor has disclosed another

favourable trait in his character? Surely, it was singularly considerate

and unselfish of him to think of Anne Catherick on the eve of his marriage,

and to go all the way to Todd's Corner to make inquiries about her, when
he might have passed the time so much more agreeably in Laura's society ?

Considering that he can only have acted from motives of pure charity, his

conduct, under the circumstances, shows unusual good feeling, and deserves

extraordinary praise. Well ! I give him extraordinary praise—and there's

an end of it.

19th.—More discoveries in the inexhaustible mine of Sir Percival's

virtues.

To-day, I approached the subject of my proposed sojourn under his

wife's roof, when he brings her back to England. I had hardly dropped

my first hint in this direction, before he caught me warmly by the hand,

and said I had made the very offer to him, which he had been, on his side,

most anxious to make to me. I was the companion of all others whom he

most sincerely longed to secure for his wife ; and he begged me to believe

that I had conferred a lasting favour on him by making the proposal to

live with Laura after her marriage, exactly as I had always lived with her

before it.

When I had thanked him, in her name and mine, for his considerate

kindness to both of us, we passed next to the subject of his wedding tour,

and began to talk of the English society in Home to which Laura was to

be introduced. He ran over the names of several friends whom he ex-

acted to meet abroad this winter. They were all English, as well as I

win remember, with one exception. The one exception was Count Foaco.

Thf mention of the Count's name, and the discovery that he and his
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wife are likely to meet the bride and bridegroom on the continent, puts

Laura's marriage, for the first time, in a distinctly favourable light. It la

iikely to be the means of healing a family feud. Hitherto Madame Fosco

has chosen to forget her obligations as Laura's aunt, out of sheer spite

against the late Mr. Fairlie for his conduct in the affair of the legacy.

Now, however, she can persist in this course of conduct no longer. Sir

Percival and Count Fosco are old and fast friends, and their wives will

have no choice but to meet on civil terms. Madame Fosco, in her maiden

days, was one of the most impertinent women I ever met with—capricious,

exacting, and vain to the last degree of absurdity. If her husband has

succeeded in bringing her to her senses, he deserves the gratitude of every

member of the family—and he may have mine to begin with.

I am becoming anxious to know the Count. He is the most intimate

friend of Laura's husband ; and, in that capacity, he excites my strongest

interest. Neither Laura nor I have ever seen him. All I know of him is

that his accidental presence, years ago, on the steps of the Trinita del

Monte at Rome, assisted Sir Percival's escape from robbery and assassi-

nation, at the critical moment when he was wounded in the hand, and

might, the next instant, have been wounded in the heart. I remember

also that, at the time of the late Mr. Fairlie's absurd objections to hia

sister's marriage, the Count wrote him a very temperate and sensible letter

on the subject, which, I am ashamed to say, remained unanswered. This

is all I know of Sir Percival's friend. I wonder if he will ever come to

England ? I wonder if I shall like him ?

My pen is running away into mere speculation. Let me return to sobei

matter of fact. It is certain that Sir Percival's reception of my venture-

some proposal to live with his wife, was more than kind, it was almosl

affectionate. I am sure Laura's husband will have no reason to complain

of me, if I can only go on as I have begun. I have already declared him

to be handsome, agreeable, full of good feeling towards the unfortunate,

and full of affectionate kindness towards me. Pieally, I hardly know
myself again, in my new character of Sir Percival's warmest friend.

20th.—I hate Sir Percival ! I flatly deny his good looks. I consider

him to he eminently ill-tempered and disagreeable, and totally wanting in

kindness and good feeling. Last night, the cards for the married coupie

were sent home. Laura opened the packet, and saw her future name in

print, for the first time. Sir Percival looked over her shoulder familiarly

at the new card which had already transformed Miss Faivlie into Lady
Clyde—smiled with the most odious self-complacency—and whispered

something in her ear. I don't know what it was—Laura has refused te

tell me—but I saw her face turn to such a deadly whiteness that I thought

he "vpould have fainted. He took no notice of the change : he seemed to
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be barbarously unconscious that he had said anything to pain her. All my
old feelings of hostility towards him revived on the instant ; and all the

hours that have passed, since, have done nothing to dissipate them. I am
more unreasonable and more unjust than ever. In three words—how
glibly my pen writes them !—in three words, I hate him.

21sfc,—Have the anxieties of this anxious time shaken me a little, at

last ? I have been writing, for the last few days, in a tone of levity

which, Heaven knows, is far enough from my heart, and which it has

rather shocked me to discover on looking back at the entries in my
journal.

Perhaps I may have caught the feverish excitement of Laura's spirits,

for the last week. If so, the fit has already passed away from me, and has

left me in a very strange state of mind. A persistent idea has been forcing

itself on my attention, ever since iast night, that something will yet happen

to prevent the marriage. What has produced this singular fancy ? Is it

the indirect result of my apprehensions for Laura's future? Or has it

been unconsciously suggested to me by the increasing restlessness and

irritability which I have certainly observed in Sir Percival's manner as the

wedding-day draws nearer and nearer ? Impossible to say. I know that

I have the idea—surely the wildest idea, under the circumstances, that ever

entered a woman's head ?—but try as I may, I cannot trace it back to its

source.

This last day has been all confusion and wretchedness. How can I

write about it ?—and yet, I must write. Anything is better than brooding

over my own gloomy thoughts.

Kind Mrs. Vesey, whom we have all too much overlooked and forgotten

of late, innocently caused us a sad morning to begin with. She has been,

for months past, secretly making a warm Shetland shawl for her dear

pupil—a most beautiful and surprising piece of work to be done by a

woman at her age and with her habits. The gift was presented this

morning ; and poor warm-hearted Laura completely broke down when

the shawl was put proudly on her shoulders by the loving old friend

and guardian of her motherless childhood. I was hardly allowed time

to quiet them both, or even to dry my own eyes, when I was sent for

by Mr. Fairlie, to be favoured with a long recital of his arrangements for

the preservation of his own tranquillity on the wedding-day.
" Dear Laura " was to receive his present—a shabby ring, with her

affectionate uncle's hair for an ornament, instead of a precious stone, and

with a heartless French inscription, inside, about congenial sentiments and

eternal friendship—" dear Laura " was to receive this tender tribute from

my hands immediately, so that she might have plenty of time to recover

from the agitation produced by the gift, before she appeared in Mr. Fairlie's
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presence. " Dear Laura " was to pay him a little visit that evening, and

to be kind enough not to make a scene " Dear Laura" was to pay him
another little visit in her wedding dress, the next morning, and to be

kind enough, again, not to make a scene. " Dear Laura " was to look in

once more, for the third time, before going away, but without harrowing

his feelings by saying when she was going away, and without tears
—" in

the name of pity, in the name of everything, dear Marian, that is most

affectionate and most domestic and most delightfully and charmingly self-

composed, without tears .'" I was so exasperated by this miserable selfish

trifling, at such a time, that I should certainly have shocked Mr. Fairlie

by some of the hardest and rudest truths he has ever heard in his life, if

the arrival of Mr. Arnold from Polesdean had not called me away to new
duties down stairs.

The rest of the day is indescribable. I believe no one in the house

really knew how it passed. The confusion of small events, all huddled

together one on the other, bewildered everybody. There were dresses sent

home, that had been forgotten ; there were trunks to be packed and

unpacked and packed again ; there were presents from friends far and near,

friends high and low. We were all needlessly hurried ; all nervously

expectant of the morrow. Sir Percival, especially, was too restless, now,

to remain five minutes together in the same place. That short, sharp

cough of his troubled him more than ever. He was in and out of

doors all day long : and he seemed to grow so inquisitive, on a sudden,

mat he questioned the very strangers who came on small errands to the

house. Add to all this, the one perpetual thought, in Laura's mind and

mine, that we were to part the next day, and the haunting dread, unex-
pressed by either of us, and yet ever present to both, that this deplorable

marriage might prove to be the one fatal error of her life and the one hopeless

sorrow of mine. For the first time ^n all the years of our close and happy
intercourse we almost avoided looking each other in the face; and we
refrained, by common consent, from speaking together in private, through
the whole evening. I can dwell on it no longer. Whatever future sorrows

may be in store for me, I shall always look back on this twenty-first of

December as the most comfortless and most miserable day of my life.

I am writing these lines in the solitude of my own room, long after

midnight ; having just come back from a stolen look at Laura in her

pretty little white bed—the bed she has occupied since the days of her
girlhood.

There she lay, unconscious that I was looking at her—quiet, more quiet

than I had dared to hope, but not sleeping. The glimmer of the night-

light showed me that her eyes were only partially closed : the traces of

tears glistened between her eyelids. My little keepsake—only a brooch

—

lay on the table at her bedside, with her prayer-book, and the miniatuw
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portrait of her father which she takes with her wherever she goes. I

waited a moment, looking at her from behind her pillow, as she lay-

beneath me, with one arm and hand resting on the white coverlid, so still,

io quietly breathing, that the frill on her night-dress never moved—

I

waited, looking at her, as I have seen her thousands of times, as I shall

never see her again—and then stole hack to my room. My own love

!

with all your wealth, and all your beauty, how friendless you are ! The

one man who would give his heart's life to serve you, is far away, tossing,

this stormy night, on the awful sea. Who else is left to you ? No father,

no brother—no living creature but the helpless, useless woman who writes

these sad lines, and watches by you for the morning, in sorrow that she

cannot compose, in doubt that she cannot conquer. Oh, what a trust is to

be placed in that man's hands to-morrow ! If ever he forgets it ; if ever ho

injures a hair of her head !

The Twenty-second of December. Seven o'clock. A wild unsettled

morning. She has just risen—better and calmer, now that the time has

come, than she was yesterday.

Ten o'clock. She is dressed. We have kissed each other ; we have

promised each other not to lose courage. I am away for a moment in my
own room. In the whirl and confusion of my thoughts, I can detect that

strange fancy of some hindrance happening to stop the marriage, still

hanging about my mind. Is it hanging about his mind, too ? I see him

from the window, moving hither and thither uneasily among the carriages

at the door.—How can I write such folly ! The marriage is a certainty

In less than half an hour we start for the church.

Eleven o'clock. It is all over. They are married.

Three o'clock. They are gene ! I am blind with crying—I can write no

• • • * "

[ The First Epoch of the Story cloeea here.\
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THE SECOND EPOOE

2%e Story continued by Marian Halcombe.

1.

• * * » »

Blackwater Park, Hampshire.

June 11th, 1850.—Six months to look back on—six long, lonely months,

since Laura and I last saw each other !

How many days have I still to wait? Only onel To-morrow, the

twelfth, the travellers return to England. I can hardly realize my own
happiness ; I can hardly believe that the next four-and-twenty hours will

complete the last day of separation between Laura and me.

She and her husband have been in Italy all the winter, and afterwards

in the Tyrol. Tbey come back, accompanied by Count Fosco and his wife,

who propose to settle somewhere in the neighbourhood of London, and who
have engaged to stay at Blackwater Park for the trammer months before

deciding on a place of residence. So long as Laura returns, no matter who
returns with her. Sir Percival may fill the house from floor to ceiling, if

he likes, on condition that his wife and I inhabit it together.

Meanwhile, here I am, established at Blackwater Park ;
" the ancient and

interesting seat " (as the county history obligingly informs me) " of Sir

Percival Glyde, Bart."—and the future abiding-place (as I may now venturo

to add on my account) of plain Marian Halcombe, spinster, now settled in

a snug little sitting-room, with a cup of tea by her side, and all her earthly

possessions ranged round her in three boxes and a bag.

I left Limmeridge yesterday ; having received Laura's delightful letter

from Paris, the day before. I had been previously uncertain whether I

was to meet them in London, or in Hampshire ; but this last letter informed

me, that Sir Percival proposed to land at Southampton, and to travel

straight on to his country-house. He has spent so much money abroad,

that ho has none left to defray the expenses of living in London, for the
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remainder of the season ; and he is economically resolved to pass the

summer and autumn quietly at Blackwater. Laura has had more than

enough of excitement and change of scene ; and is pleased at the prospect of

country tranquillity and retirement which her husband's prudence provides

for her. As for me, I am ready to be happy anywhere in her society.

"We are all, therefore, well contented in our various ways, to begin

with.

Last night, I slept in London, and was delayed there so long, to-day, by

various calls and commissions, that I did not reach Blackwater, this evening,

till after dusk.

Judging by my vague impressions of the place, thus far, it is the exact

opposite of Limmeridge.

The house is situated on a dead flat, and seems to be shut in—almost

suffocated, to my north-country notions, by trees. I have seen nobody,

but the man-servant who opened the door to me, and the housekeeper, a

very civil person who showed me the way to my own room, and got me
my tea. I have a nice little boudoir and bedroom, at the end of a long

passage on the first floor. The servants and some of the spare rooms are

on the second floor ; and all the living rooms are on the ground floor. I

have not seen one of them yet, and I know nothing about the house, except

that one wing of it is said to be five hundred years old, that it had a moat

round it once, and that it gets its name of Blackwater from a lake in the

park.

Eleven o'clock has just struck, in a ghostly and solemn manner, from a

turret over the centre of the house, which I saw when I came in. A large

dog has been woke, apparently by the sound of the bell, and is howling

and yawning drearily, somewhere round a corner. I hear echoing footsteps

in the passages below, and the iron thumping of bolts and bars at the house

d'wr. The servants are evidently going to bed. Shall I follow their

example ?

No : I am not half sleepy enough. Sleepy, did I say ? I feel as if 1

should never close my eyes again. The bare anticipation of seeing that

dear face and hearing that well-known voice to-morrow, keeps me in a

perpetual fever of excitement. If I only had the privileges of a man, 1

would order out Sir Percival's best horse instantly, and tear away on a

night-gallop, eastward, to meet the rising sun—a long, hard, heavy, cease-

less gallop of hours and hours, like the famous highwayman's ride to York

Being, however, nothing but a woman, condemned to patience, propriety,

And petticoats, for life, I must respect the housekeeper's opinions, and try

to compose myself in some feeble and feminine way.

Beading is out of the question—I can't fix my attention on books. Let

me try if I can write myself into sleepiness and fatigue. My journal ha*

been very much neglected of late. What can I recall—standing, as I new
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do, on the threshold cf a new life—of persons and events, of chances and

changes, during the past six months—the long, weary, empty interval

since Laura's wedding-day ?

Walter Hartright is uppermost in my memory ; and he passes first in the

shadowy procession of my absent friends. I received a few lines from him,

after the landing of the expedition in Honduras, written more cheerfully

and hopefully than he has written yet. A month or six weeks later, I saw

an extract from an American newspaper, describing the departure of the

adventurers on their inland journey. They were last seen entering a wild

primeval forest, each man with his rifle on his shoulder and his baggage at

his hack. Since that time, civilization has lost all trace of them. Not a

line more have I received from Walter ; not a fragment of news from the

expedition has appeared in any of the public journals.

The same dense, disheartening obscurity hangs over the fate and fortune*

of Anne (Jatherick, and her companion, Mrs. Clements. Nothing whatever

has been heard of. either of them. Whether they are in the country or out

of it, whether they are living or dead, no one knows. Even Sir Percival's

solicitor has lost all hope, and has ordered the useless search after the

fugitives to be finally given up.

Our good old friend Mr. Gilmore has met with a sad check in his active

professional career. Early in the spring, we were alarmed by hearing that

he had been found insensible at his desk, and that the seizure was pro-

nounced to be an apoplectic fit. He had been long complaining of fulness

and oppression in the head ; and his doctor bad warned him of the con-

sequences that would follow his persistency in continuing to work, early

and late, as if he was still a young man. The result now is that he has

been positively ordered to keep out of his office for a year to come, at least,

and to seek repose of body and relief of mind by altogether changing his

usual mode of life. The business is left, accordingly, to be carried on by

his partner ; and he is, himself, at this moment, away in Germany, visiting

some relations who are settled there in mercantile pursuits. Thus, another

true friend, and trustworthy adviser, is lost to us—lost, I earnestly hope

ani trust, for a time only.

Poor Mrs. Vesey travelled with me, as far as London. It was impossible

to abandon her to solitude at Limmeridge, after Laura and I had both left

the house ; and we have arranged that she is to live with an unmarried

younger sister of hers, who keeps a school at Clapham. She is to come here

this autumn to visit her pupil—I might almost say her adopted child. 1

saw the good old lady safe to her destination ; and left her in the care of

her relative, quietly happy at the prospect of seeing Laura again, in a few

months' time.

As for Mr. Fairlie, I believe I am guilty of no injustice if I describe him
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riB being unutterably relieved by having tbe house clear of us women. The

Idea of his missing his niece is simply preposterous—he used to let months

pass, in the old times, without attempting to see her—and, in my case and

Mrs. Vesey's, I take leave to consider his telling us both that he was halt

heart-broken at our departure, to be equivalent to a confession that be was

secretly rejoiced to get rid of us. His last caprice has led him to keep two

photographers incessantly employed in producing sun-pictures of all the

treasures and curiosities in his possession. One complete copy of the

collection of the photographs is to be presented to the Mechanics' Institution

of Carlisle, mounted on the finest cardboard, with ostentatious red-letter

inscriptions underneath. " Madonna and Child, by Eaphael. In the pos-

session of Frederick Fairlie, Esquire." " Copper coin of the period of

Tiglath Pileser. In the possession of Frederick Fairlie, Esquire." " Unique

Rembrandt etching. Known all over Europe, as The Smudge, from a

printer's blot in the corner which exists in no other copy. Valued at three

hundred guineas. In the possession of Frederick Fairlie, Esq." Dozens

of photographs of this sort, and all inscribed in this manner, were completed

before I left Cumberland ; and hundreds more remain to be done. With
this new interest to occupy him, Mr. Fairlie will be a happy man for

months and months to come ; and the two unfortunate photographers will

uhare> the social martyrdom which he has hitherto inflicted on his valet

alone.

So much for the persons and events which hold the foremost place in my
memory. What, next, of the one person who holds the foremost place in

my heart ? Laura has been present to my thoughts all the while I have

been writing these lines. What can I recall of her, during the past sis

months, before I close my journal for the night ?

I have only her letters to guide me ; and, on the most important of all

the questions which our correspondence can discuss, every one of those

letters leaves me in the dark.

Does he treat her kindly ? Is she happier now than she was when I

parted with her on the wedding-day ? All my letters have contained these

two inquiries, put more or less directly, now in one form, and now in

another ; and all, on that point only, have remained without reply, or have

been answered as if my questions merely related to the state of her health.

She informs me, over and over again, that she is perfectly well ; that

travelling agrees with her ; that she is getting through the winter, for the

first time in her life, without catching cold—but not a word can I find any-

where which tells me plainly that she is reconciled to her marriage, and

that she can now look back to the twenty-second of December without any

bitter feelings of repentance and regret. The name of her husband is only

mentioned in her letters, as she might mention the name of a friend who

was travelling with them, and who had undertaken to make all the arrange-
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menta for the journey. " Sir Percival " has settled that we leave on such a

day ;
" Sir Perch al " has decided that we travel by such a road. Some-

times she writes, "Percival" only, but very seldom—in nine cases out of

ten, she gives him his title.

I cannot find that his habits and opinions have changed and coloured

hers in any single particular. The usual moral transformation which is

insensibly wrought in a young, fresh, sensitive woman by her marriage,

seems never to have taken place in Laura. She writes of her own thoughts

and impressions, amid all the wonders she has seen, exactly as she might

have written to some one else, if I had been travelling with her instead of

her husband. I see no betrayal anywhere, of sympathy of any kind exist-

ing between them. Even when she wanders from the subject of her travels,

and occupies herself with the prospects that await her in England, hei

speculations are busied with her future as my sister, and persistently

neglect to notice her future as Sir Percival's wife. In all this, there is no

under-tone of complaint, to warn me that she is absolutely unhappy in her

married life. The impression I have derived from our correspondence

does not, thank God, lead me to any such distressing conclusion as that,

I only see a sad torpor, an unchangeable indifference, when I turn my
mind from her in the old character of a sister, and look at her, through

the medium of her letters, in the new character of a wife. In other words,

it is always Laura Fairlie who has been writing to me for the last six

months, and never Lady Glyde.

The strange silence which she maintains on the subject of her husband's

character and conduct, she preserves with almost equal resolution in the

few references which her later letters contain to the name of her husband's

bosom friend, Count Fosco.

For some unexplained reason, the Count and his wife appear to hare

changed their plans abruptly, at the end of last autumn, and to have gone

to Vienna, instead of going to Eome, at which latter place Sir Percival had

expected to find them when he left England. They only quitted Vienna

in the spring, and travelled as far as the Tyrol to meet the bride and

bridegroom on their homeward journey. Laura writes readily enough

about the meeting with Madame Fosco, and assures me that she has found

her aunt so much changed for the better—so much quieter and so much
more sensible as a wife than she was as a single woman—that I shall

hardly know her again when I see her here. But, on the subject of Count

Fosco (who interests me infinitely more than his wife), Laura is pro-

Tokingly circumspect and silent. She only says that he puzzles her, and

that she will not tell me what her impicssion of him is, until I have seen

aim, and formed my own opinion first.

This, to my mind, looks ill for the Count. Laura has preserved, fat

tnoie perfectly than most people do in later life, the child's subtle faculty of
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Knowing a friend by instinct ; and, if I am right in assuming that her first

Impression of Count Fosco has not been favourable, I, for one, am in

some danger of doubting and distrusting that illustrious foreigner before

I have so much as set eyes on him. But, patience, patience ; this un-

certainty, and many uncertainties more, cannot last much longer. To-

morrow will see all my doubts in a fair way of being cleared up, sooner or

later.

Twelve o'clock has struck ; and I have just come back to close these

pages, after looking out at my open window

.

It is a still, sultry, moonless night. The stars are dull and few. The
trees that shut out the view on all sides, look dimly black and solid in the

distance, like a great wall of rock. I hear the croaking of frogs, faint and

far off ; and the echoes of the great clock hum in the airless calm, long

after the strokes have ceased. I wonder how Blackwater Park will look in

the daytime ? I don't altogether like it by night.

12th.—A day of investigations and discoveries—a more interesting day,

for many reasons, than I had ventured to anticipate.

I began my sight-seeing, of course, with the house.

The main body of the building is of the time of 'that highly overrated

woman, Queen Elizabeth. On the ground floor, there are two hugely long

galleries, with low ceilings, lying parallel with each other, and rendered

additionally dark and dismal by hideous family portraits—every one 0/

which I should like to burn. The rooms on the floor above the two

galleries, are kept in tolerable repair, but are very seldom used. The civil

housekeeper, who acted as my guide, offered to show me over them ; but

considerately added that she feared I should find them rather out of order.

My respect for the integrity of my own petticoats and stockings, infinitely

exceeds my respect for all the Elizabethan bedrooms in the kingdom ; so 1

positively declined exploring the upper r egions of dust and dirt- at the risk

of soiling my nice clean clothes. The housekeeper said, " I am quite of

your opinion, miss ;" and appeared to think me the most sensible woman
she had met with for a long time past.

So much, then, for the main building. Two wings are added, at either

end of it. The half-ruined wing on the left (as you approach the house)

was once a place of residence standing by itself, and was built in the

fourteenth century. One of Sir Percival's maternal ancestors—I don't

remember, and don't care, which—tacked on the main building, at right

angles to it, in the aforesaid Queen Elizabeth's time. The housekeeper

told me that the architecture of " the ©Id wing," both outside and inside,

was considered remarkably fine by good judges. On further investigation,

I discovered that good judges could only exercise their abilities on Sir Per-

cival's piece of antiquity by previously dismissing from their minds all fear
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of damp, darkness, and rats. Under these circumstances, I unhesita inglj

acknowledged myself to be no judge at all ; and suggested that we should

treat " the old wing " precisely as we had previously treated the Elizabethan

bedrooms. Once more, the housekeeper said, " I am quite of yom
opinion, miss ;" and once more she looked at me, with undisguised admira-

tion of my extraordinary common sense.

We went, next, to the wing on the right, which was built, by way of

completing the wonderful architectural jumble at Blackwater Park, in the

time of George the Second.

This is the habitable part of the house, which has been repaired and

redecorated, inside, on Laura's account. My two rooms, and all the good

bedrooms besides, are on the first floor; and the basement contains a

drawing-room, a dining-room, a morning-room, a library, and a pretty

little boudoir for Laura—all very nicely ornamented in the bright modern

way, and all very elegantly furnished with the delightful modern luxuries

None of the rooms are anything like so large and airy as our rooms at

Limmeridge; but they all look pleasant to live in. I was terribly

afraid, from what I had heard of Blackwater Park, of fatiguing antique

chairs, and dismal stained glass, and musty, frouzy hangings, and all the

barbarous lumber which people born without a sense of comfort accumulate

about them, in defiance of the consideration due to the convenience of

their friends. It is an inexpressible relief to find that the nineteenth

century has invaded this strange future home of mine, and has swept the

dirty " good old times" out of the way of our daily life.

1 dawdled away the morning—part of the time in the rooms down
stairs ; and part, out of doors, in the great square which is formed by the

three sides of the house, and by the lofty iron railings and gates which
protect it in front. A large circular fishpond, with stone sides, and an

allegorical leaden monster in the middle, occupies the centre of the square.

The pond itself is full of gold and silver fish, and is encircled by a broad

belt of the softest turf I ever walked on. I loitered here, on the shady
side, pleasantly enough, till luncheon time ; and, after that, took my broad

straw hat, and wandered out alone, in the warm lovely sunlight, to explore

the grounds.

Daylight confirmed the impression which I had felt the night before, of

there being too many trees at Blackwater. The house is stifled by them.
They are, for the most part, young, and planted far too thickly. I suspect

there must have been a ruinous cutting down of timber, all over the

estate, before Sir Percival's time, and an angry anxiety, on the part of lh«

next possessor, to fill up all the gaps as thickly and rapidly as possible,

After looking about me, in front of the house, I observed a flower-garden
on my left hand, and walked towards it, to see what I could discover in

that direction.
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On a nearer view, the garden proved to be small and poor and ill-kept.

. left it behind me, opened a little gate in a ring fence, and found myself

n a plantation of fir-trees.

A pretty, winding path, artificially made, led me on among the trees
;

md my north-country experience soon informed me that I was approaching

sandy heathy ground. After a walk of more than half a mile, I should

;hink, among the firs, the path took a sharp turn ; the trees abruptly

jeased to appear on either side of me; and I found myself standing sud-

ienly on the margin of a vast open space, and looking down at the Black-

svater lake from which the house takes its name.

The ground, shelving away below me, was all sand, with a few little

heathy hillocks to break the monotony of it in certain places. The laka

itself had evidently once flowed to the spot on which I stood, and had

been gradually wasted and dried up to less than a third of its former size.

I saw its still, stagnant waters, a quarter of a mile away from me in the

hollow, separated into pools and ponds, by twining reeds and rushes, and

little knolls of earth. On the farther bank from me, the trees rose thickly

again, and shut out the view, and cast their black shadows on the sluggish,

shallow water. As I walked down to the lake, I saw that the ground on

its farther side was damp and marshy, overgrown with rank grass and

dismal willows. The water, which was clear enough on the open sandy

side, where the sun shone, looked black and poisonous opposite to me,

where it lay deeper under the shade of the spongy banks, and the rank

overhanging thickets and tangled trees. The frogs were croaking, and the

rats were slipping in and out of the shadowy water, like live shadow s

themselves, as I got nearer to the marshy side of the lake. I saw here,

lying half in and half out of the water, the rotten wreck of an old over-

turned boat, with a sickly spot of sunlight glimmering through a gap in

the trees on its dry surface, and a snake basking in the midst of the spot,

fantastically coiled, and treacherously still. Far and near, the view sug-

gested the same dreary impressions of solitude and decay ; and the glorious

brightness of the summer sky overhead, seemed only to deepen and harden

the gloom and barrenness of the wilderness on which it shone, i turned

and retraced my steps to the high, heathy ground ; directing them a little

aside from my former path, towards a shabby old wooden shed, which

stood on the outer skirt of the fir plantation, and which had hitherto been

too unimportant to share my notice with the wide, wild prospect of the

lake.

On approaching the shed, I found that it had once been a boat-house,

and that an attempt had apparently been made to convert it afterwards

into a sort of rude arbour, by placing inside it a firwood seat, a few stools,

and a table. I entered the place, and sat down for a little while, to rest

and get my breath again.
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I had not been, in the boat-house more than a minute, when it struck

me that the sound of my own quick breathing was very strangely echood

bj something beneath me. I listened intently for a moment, and heard a

.ow, thick, sobbing breath that seemed to come from the ground under

the seat which I was occupying. My nerves are not easily shaken by

trifles ; but, on this occasion, I started to my feet in a fright—called out

—

received no answer—summoned back my recreant courage—and looked

under the seat.

There, crouched up in the farthest corner, lay the forlorn cause of my
terror, in the shape of a poor little dog—a black and white spaniel. The

creature moaned feebly when I looked at it and called to it, but never

stirred. I moved away the seat and looked closer. The poor little dog's

«yes were glazing fast, and there were spots of blood on its glossy white

side. The misery of a weak, helpless, dumb creature is surely one of the

saddest of all the mournful sights which this world can show. I lifted

the poor dog in my arms as gently as I could, and contrived a sort of

make-shift hammock for him to lie in, by gathering up the front of my
dress all round him. In this way, I took the creature, as painlessly as

possible, and as fast as possible, back to the house.

Finding no one in the hall, I went up at once to my own sitting-room,

made a bed for the dog with one of my old shawls, and rang the bell. The

largest and fattest of all possible housemaids answered it, in a state of

cheerful stupidity which would have provoked the patience of a saint.

The girl's fat, shapeless face actually stretched into a broad grin, at the

sight of the wounded creature on the floor.

" What do you see there to laugh at ?" I asked, as angrily as if she had

been a servant of my own. " Do you know whose dog it is ?"

" No, miss, that I certainly don't." She stopped, and looked down at

the spaniel's injured side—brightened suddenly with the irradiation of a

new idea—and, pointing to the wound with a chuckle of satisfaction, said,

" That's Baxter's domgs, that is."

I was so exasperated that I could have boxed her ears. " Baxter ?" I

said. " Who is the brute you call Baxter ?"

The gill grinned again, more cheerfully than ever. " Bless you, miss

!

Baxter's the keeper ; and when he finds strange dogs hunting about, ha

takes and shoots 'em. It's keeper's dooty, miss. I think that dog will

die. Here's where he's been shot, ain't it ? That's Baxter's doings, that

is. Baxter's doings, miss, and Baxter's dooty."

I was almost wicked enough to wish that Baxter had shot the house-

maid instead of the dog. Seeing that it was quite useless to expect this

densely impenetrable personage to give me any help in relieving the

suffering creature at our feet, I told her to request the housekeeper's

.iteidanca with ray compliments. She went out exactly as she had come
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in, grinning from ear to ear. As the door closed on her, she said tc

herself, softly, "It's Baxter's doings and Baxter's dooty—that's what

St is."

The housekeeper, a person of some education and intelligence, thought-

fully brought up-stairs with her some milk and some warm water.

The instant she saw the dog on the floor, she started and changed colour.

"Why, Lord bless me," cried the housekeeper, "that must be Mrs
Catherick's dog 1"

" Whose ?" I asked, in the utmost astonishment.

"Mrs. Catherick's. You seem to know Mrs. Catherick, Mies Hal-

combe ?"

' Not personally. But I have heard of her. Does she live here ? Hap

she had any news of her daughter ?"

" No, Miss Halcombe. She came here to ask for news."

"When?"
"Only yesterday. She said, some one had reported that a strangei

answering to the description of her daughter had been seen in our neigh-

bourhood. No such report has reached us here ; and no such report was

known in the village, when I sent to make inquiries there on Mrs.

Catherick's account. She certainly brought this poor little dog with her

when she came ; and I saw it trot out after her when she went away. I

suppose the creature strayed into the plantations, and got shot. Where
did you find it, Miss Halcombe ?"

" In the old shed that looks out on the lake."

" Ah, yes, that is the plantation side, and the poor thing dragged itself,

I suppose, to the nearest shelter, as dogs will, to die. If you can moisten

its lips with the milk, Miss Halcombe, I will wash the clotted hair from

the wound. I am very much afraid it is too late to do any good. However
we can but try."

Mrs. Catherick ! The name still rang in my ears, as if the housekeeper

had only that moment surprised me by uttering it. While we were

attending to the dog, the words of Walter Hartright's caution to me
returned to my memory. "If ever Anne Catherick crosses your path,

make better use of the opportunity, Miss Halcombe, than I made of it."

The finding of the wounded spaniel had led me already to the discovery of

Mrs. Catherick's visit to Blackwater Park ; and that event might lead, in

its turn, to something more. I determined to make the most of the

chance which was now offered to me, and to gain as much information as 1

nould.

" Did you say that Mrs. Catherick lived anywhere in this neighbour-

hood?" I asked.

" Oh, dear, no," said the housekeeper. " She lives at Wehningham

quite at the other end of the county—five-and-twenty miles off at leaHi."
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" 1 suppose you have known Mrs. Catherick for some years ?"

" On the contrary, Miss Halcombe : I never saw her before she came
here, yesterday. I had heard of her, of course, because I had heard of Sii

Percival's kindness in putting her daughter under medical care. Mrs.

Catherick is rather a strange person in her manners, but extremely

respectable-looking. She seemed sorely put out, when she found that

there was no foundation—none, at least, that any of us could discover—for

the report of her daughter having been seen in this neighbourhood."

"I am rather interested about Mrs. Catherick," I went on, continuing

the conversation as long as possible. " I wish I had arrived here soon

enough to see her yesterday. Did she stay for any length of time ?"

" Yes," said the housekeeper, " she stayed for some time. And I think

she would have remained longer, if I had not been called away to speak to

a strange gentleman-—a gentleman who came to ask when Sir Percival

was expected back. Mrs. Catherick got up and left at once, when she

heard the maid tell me what the visitor's errand was. She said to me, at

parting, that there was no need to tell Sir Percival of her coming here. 1

thought that rather an odd remark to make, especially to a person in my
responsible situation."

I thought it an odd remark, too. Sir Percival had certainly led me to

believe, at Limmeridge, that the most perfect confidence existed between

himself and Mrs. Catherick. If that was the case, why should she be

anxious to have her visit at Blackwater Park kept a secret from him ?

" Probably," I said, seeing that the housekeeper expected me to give my
opinion on Mi's. Catherick's parting words; "probably, she thought the

announcement of her visit might vex Sir Percival to no purpose, by remind-

ing him that her lost daughter was not found yet. Did she talk much on

that subject ?"

" Very little," replied the housekeeper. " She talked principally of Sir

Percival, and asked a great many questions about where he had been travel-

ling, and what sort of lady his new wife was. She seemed to be more soured

and put out than distressed, by failing to find any traces of her daughter

in these parts. ' I give her up,' were the last words she said that I can

remember ;
' I give her up, ma'am, for lost.' And from that, she passed at

once to her questions about Lady Glyde ; wanting to know if she was a

handsome, amiable lady, comely and healthy and young Ah, dear ! 1

thought how it would end. Look, Miss Halcombe ! the poor thing is out

of its misery at last
!"

The dog was dead. It had given a faint, sobbing cry, it had suffered an

instant's convulsion of the limbs, just as those last words, " comely and

healthy and young," dropped from the housekeeper's lips. The change had

happened with startling suddenness—in one moment tht "feature lay life-

Ices under our hands.
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Eight o'clock, i have just returned from dining down stairs, in solitary

gittie. The sunset is burning redly on the wilderness of trees that 1 see

from my window ; and I am poring over my journal again, to calm my
impatience for the return of the travellers. They ought to have arrived,

by my calculations, before this. How still and lonely the house is in the

drowsy evening quiet ! Oh, me ! how many minutes more before I hear

the carriage wheels and run down stairs to find myself in Laura's arms ?

The poor little dog! I wish my first day at Blackwater Park had

pot been associated with death—though it is only the death of a stray

animal.

Welmingham—I see, on looking back through these private pages ot

mine, that Welmingham is the name of the place where Mrs. Catherick

lives. Her note is still in my possession, the note in answer tc -hat letter

about her unhappy daughter which Sir Percival obliged me to write. One
of these days, when I can find a safe opportunity, I will take the note with

me by way of introduction, and try what I can make of Mrs. Catherick at

a personal interview. I don't understand her wishing to conceal her visit

to this place from Sir Percival's knowledge ; and I don't feel half so sure,

as the housekeeper seems to do, that her daughter Anne is not in the

neighbourhood, after all. What would Walter Hartright have said in this

emergency ? Poor, dear Hartright ! I am beginning to feel the want of

his honest advice and his willing help, already.

Surely, I heard something. Was it a bustle of footsteps below stairs

Yes ! I hear the horses' feet ; I hear the rolling wheels

—

II.

June 15th—The confusion of their arrival has had time to subside. Two
days have elapsed since the return of the travellers ; and that interval has

sufficed to put the new machinery of our lives at Blackwater Park in fair

working order. I may now return to my journal, with some little chance

of being able to continue the entries in it as collectedly as usual.

I think I must begin by putting down an odd remark, which has sug-

gested itself to me since Laura came back.

When two members of a family, or two intimate friends, are separated,

and one goes abroad and one remains at home, the return of the relative or

friend who has been travelling, always seems to place the relative or friend

who has been staying at home at a painful disadvantage, when the two
first meet. The sudden encounter of the new thoughts and new habits

eagerly gained in the one case, with the old thoughts and old habits

passively preserved in the other, seems, at first, to part the sympathies of

the most loving relatives and the fondest friends, and to set a sudden

.strangeness, unexpected by both and uncontrollable by both, between t,hetn

on either side. After the first happiness of my meeting with Laura wiig

M
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over, after we had sat down together, hand in hand, to recover breath

enough and calmness enough to talk, I felt this strangeness instantly, and

1 could see that she felt it too. It has partially worn away, now that we
have fallen back into most of our old habits ; and it will probably disappear

before long. But it has certainly had an influence over the first impres-

sions that I have formed of her, now that we are living together again—for

which reason only I have thought fit to mention it here.

She has found me unaltered ; but I have found her changed.

Changed in person, and, in one respect, changed in character. I cannot

absolutely say that she is less beautiful than she used to be : I can only

say that she is less beautiful to me.

Others, who do not look at her with my eyes and my recollections, would

probably think her improved. There is more colour, and more decision

and roundness of outline in her face than there used to be ; and her figure

seems more firmly set, and more sure and easy in all its movements than

it was in her maiden days. But I miss something when I look at her

—

something that once belonged to the happy, innocent life of Laura Fairlie,

and that I cannot find in Lady Glyde. There was, in the old times, a

freshness, a softness, an ever-varying and yet ever-remaining tenderness of

beauty in her face, the charm of which it is not possible to express in words

—or, as poor Hartright used often to say, in painting, either. This is gone.

I thought I saw the faint reflexion of it, for a moment, when she turned pale

under the agitation of our sudden meeting, on the evening of her return
;

but it has never reappeared since. None of her letters had prepared me
for a personal change in her. On the contrary, they had led me to expect

that her marriage had left her, in appearance at least, quite unaltered.

Perhaps, I read her letters wrongly, in the past, and am now reading her

face wrongly, in the present ? No matter ! Whether her beauty has

gained, or whether it has lost, in the last six months, the separation, either

way, has made her own dear self more precious to me than ever—and that

is one good result of her marriage, at any rate !

The second change, the change that I have observed in her character,

has not surprised me, because I was prepared for it, in this case, by the

tone of her letters. Now that she is at home again, I find her just as

unwilling to enter into any details on the subject of her married life, as I

had previously found her, all through the time of our separation, when we

could only communicate with each other by writing. At the first approach

I made to the forbidden topic, she put her hand on my lips, with a look

and gesture which tonchingly, almost painfully, recalled to my memory
the days of her girlhood and the happy bygone time when there were no

secrets between us.

" Whenever you and I are together Marian," she said, " we shall both be

hapyier and easier with one another, if we accept my married life fcr what
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!t is, and say and think as little about it as possible. I would tell yon

everything, darling, about myself," she went on, nervously buckling and

unbuckling the ribbon round my waist, " if my confidences could only end

there. But they could not—they would lead me into confidences about

ray husband, too ; and, now I am married, I think I had better avoid

them, for his sake, and for your sake, and for mine. I don't say that they

would distress you, or distress me—I wouldn't huve you think that for the

world. But— I want to be so happy, now I have got you back again
;

and I want you to be so happy too " She broke off abruptly, and

looked round the room, my own sitting-room, in which we were talking.

" Ah !" she cried, clapping her hands with a bright smile of recognition,

" another old friend found already ! Your bookcase, Marian—your dear-

little- shabby-old-satin-wood bookcase—how glad I am you brought it

with you from Limmeridge I And the horrid, heavy, man's umbrella, that

you always would walk out with when it rained ! And, first and foremost

of all, your own dear, dark, clever, gipsy-face, looking at me just as usual

!

It is so like home again to be here. How can we make it more like home
still ? I will put my father's portrait in your room instead of in mine

—

and I will keep all my little treasures from Limmeridge here—and we will

pass hours and hours every day with these four friendly walls round us*

Oh, Marian !" she said, suddenly seating herself on a footstool at my knees.

and looking up earnestly in my face, " promise you will never marry, and

leave me. It is selfish to say so, but you are so much better off as a

single woman—unless—unless you are very fond of your husband— but

you won't be very fond of anybody but me, will you ?" She stopped again
;

crossed my hands on my lap; and laid her face on them. "Have you
been writing many letters, and receiving many letters, lately ?" she asked,

in low, suddenly-altered tones. I understood what the question meant

;

but I thought it my duty not to encourage her by meeting her half way.

"Have you heard from him?" she went on, coaxing me to forgive the

more direct appeal on which she now ventured, by kissing my hands, upon
which her face still rested. " Is he well and happy, and getting on in his

profession ? Has he recovered himself—and forgotten me ?"

She should not have asked those questions. She should have remem-
bered her own resolution, on the morning when Sir Percival held her tc

her marriage engagement, and when she resigned the book of Hartright's

drawings into my hands for ever. But, ah me ! where is the faultless

human creature who can persevere in a good resolution, without some-

times failing and falling back? Where is the woman who has ever really

torn from her heart the image that has been once fixed in it by a true

love ? Books tell us that such unearthly creatures have existed—but what
does our own experience say in answer to books ?

I made no attempt to remonstrate with her : perhaps, because I sincerely
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appreciated the fearless candour which let me see, what otL er women in

her position might have had reasons for concealing even from their dearest

friends—perhaps, because I felt, in my own heart and conscience, that, in

her place I should have asked the same questions and had the same

thoughts. All I could honestly do was to reply that I had not written to

him or heard from him lately, and then to turn the conversation to less

dangerous topics.

There has been much to sadden me in our interview—my first confi-

dential interview with her since her return. The change which her mar-

riage has produced in our relations towards each other, by placing a forbidden

Bubject between us, for the first time in our lives ; the melancholy convic-

tion of the dearth of all warmth of feeling, of all close sympathy, between her

husband and herself, which her own unwilling words now force on my
mind ; the distressing discovery that the influence of that ill-fated attach-

ment still remains (no matter how innocently, how harmlessly) rooted as

deeply as ever in her heart—all these are disclosures to sadden any woman
who loves her as dearly, and feels for her as acutely, as 1 do.

There is only one consolation to set against them—a consolation that

ought to comfort me, and that does comfort me. All the graces and

gentlenesses of her character ; all the frank affection of her nature ; all the

sweet, simple, womanly charms which used to make her the darling and

Aelight of every one who approached her, have come back to me with her-

self. Of my other impressions I am sometimes a little inclined to doubt.

Of this last, best, happiest of all impressions, I grow more and more

certain, every hour in the day.

Let me turn, now, from her to her travelling companions. Her husband

must engage my attention first. What have I observed in Sir Percival,

Eince his return, to improve my opinion of him ?

1 can hardly say. Small vexations and annoyances seem to have beset

him since he came back : and no man, under those circumstances, is ever

presented at his best. He looks, as I think, thinner than he was when he

left England. His wearisome cough and his comfortless restlessness have

certainly increased. His manner—at least, his manner towards me—is

much more abrupt than it used to be. He greeted me, on the evening of

his return, with little or nothing of the ceremony and civility of former

times—no polite speeches of welcome—no appearance of extraordinary

gratification at seeing me—nothing but a short shake of the hand, and a

sharp " How-d'ye-do, Miss Halcombe— glad to see you again." He seemed

to accept me as one of the necessary fixtures of Blackwater Park ; to be

satisfied at finding me established in my proper place ; and then to pass

cue over altogether.

Most men show something of their dispositions in their own houses,

which they have concealed elsewhere
; and Sir Percival has already dis-
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plflypd a mania for order and regularity, which is quite a new revelation of

liim, so far as my previous knowledge of his character is concerned. If I

take a book from the library and leave it on the table, he follows me, and

puts it back again. If I rise from a chair, and let it remain where I have

been sitting, he carefully restores it to its proper place against the wall.

He picks up stray flower-blossoms from the carpet, and mutters to himself

as discontentedly as if they were hot cinders burning holes in it ; and he

storms at the servants, if there is a crease in the tablecloth, or a knife

missing from its place at the dinner-table, as fiercely as if they had per-

sonally insulted him.

I have already referred to the small annoyances which appear to have

troubled him since his return. Much of the alteration for the worse which

I have noticed in him, may be due to these. I try to persuade myself that

it is so, because I am anxious not to be disheartened already about the

future. It is certainly trying to any man's temper to be met by a vexa-

tion the moment he sets foot in his own house again, after a long absence
;

and this annoying circumstance did really happen to Sir Percival in my
presence.

On the evening of their arrival, the housekeeper followed me iuto the

hall to receive her master and mistress and their guests. The instant he

saw her, Sir Percival asked if any one had called lately. The housekeeper

mentioned to him, in reply, what she had previously mentioned to me, the

visit of the strange gentleman to make inquiries about the time of her

master's return. He asked immediately for the gentleman's name. No
name had been left. The gentleman's business ? No business had been

mentioned. What was the gentleman like? The housekeeper tried to

describe him ; but failed to distinguish the nameless visitor by any personal

peculiarity which her master could recognize. Sir Percival frowned,

stamped angrily on the floor, and walked on into the house, taking no

notice of anybody. Why he should have been so discomposed by a trifle I

cannot say—but he was seriously discomposed, beyond all doubt.

Upon the whole, it will be best, perhaps, if I abstain from forming a

decisive opinion of his manners, language, and conduct in his own house,

until time has enabled him to shake off the anxieties, whatever they may
be, which now evidently trouble his mind in secret. I will turn over to a

new page ; and my pen shall let Laura's husband alone for the present.

The two guests—the Count and Countess Fosco—come next in my cata-

logue. I will dispose of the Countess first, so as to have done with the

woman as soon as possible.

Laura was certainly not chargeable with any exaggeration, in writing me
word that I should hardly recognise her aunt again, when we met. Never

before have I beheld such a change produced in a woman by her marria^

as has been produced in Madame Fosco.
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As Eleanor. Fairlie (aged seven-and-thirty), she was always talking pre-

tentious nonsense, and always worrying the unfortunate men with every

Binall exaction which a vain and foolish woman can impose on long-suffer-

ing male humanity. As Madame Fosco (aged three-and-forty), she sits

for hours together without saying a word, frozen up in the strangest

manner in herself. The hideously ridiculous love-locks which used to

hang on either side of her face, are now replaced by stiff little rows of very

short curls, of the sort that one sees in old-fashioned wigs. A plain,

matronly cap covers her head, and makes her look, for the first time in her

life, since I remember her, like a decent woman. Nobody (putting hei

husband out of the question, of course) now sees in her, what everybody

once saw—I mean the structure of the female skeleton, in the uppei

regions of the collar-bones and the shoulder-blades. Clad in quiet black 01

gray gowns, made high round the throat—dresses that she would have

laughed at, or screamed at, as the whim of the moment inclined her, in her

maiden days—she sits speechless in corners ; her dry white hands (so dry

that the pores of her skin look chalky) incessantly engaged, either in

monotonous embroidery work, or in rolling up endless little cigarettes for

the Count's own particular smoking. On the few occasions when her cold

blue eyes are off her work, they are generally turned on her husband, with

the look of mute submissive inquiry which we are all familiar with in the

eyes of a faithful dog. The only approach to an inward thaw which I have

yet detected under her outer covering of icy constraint, has betrayed itself,

once or twice, in the form of a suppressed tigerish jealousy of any woman
in the house (the maids included) to whom the Count speaks, or on whom
he looks with anything approaching to special interest or attention. Ex-
cept in this one particular, she is always, morning, noon, and night, in-

doors and out, fair weather or foul, as cold as a statue, and as impenetrable

as the stone out of which it is cut. For the common purposes of society

the extraordinary change thus produced in her, is, beyond all doubt, a

change for the better, seeing that it has transformed her into a civil, silent,

unobtrusive woman, who is never in the way. How far she is really re-

formed or deteriorated in her secret self, is another question. I have once

or twice seen sudden changes of expression on her pinched lips, and heard

sudden inflexions of tone in her calm voice, which have led me to suspect

that her present state of suppression may have sealed up something
dangerous in her nature, which used to evaporate harmlessly in the freedom
of her former life. It is quite possible that I may be altogether wrong in this

idea. My own impression, however, is, that I am right. Time will show.
And the magician who has wrought this wonderful transformation—the

foreign husband who has tamed this once wayward Englishwoman till her

own relations hardly know her again—the Count himself? WJiat of ths

Count ">
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This, in two words : He looks like a man who could tame anythin*. If

p.b had married a tigress, instead of a woman, lie would have tamed the

Ijgress. If he had married me, I should have made his cigarettes as his

wife does—I should have held my tongue when he looked at me, as she

holds hers.

I am almost afraid to confess it, even to these secret pages. The man
has interested me, has attracted me, has forced me to like him. In two
short days, he has made his way straight into my favourable estimation—
and how he has worked the miracle, is more than I can tell.

It absolutely startles me, now he is in my mind, to find how plainly I

gee him !—how much more plainly than I see Sir Percival, or Mr. Fairlie,

or Walter Hartright, or any other absent person of whom I think, with the

jne exception of Laura herself! I can hear his voice, as if he was speaking

at this moment. I know what hi", conversation was yesterday, as well as

if I was hearing it now. How r in I to describe him ? There are pecu-

liarities in his personal appearance, h :

s habits, and his amusements, which I

should blame in the boldest terms, cv ridicule in the most merciless man-
ner, if I had seen them in another man. What is it that makes me unable

to blame them, or to ridicule them in him ?

For example, he is immensely fat. Before this time, I have always

especially disliked corpulent humanity. I have always maintained that

the popular notion of connecting excessive grossness of size and excessive

good-humour as inseparable allies, was equivalent to declaring, either that

no people but amiable people ever get fat, or that the accidental addition

of so many pounds of flesh has a directly favourable influence over the dis-

position of the person on whose body they accumulate. I have invariably

combated both these absurd assertions by quoting examples of fat people

who were as mean, vicious, and cruel, as the leanest and the worst of their

neighbours. I have asked whether Henry the Eighth was an amiable

character ? whether Pope Alexander the Sixth was a good man ? Whether
Mr. Murderer and Mrs. Murderess Manning were not both unusually stout

people ? Whether hired nurses, proverbially as cruel a set of women as

are to be found in all England, were not, for the most part, also as fat a set

of women as are to be found in all England ?—and so on, through dozens

of other examples, modern and ancient, native and foreign, high and
low. Holding these strong opinions on the subject with might and main
as I do at this moment, here, nevertheless, is Count Fosco, as fat as

Henry the Eighth himself, established in my favour, at one day's notice,

without let or hindrance from his own odious corpulence. Marvellous

indeed

!

Is it his face that has recommended him ?

It may be his face. He is a most remarkable likeness, on a large scale,

of the Great Napoleon. His features have Napoleon's magnificent regu
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tarity : his expression recalls the grandly calm, immovable power of the

Great Soldier's face. This striking resemblance certainly impressed me, to

begin with ; but there is something in him besides the resemblance, which

has impressed me more. I think the influence I am now trying to find, is

in his eyes. They are the most unfathomable gray eyes I ever saw : and

they have at times a cold, clear, beautiful, irresistible glitter in them,

which forces me to look at him, and yet causes me sensations, when I do

look, which I would rather not feel. Other parts of his face and head have

their strange peculiarities. His complexion, for instance, has a singulai

sallow-fairness, so much at variance with the dark-brown colour of his hair,

that I suspect the hair of being a wig ; and his face, closely shaven all

over, is smoother and freer from all marks and wrinkles than mine, though

(according to Sir Percival's account of him) he is close on sixty years of

age. But these are not the prominent personal characteristics which dis-

tinguish him, to my mind, from all the other men I have ever seen. The

marked peculiarity which singles him out from the rank and file of hu-

manity, lies entirely, so far as I can tell at present, in the extraordinary

expression arid extraordinary power of his eyes.

His manner, and his command of our language, may also have assisted

him, in some degree, to establish himself in my good opinion. He has that

quiet deference, that look of pleased, attentive interest, in listening to a

woman, and that secret gentleness in his voice, in speaking to a woman,
which, say what we may, we can none of us resist. Here, too, his unusual

command of the English language necessarily helps him. I had often

heard of the extraordinary aptitude which many Italians show in mastering

our strong, hard, Northern speech ; but, until I saw Count Fosco, I had
never supposed it possible that any foreigner could have spoken English as

he speaks it. There are times when it is almost impossible to detect, by
his accent, that he is not a countryman of our own ; and, as for fluency,

there are very few born Englishmen who can talk with as few stoppages

and repetitions as the Count. He may construct his sentences, more or

less, in the foreign way ;
but I have never yet heard him use a wron" ex-

pression, or hesitate for a moment in his choice of a word.

All the smallest characteristics of this strange man have something
strikingly original and perplexingly contradictory in them. Fat as he is,

and old as he is, his movements are astonishingly light and easy. He is as

noiseless in a room as any of us women ; and, more than that, with all his

look of unmistakable mental firmness and power, he is as nervously sensi-

tive as the weakest of us. He starts at chance noises as inveterately as

Laura herself. He winced and shuddered yesterday, when Sir Perciva!

beat one of the spaniels, so that I felt ashamed of my own want of tender-

ness and sensibility, by comparison with the Count.

The relation of this last incident reminds me of one of his most curioiia
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paculiarities, which I have not yet mentioned—his extraordinary fondness

for pet animals.

Some of these he has left on the Continent, but he has brought with him

to this house a cockatoo, two canary-birds, and a whole family of white

mice. He attends to all the necessities of these strange favourites himself,

and he has taught the creatures to be surprisingly fond of him, and familiar

with him. The cockatoo, a most vicious and treacherous bird towards

every one else, absolutely seems to love him. When he lets it out of its

cage, it hops on to his knee, and claws its way up his great big body, and

rubs its top-knot against his sallow double chin in the most caressing man-

ner imaginable. He has only to set the doors of the canaries' cages open,

and to call them ; and the pretty little cleverly trained creatures perch

fearlessly on his hand, mount his fat outstretched fingers one by one, when

he tells them to " go up-stairs," and sing together as if they would burst

their throats with delight, when they get to the top finger. His white

mice live in a little pagoda of gaily-painted wirework, designed and made

by himself. They are almost as tame as the canaries, and they are per-

petually let out, like the canaries. They crawl all over him, popping in and

out of his waistcoat, and sitting in couples, white as snow, on his capacious

shoulders. He seems to be even fonder of his mice than of his other pets,

smiles at them, and kisses them, and calls them by all sorts of endearing

names. If it be possible to suppose an Englishman with any taste for

such childish interests and amusements as these, that Englishman would

certainly feel rather ashamed of them, and would be anxious to apologise

for them, in the company of grown-up people. But the Count, apparently,

sees nothing ridiculous in the amazing contrast between his colossal self

and his frail little pets. He would blandly kiss his white mice, and twitter

to his canary-birds, amid an assembly of English fox-hunters, and would

only pity them as barbarians when they were all laughing their loudest at

him.

It seems hardly credible, while I am writing it down, but it is certainly

true, that this same man, who has all the fondness of an old maid for his

cockatoo, and all the small dexterities of an organ-boy in managing his

white mice, can talk, when anything happens to rouse him, with a daring

independence of thought, a knowledge of books in every language, and an

experience of society in half the capitals of Europe, which would make him
the prominent personage of any assembly in the civilized world. This

trainer of canary-birds, this architect of a pagoda for white mice, is (as

Sir Percival himself has told me) one of the first experimental chemists

living, and has discovered, among other wonderful inventions, a means of

petrifying the body after death, so as to preserve it, as hard as marble, to

the end of time. This fat, indolent, elderly man, whose nerves are bo

finely strung that he starts at chance noises, and winces when he sees a
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house-spaniel gst a whipping, went into the stable-yard on the morning

after his arrival, and put his hand on the head of a chained hloodhound

—

a beast so savage that the very groom who feeds him keeps out of his

reach. His wife and I were present, and I shall not forget the scene that

followed, short as it was.
" Mind that dog, sir," said the groom ;

" he flies at everybody !" " Ha
does that, my friend," replied the Count, quietly, " because everybody ia

afraid of him. Let us see if he flies at me." And he laid his plump,

yellow-white fingers, on which the canary-birds had been perching ten

minutes before, upon the formidable brute's head ; and looked him straight

in the eyes. " You big dogs are all cowards," he said, addressing tha

animal contemptuously, with his face and the dog's within an inch of each

other. " You would kill a poor cat, you infernal coward. You would fly

at a starving beggar, you infernal coward. Anything that you can

surprise unawares—anything that is afraid of your big body, and your

wicked white teeth, and your slobbering, bloodthirsty mouth, is the thing

you like to fly at. You could throttle me at this moment, you mean,

miserable bully ; and you daren't so much as look me in the face, because

I'm not afraid of you. Will you think better of it, and try your teeth in

my fat neck ? Bah ! not you !" He turned away, laughing at the as-

tonishment of the men in the yard ; and the dog crept back meekly to his

kennel. " Ah! my nice waistcoat!" he said, pathetically. " I am sorry

I came here. Some of that brute's slobber has got on my pretty clean

waistcoat." Those words express another of his incomprehensible oddities.

He is as fond of fine clothes as the veriest fool in existence ; and haa

appeared in four magnificent waistcoats, already— all of light garish

colours, and all immensely large even for him—in the two days of his

residence at Blackwater Park.

His tact and cleverness in small things are quite as noticeable as the

singular inconsistencies in his character, and the childish triviality of his

ordinary tastes and pursuits.

I can see already that he means to live on excellent terms with all of us,

during the period of his sojourn in this place. He has evidently dis-

covered that Laura secretly dislikes him (she confessed as much to me,

when I pressed her on the subject)—but he has also found out that she is

extravagantly fond of flowers. Whenever she wants a nosegay, he has got

one to give her, gathered and arranged by himself; and, greatly to my
amusement, he is always cunningly provided with a duplicate, composed

of exactly the same flowers, grouped in exactly the same way, to appease

his icily jealous wife, before she can so much as think herself aggrieved.

His management of the Countess (in public) is a sight to see. He bows

to her ; he habitually addresses her as " my angel ;" he carries his

eanariea to pay her little visits on his fingers, and to sing to her; hs
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fclsces her hand, when she gives him his cigarettes ; he presents her with

eugar- plums, in return, which he puts into her mouth playfully, from r.

box in his pocket. The rod of iron with which he rules her never appears

in company—it is a private rod, and is always kept up-stairs.

His method of recommending himself to me, is entirely different. He
flatters my vanity, by talking to me as seriously and sensibly as if I was a

man. Yes ! I can find him out when I am away from him ; I know he

flatters my vanity, when I think of him up here, in my own room—and

yet, when I go down stairs, and get into his company again, he will blind

me again, and I shall be flattered again, just as if I had never found him

out at all ! He can manage me, as he manages his wife and Laura, as he

managed the bloodhound in the stable-yard, as he manages Sir Percival

himself, every hour in the day. " My good Percival ! how I like your

rough English humour !"—" My good Percival ! how I enjoy your solid

English sense !" He puts the rudest remarks Sir Percival can make on

his effeminate tastes and amusements, quietly away from him in that

manner—always calling the baronet by his Christian name ; smiling at

him with the calmest superiority
;

patting him on the shoulder ; and

bearing with him benignantly, as a good-humoured father bears with a

wayward son.

The interest which I really cannot help feeling in this strangely original

man, has led me to question Sir Percival about his past life.

Sir Percival either knows little, or will tell me little, about it. He and

the Count first met many years ago, at Eome, under the dangerous cir-

cumstances to which I have alluded elsewhere. Since that time, they

have been perpetually together in London, in Paris, and in Vienna—but

uever in Italy again ; the Count having, oddly enough, not crossed the

frontiers of his native country for years past. Perhaps, he has been made
the victim of some political persecution ? At all events, he seems to be

patriotically anxious not to lose sight of any of his own countrymen who
may happen to be in England. On the evening of his arrival, he asked

how far we were from the nearest town, and whether we knew of any

Italian gentlemen who might happen to be settled there. He is certainly

in correspondence with people on the Continent, for his letters have all

sorts of odd stamps on them ; and I saw one for him, this morning, waiting

in his place at the breakfast-table, with a huge official-looking seal on it.

Perhaps he is in correspondence with his government? And yet, that is

hardly to be reconciled, either, with my other idea that he may be a

political exile.

How much I seem to have written about Count Fosco ! And what does

it all amount to?—as poor, dear Mr. Gilmore would ask, in his im-

penetrable business-like way. I can only repeat that I do assuredly feel,

oven on this short acquaintance, a strange, half-willi rig, half-unwilling
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liking for the Count. He seems to have established over me the same sort

of ascendancy which he has evidently gained over Sir Percival. Free, and

even rude, as he may occasionally be in his mannei towards his fat friend,

Sir Percival is nevertheless afraid, as I can plainly see, of giving any

serious offence to the Count. I wonder whether I am afraid, too? ]

certainly never saw a man, in all my experience, whom I should be so

sorry to have for an enemy. Is this because I like him, or because I am
afraid of him ? Chi sa ?—as Count Fosco might say in his own language.

Who knows ?

June 16th.—Something to chronicle, to-day, besides my own ideas and

impressions. A visitor has arrived—quite unknown to Laura and to me
;

and, apparently, quite unexpected by Sir Percival.

We were all at lunch, in the room with the new French windows that

open into the verandah ; and the Count (who devours pastry as I have

never yet seen it devoured by any human beings but girls at boarding-

schools) had just amused us by asking gravely for his fourth tart—when

the servant entered, to announce the visitor.

" Mr. Merriman has just come, Sir Percival, and wishes to see you im-

mediately."

Sir Percival started, and looked at the man, with an expression of ang«y

alarm.

" Mr. Merriman ?" he repeated as if he thought his own ears must have

deceived him.
" Yes, Sir Percival : Mr. Merriman, from London."

"Where is he?"
•"' In the library, Sir Percival."

He left the table the instant the last answer was given; and hurried out

of the room without saying a word to any of us.

" Who is Mr. Merriman ?" asked Laura, appealing to me.
" I have not the least idea," was all I could say in reply.

The Count had finished his fourth tart, and had gone to a side-table to

Look after his vicious cockatoo. He turned round to us, with the bird

perched on his shoulder.

" Mr. Merriman is Sir Percival's solicitor," he said quietly.

Sir Percival's solicitor. It was a perfectly straightforward answer to

Laura's question ; and yet, under the circumstances, it was not satisfactory.

If Mr. Merriman had been specially sent for by his client, there would
have been nothing very wonderful in his leaving town to obey the

summons. But when a lawyer travels from London to Hampshire, without

being sent for, and when his arrival at a gentleman's house seriously

startles the gentleman himself, it may be safely taken for granted that the

legal visitor is the bearer of some very important and very unexpected
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new8—news which may be either very good or very bad, but which

cannot, in either case, be of the common every-day kind.

Laura and I sat silent at the table, for a quarter of an hour or more,

wondering uneasily what had happened, and waiting for the chance of

Sir Percival's speedy return. There were no signs of his return ; and we

rose to leave the room.

The Count, attentive as usual, advanced from the corner in which he

had been feeding his cockatoo, with the bird still perched on his shoulder,

and opened the door for us. Laura and Madame Fosco went out first.

Just as I was on the point of following them, he made a sign with his

hand, and spoke to me, before 1 passed him, in the oddest manner.

" Yes," he said
;
quietly answering the unexpressed idea at that moment

in my mind, as if I had plainly confided it to him in so many words—" yes

Miss Halcombe ; something has happened."

I was on the point of answering, " I never sa>d so." But the vicious

cockatoo ruffled his clipped wings, and gave a screech that set all my
nerves on edge in an instant, and made me only too glad to get out of the

room.

I joined Laura at the foot of the stairs. The thought in her mind was

the same as the thought in mine, which Count Fosco had surprised—and,

when she spoke, her words were almost the echo of his. She, too, said tc

me, secretly, that she was afraid something had happened.

III.

June 16th.—I have a few lines more to add to this day's entry before I go

to bed to-night.

About two hours after Sir Percival rose from the luncheon-table to

receive his solicitor, Mr. Merriman, in the library, I left my room, alone,

to take a walk in the plantations. Just as I was at the end of the landing,

the library door opened, and the two gentlemen came out. Thinking it

best not to disturb them by appearing on the stairs, I resolved to defer

going down till they had crossed the hall. Although they spoke to each

other in guarded tones, their words were pronounced with sufficient

distinctness of utterance to reach my ears.

" Make your mind easy, Sir Percival," I heard the lawyer say. " It ali

rests with Lady Glyde."

I had turned to go back to my own room, for a minute or two ; but the

sound of Laura's name, on the lips of a stranger, stopped me instantly. 1

dare say it was very wrong and very discreditable to listen—but where is

the woman, in the whole range of our sex, who can regulate her actions by
the abstract principles of honour, when those principles point one way,

snd when her affections, and the interests which grow out of them, point

the other ?
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I listened ; and, under similar circumstances, I would listen again-—ye* 1

with my ear at the keyhole, if I could not possibly manage it in any other way.
" You quite understand, Sir Percival ?" the lawyer went on. " Lady

Glyde is to sign her name in the presence of a witness—or of two wit-

nesses, if you wish to be particularly careful—and is then to put her

finger on the seal, and say, ' I deliver this as my act aud deed.' If that is

done in a week's time, the arrangement will be perfectly successful, and the

anxiety will be all over. If not
"

" What do you mean by ' if not ?' " asked Sir Percival, angrily. " If

the thing must be done, it shall be done. I promise you that, Merriman."
" Just so, Sir Percival—just so ; but there are two alternatives in all

transactions ; and we lawyers like to look both of them in the face boldly.

If through any extraordinary circumstance the arrangement should not be

made, I think I may be able to get the parties to accept bills at three

months. But how the money is to be raised when the bills fall due "

" Damn the bills ! The money is only to be got in one way ; and in

that way, I tell you again, it shall be got. Take a glass of wine,

Merriman, before you go."

" Much obliged, Sir Percival ; I have not a moment to lose if I am to

c.atch the up-train. You will let me know as soon as the arrangement ia

complete? and you will not forget the caution I recommended "

"Of course I won't. There's the dog-cart at the door for you. My
groom will get you to the station in no time. Benjamin, drive like mad

!

Jump in. If Mr. Merriman misses the train, you lose your place. Hold

fast, Merriman, and if you are upset, trust to the devil to save his own."

With that parting benediction, the baronet turned about, and walked back

to the library.

I had not heard much ; but the little that had reached my ears was

enough to make me feel uneasy. The " something " that " had happened,"

was but too plainly a serious money-embarrassment ; and Sir Percival's

relief from it depended upon Laura. The prospect of seeing her involved

in her husband's secret difficulties filled me with dismay, exaggerated, no

doubt, by my ignorance of business and my settled distrust of Sir Percival.

Instead of going out, as I proposed, I went back immediately to Laura's

room to tell her what I had heard.

She received my bad news so composedly as to surprise me. She
evidently knows more of her husband's character and her husband's
embarrassments than I have suspected up to this time.

" I feared as much," she said, " when I heard of that strange gentleman
who called, and declined to leave his name."
" Who do you think the gentleman was, then ?" I asked.
" Some person who has heavy claims on Sir Percival," she answered

}

"and who has been the cause of Mr. Merriman's visit here to-day,"
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'"• Do you know anything about those claims ?"

" No ; I know no particulars."

" You will sign nothing, Laura, without first looking at it ?"

" Certainly not, Marian. Whatever I can harmlessly and honestly do

to help him I will do— for the sake of making your life and mine, love, aa

easy and as happy as possible. But I will do nothing, ignorantly, which

we might, one day, have reason to feel ashamed of. Let us say no more

about it, now. You have got your hat on—suppose we go and dream

away the afternoon in the grounds ?'

'

On leaving the house we directed our steps to the nearest shade.

As we passed an open space among the trees in front of the house, there

was Count Fosco, slowly walking backwards and forwards on the grass,

sunning himself in the full blaze of the hot June afternoon. He had a

broad straw hat on, with a violet coloured ribbon round it. A blue blouse,

with profuse white fancy-work over the bosom, covered his prodigious

body, and was girt about the place where his waist might once have been,

with a broad scarlet leather belt. Nankeen trousers, displaying more
white fancy-work over the ankles, and purple morocco slippers, adorned

his lower extremities. He was singing Figaro's famous song in the Barber

of Seville, with that crisply fluent vocalization which is never heard from

any other than an Italian throat ; accompanying himself on the concertina,

which he played with ecstatic throwings-up of his arms, and graceful

twistings and turnings of his head, like a fat St. Cecilia masquerading in

male attire. "Figaro qua I Figaro la! Figaro su ! Figaro giu!" sang the

Count, jauntily tossing up the concertina at arm's length, and bowing to

us, on one side of the instrument, with the airy grace and elegance of Figaro

himself at twenty years of age.

" Take my word for it, Laura, that man knows something of Sir Percival's

embarrassments," I said, as we returned the Count's salutation from a safe

distance.

" What makes you think that ?" she asked.

" How should he have known, otherwise, that Mr. Merriman was Sir

Percival's solicitor ?" I rejoined. " Besides, when I followed you out of the

luncheon-room, he told me, without a single word of inquiry on my part,

that something had happened. Depend upon it, he knows more than we
do."

" Don't ask him any questions, if he does. Don't take him into our

confidence!"

" You seem to dislike him, Laura, in a very determined manner. What
has he said or done to justify you ?"

" Nothing, Marian. On the oontrary, he was all kindness and attention

on our journey home, and he several times checked Sir Percival's outbreaks

of tem])er, in the most considerate manuer towards me. Perhaps, I dislike
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him because tie has so uracil more power over my husband than I have,

Perbaps it hurts my pride to be under any obligations to his interference.

All I know is, that I do dislike him."

The rest of the day and evening passed quietly enough. The Count and

I played at chess. For the first two games he politely allowed me to

conquer him ; and then, when he saw that I bad found him out, begged

my pardon, and, at the third game, checkmated me in ten minutes. Sir

l'ercival never once referred, all through the evening, to the lawyer's visit

But either that event, or something else, had produced a singular alteration

for the better in him. He was as polite and agreeable to all of us, as he

used to be in the days of bis probation at Limmeridge ; and he was so

amazingly attentive and kind to his wife, that even icy Madame Fosco was

roused into looking at him with a grave surprise. What does this mean ?

I think I can guess ; I am afraid Laura can guess ; and 1 am sure Count

P'osco knows. I caught Sir Percival looking at him for approval more

than once in the course of the evening.

June 17th.—A day of events. I most fervently hope I may not hava

to add, a day of disasters as well.

Sir^Percival was as silent at breakfast as he had been the evening before,

on the subject of the mysterious " arrangement " (as the lawyer called it),

which is hanging over our heads. An hour afterwards, however, he

suddenly entered the morning-room, where his wife and I were waiting,

with our hats on, for Madame Fosco to join us ; and inquired for the

Count.

" We expect to see him here directly," I said.

" The fact is," Sir Percival went on, walking nervously about the room,
" I want Fosco and his wife in the library, for a mere business formality

;

and I want you there, Laura, for a minute, too." He stopped, and appeared

to notice, for the first time, that we were in our walking costume. " Have
you just come in ?" he asked, " or were you just going out?"

" We were all thinking of going to the lake this morning," said Laura.
" But if you have any other arrangement to propose "

" No, no," he answered, hastily. " My arrangement can wait. After

lunch will do as well for it, as after breakfast. All going to the lake,

eh ? A good idea. Let's have an idle morning ; I'll be one of the party."
There was no mistaking his manner, even if it had been possible to

mistake the uncharacteristic readiness which his words expressed, to submit
his own plans and projects to the convenience of others. He was evidently
relieved at finding any excuse for delaying the business formality in the
library, to which his own words had referred. My heart sank within me, as

1 drew the inevitable inference.

The Count and hi« wife jcined us, at that moment. The lady had be»
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husband's embroidered tobacco-pouch, and her store of paper in her hand,

for the manufacture of the eternal cigarettes. The gentleman, dressed, aa

usual, in his blouse and straw hat, carried the gay little pagoda-cage, with

his darling white mice in it, and smiled on them, and on us, with a bland

smiability which it was impossible to resist.

*' With your kind permission," said the Count, " I will take my small

family here—my poor-little-harmless-pretty-Mouseys, out for an airing

along with us. There are dogs about the house, and shall I leave my
forlorn white children at the mercies of the dogs ? Ah, never

!"

He chirruped paternally at his small white children through the bars of

the pagoda ; and we all left the house for the lake.

In the plantation, Sir Percival strayed away from us. Tt seems to be

part of his restless disposition always to separate himself from his com-

panions on these occasions, and always to occupy himself, when he is alone

in cutting new walking-sticks for his own use. The mere act of cutting

and lopping, at hazard, appears to please him. He has filled the house

with walking-sticks of his own making, not one of which he ever takes up
for a second time. When they have been once used, his interest in them

is all exhausted, and he thinks of nothing but going on, and making

more.

At the old boat-house, he joined us again. I will put down the conversa-

tion that ensued, when we were all settled in our places, exactly as it

passed. It is an important conversation, so far as I am concerned, for it

has seriously disposed me to distrust the influence which Count Fosco has

exercised over my thoughts and feelings, and to resist it, for the future, as

resolutely as I can.

The boat-house was large enough to hold us all ; but Sir Percival

remained outside, trimming the last new stick with his pocket-axe. We
three women found plenty of room on the large seat. Laura took her

work, and Madame Fosco began her cigarettes. I, as usual, had nothing tc

do. My hands always were, and always will be, as awkward as a man's

The Count good humouredly took a stool many sizes too small for him,

and balanced himself on it with his back against the side of the shed,

which creaked and groaned under his weight. He put the pagoda-cage on

his lap, and let out the mice to crawl over him as usual. They are pretty,

innocent-looking little creatures ; but the sight of them, creeping about a

man's body is, for some reason, not pleasant to me. It excites a strange,

responsive creeping in my own nerves ; and suggests hideous ideas of men
dying in prison, with the crawling creatures of the dungeon preying ou

them undisturbed.

The morning was windy and cloudy ; and the rapid alternations of shadow
and sunlight over the waste of the lake, made the view look doubly wild,

weird, and gloomy.
N
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" Some people call that picturesque," said Sir Percival, pointing over tha

wide prospect with his half-finished walking-stick. " I call it a blot on a

gentleman's property. In my great-grandfather's time, the lake flowed to

this place. Look at it now ! It is not four feet deep anywhere, and it is

all puddles and pools. I wish I could afford to drain it, and plant it all

over. My bailiff (a superstitious idiot) says he is quite sure the lake haa a

curse on it, like the Dead Sea. What do you think, Fosco ? It looks just

the place for a murder, doesn't it ?"

" My good Percival !" remonstrated the Count. " What is your solid

English sense thinking of? The water is too shallow to hide the body
;

and there is sand everywhere to print off the murderer's footsteps. It is,

upon the whole, the very worst place for a murder that I ever set my eyes on."

" Humbug !" said Sir Percival, cutting away fiercely at his stick. " You

know what I mean. The dreary scenery—the lonely situation. If you

choose to understand me, you can—if you don't choose, I am not going tc

trouble myself to explain my meaning."
" And why not," asked the Count, " when your meaning can be ex-

plained by anybody in two words ? If a fool was going to commit a

murder, your lake is the first place he would choose for it. If a wise man
»vas going to commit a murder, your lake is the last place he would choose

for it. Is that your meaning ? If it is, there is your explanation for you,

ready made. Take it, Percival, with your good Fosco's blessing."

Laura looked at the Count, with her dislike for him appearing a little

too plainly in her face. He was so busy with his mice that he did not

notice her.

" 1 am sorry to hear the lake-view connected with anything so horrible

as the idea of murder," she said. "And if Count Fosco must divide

murderers into classes, I think he has been very unfortunate in his choice

of expressions. To describe them as fools only, seems like treating them

with an indulgence to which they have no claim. And to describe them

as wise men, sounds to me like a downright contradiction in terms. I have

always heard that truly wise men are truly good men, and have a horror

of crime."
'' My dear lady," said the Count, " those are admirable sentiments ; and

1 have seen them stated at the tops of copy-books." He lifted one of the

white mice in the palm of his hand, and spoke to it in his whimsical way.
" My pretty little smooth white rascal," he said, " here is a moral lesson

for you. A truly wise Mouse is a truly good Mouse. Mention that, if

you please, to your companions, and never gnaw at the bars of your cago

egain as long as you live."

" It is easy to turn everything into ridicule," said Laura, resolutely

;

" but you will not find it quite so easy, Count Fosco, to give me an instance

of a wise man who has been a great criminal."
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The Count shrugged his huge shoulders, and smiled on Laura in the

friendliest manner.
" Most true !" he said. " The fool's crime is the crime that is found

out ; and the wise man's crime is the crime that is not found cut. If I

could give you an instance, it would not be the instance of a wise man.

Dear Lady Glyde, your sound English common sense has been too much

for me. It is checkmate for me this time, Miss Halcombe—ha ?"

" Stand to your guns, Laura," sneered Sir Percival, who had been

listening in his place at the door. " Tell him, next, that crimes cause

their own detection. There's another bit of copy-book morality for you,

Fosco. Crimes cause their own detection. What infernal humbug !"

"I believe it to be true," said Laura, quietly.

Sir Percival burst out laughing ; so violently, so outrageously, that he

juite startled us all—the Count more than any of us.

" I believe it, too," I said, coming to Laura's rescue.

Sir Percival, who had been unaccountably amused at his wife's remark,

was, just as unaccountably, irritated by mine. He struck the new stick

savagely on the sand, and walked away from us.

" Poor dear Percival !" cried Count Fosco, looking after him gaily : " he

is the victim of English spleen. But, my dear Miss Halcombe, my dear

Lady Glyde, do you really believe that crimes cause their own detection J

And you my angel," he continued, turning to his wife, who had not

uttered a word yet, " do you think so too ?"

" I wait to be instructed," replied the Countess, in tones of freezing

reproof, intended for Laura and me, "before I venture on giving my
opinion in the presence of well-informed men."

" Do you, indeed ?" I said. " I remember the time, Countess, when

you advocated the Eights of Women—and freedom of female opinion was

one of them."

"What is your view of the subject, Count?" asked Madame Fosco,

calmly proceeding with her cigarettes, and not taking the least notico

of me.

The Count stroked one of his white mice reflectively with his chubby

little finger before he answered.
" It is truly wonderful," he said, " how easily Society can console itself

for the worst of its shortcomings with a little bit of clap-trap. The

machinery it has set up for the detection of crime is miserably ineffective

—and yet only invent a moral epigram, saying that it works well, and

you blind everybody to its blunders, from that moment. Crimes cause

their own detection, do they ? And murder will out (another moral

epigram), will it ? Ask Coroners who sit at inquests in large towns if that

U true, Lady Glyde. Ask secretaries of life-assurance companies, if thai

is true, Miss Halcombe. Ecad your own public journals. In the few
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cases that get into the newspapers, are there not instances of elain bodies

found, and no murderers ever discovered ? Multiply the cases that are

reported by the cases that are not reported, and the bodies that are found

by the bodies that are not found ; and what conclusion do you come to

!

This. That there are foolish criminals who are discovered, and wise

criminals who escape. The hiding of a crime, or the detection of a crime,

what is it ? A trial of skill between the police on one side, and the indi-

vidual on the other. When the criminal is a brutal, ignorant fool, the

police, in nine cases out of ten, win. When the criminal is a resolute,

educated, highly-intelligent man, the police, in nine cases out of ten, lose.

If the police win, you generally hear all about it. If the police lose, you
generally hear nothing. And on this tottering foundation you build up
your comfortable moral maxim that Crime causes its own detection ! Yes
—all the crime you know of. And, what of the rest ?"

" Devilish true, and very well put," cried a voice at the entrance of the

boat-house. Sir Percival had recovered his equanimity, and had come
back while we were listening to the Count.
" Some of it may be true," I said ;

" and all of it may be very well put.

But I don't see why Count Fosco should celebrate the victory of the

criminal over society with so much exultation, or why you, Sir Percival,

should applaud him so loudly for doing it."

" Do you hear that, Fosco ?" asked Sir Percival. " Take my advice,

and make your peace with your audience. Tell them Virtue's a fino

thing—they like that, I can promise you."

The Count laughed, inwardly and silently ; and two of the white mice
in his waistcoat, alarmed by the internal convulsion going on beneath
them, darted out in a violent hurry, and scrambled into their cage again.

" The ladies, my good Percival, shall tell me about virtue," he said
" They are better authorities than I am ; for they know what virtue is,

and I don't."

" You hear him ?" said Sir Percival. " Isn't it awful ?"

" It is true," said the Count, quietly. "lama citizen of the world, and

I have met, in my time, with so many different sorts of virtue, that I am
puzzled, in my old age, to say which is the right sort and which is the

wrong. Here, in England, there is one virtue. And there, in China,
there is another virtue And John Englishman says my virtue is the

genuine virtue. And John Chinaman says my virtue is the genuine
virtue. And I say Yes to one, or No to the other, and am just as much
bewildered about it in the case of John with the top-boots as I am in the

case of John with the pigtail. Ah, nice little Mousey ! come, kiss me.
What is your own private notion of a virtuous man, my pret-pret-pretty ?

A man who keeps you warm, nnC gives you plenty to oat. And a good
notion, too, for it is intelligible, at the least."
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•' Stay a minute, Count," I interposed. " Accepting your illustration,

surely we have one unquestionable virtue in England, which is wanting in

China. The Chinese authorities kill thousands of innocent people, on the

most frivolous pretexts. We, in England, are free from all guilt of that

kind—we commit no such dreadful crime—we abhor reckless bloodshed

with all our hearts."

"Quite right,
r
Marian," said Laura. "Well thought of, and well ex-

pressed."

" Pray allow the Count to proceed," said Madame Fosco, with stern

civility. "You will find, young ladies, that he never speaks without

having excellent reasons for all that he says."

" Thank you, my angel," replied the Count. " Have a bonbon ?" He
took out of his pocket a pretty little inlaid box, and placed it open on the

table. " Chocolat a la Vanille," cried the impenetrable man, cheerfully

rattling the sweetmeats in the box, and bowing all round. " Offered by

Fosco as an act of homage to the charming society."

" Be good enough to go on, Count," said his wife, with a spiteful refer-

ence to myself. " Oblige me by answering Miss Halcombe."
" Miss Halcombe is unanswerable," replied the polite Italian

—" that is

to say, so far as she goes. Yes ! I agree with her. John Bull does abhor

the crimes of John Chinaman. He is the quickest old gentleman at find-

ing out the faults that are his neighbours', and the slowest old gentleman at

finding out the faults that are his own, who exists on the face of creation.

Is he so very much better in his way, than the people whom he condemns

in their way ? English society, Miss Halcombe, is as often the accomplice,

as it is the enemy of crime. Yes ! yes ! Crime is in this country what

crime is in other countries—a good friend to a man and to those about

him as often as it is an enemy. A great rascal provides for his wife and

family. The worse he is, the more he makes them the objects for your

sympathy. He often provides, also, for himself. A profligate spendthrift

who is always borrowing money, will get more from his friends than the

rigidly honest man who only borrows of them once, under pressure of the

direst want. In the one case, the friends will not be at all surprised, and

they will give. In the other case, they will be very much surprised, and

they will hesitate. Is the prison that Mr. Scoundrel lives in, at the end of his

career, a more uncomfortable place than the workhouse that Mr. Honesty

lives in, at the end of his career ? When John-Howard-Philanthropist

wants to relieve misery, he goes to find it in prisons, where crime is

wretched—not in huts and hovels, where virtue is wretched too. Who is

the English poet who has won the most universal sympathy—who makes

the easiest of all subjects for pathetic writing and pathetic painting ? That

nice young person who began life with a forgery, and ended it by a suicido

—your dear, romantic, interesting Chatterton. Which gets on best, dc
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you think, of two poor starving dressmakers—the woman who resists

temptation, and is honest, 01 the woman who falls under temptation, and

steals? You all know that the stealing is the making of that second

woman s fortune—it advertises her from length to breadth of good-

humoured, charitable England—and she is relieved, as the breaker of a

commandment, when she would have been left to starve, as the keeper of

it. Come here, my jolly little Mouse ! Hey ! presto ! pass ! I trans-

form you, for the time being, into a respectable lady. Stop there, in the

palm of my great big hand, my dear, and listen. You marry the poor

man whom you love, Mouse ; and one half your friends pity, and the other

half blame you. And, now, on the contrary, you sell yourself for gold to a

man you don't care for ; and all your friends rejoice over you ; and a

minister of public worship sanctions the base horror of the vilest of all

human bargains ; and smiles and smirks afterwards at your table, if you

are polite enough to ask him to breakfast. Hey ! presto ! pass ! Be a

mouse again, and squeak. If you continue to be a lady much longer, I

shall have you ' telling me that Society abhors crime—and then, Mouse, 1

shall doubt if your own eyes and ears are really of any use to you. Ah ! I am
a bad man, Lady Glyde, am I not ? I say what other people only think

;

and when all the rest of the world is in a conspiracy to accept the mask
for the true face, mine is the rash hand that tears off the plump paste-

board, and shows the bare bones beneath. I will get up on my big

elephant's legs, before I do myself any more harm in your amiable

estimations—I will get up, and take a little airy walk of my own. Dear

ladies, as your excellent Sheridan said, I go—and leave my character be-

hind me."

He got up
;
put the cage on the table ; and paused, for a moment, to

count the mice in it. " One, two, three, four' Ha !" he cried, with a

look of horror, "where, in the name of Heaven, is the fifth—the youngest,

the whitest, the most amiable of all—my Benjamin of mice !"

Neither Laura nor I were in any favourable disposition to be amused.

The Count's glib cynicism had revealed a new aspect of his nature from

which we both recoiled. But it was impossible to resist the comical dis-

tress of so very large a man at the loss of so very small a mouse. We
laughed, in spite of ourselves ; and when Madame Fosco rose to set the

example of leaving the boat-house empty, so that her husband might search

it to its remotest corners, we rose also to follow her out.

Before we had taken three steps, the Count's quick eye discovered the

lost mouse under the seat that we had been occupying. He pulled aside

the bench; took the little animal up in his hand; and then suddenly

stopped, on his knees, looking intently at a particular place on the ground

just beneath him.

When he rose to his feet again, his hand shook so that he could hardly
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pat the mouse back in the cage, and his face was of a faint livid yellow

hue all over.

" Percival !" he said, in a whisper. " Percival ! come here."

Sir Percival had paid no attention to any of us, for the last ten minutes

He had been entirely absorbed in writing figures on the sand, and then

rubbing them out again, with the point of his stick.

" What's the matter, now ?" he asked, lounging carelessly into the boat

house.

" Do you see nothing, there ?" said the Count, catching him nervously by

the collar with one hand, and pointing with the other to the place near

which he had found the mouse.
" I see plenty of dry sand," answered Sir Percival ;

" and a spot of dirt

in the middle of it."

" Not dirt," whispered the Count, fastening the other hand suddenly on

Sir Percival's collar, and shaking it in his agitation. " Blood."

Laura was near enough to hear the last word, softly as he whispered it.

She turned to me with a look of terror.

•'•Nonsense, my dear," I said. " There is no need to be alarmed. It is

only the blood of a poor little stray dog."

Everybody was astonished, and everybody's eyes were fixed on me in-

quiringly.

" How do you know that ?" asked Sir Percival, speaking first.

"I found the dog here, dying, on the day when you all returned from

abroad," I replied. " The poor creature had strayed into the plantation,

and had been shot by your keeper."

" Whose dog was it ?" inquired Sir Percival. " Not one of mine ?"

" Did you try to save the poor thing ?" asked Laura, earnestly. " Surely

you tried to save it, Marian?"
" Yes," I said ;

" the housekeeper and I both did our best—but the dog

was mortally wounded, and he died under our hands."

" Whose dog was it ?" persisted Sir Percival, repeating his question 9

little irritably. " One of mine ?"

" No ; not one of yours."

" Whose then ? Did the housekeeper know ?"

The housekeeper's report of Mrs. Catherick's desire to conceal her visit

to Blackwater Park from Sir Percival's knowledge, recurred to my memory
the moment he put that last question : and I half doubted the discretion of

answering it. But, in my anxiety to quiet the general alarm, I had

thoughtlessly advanced too far to draw back, except at the risk of ex-

citing suspicion which might only make matters worse. There was

nothing for it but to answer at once, without reference to results.

"Yes," I said. "The housekeeper knew. She told me it was Mrs.

Catherick's dog"
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Sir Percival had hitherto remained at the inner end of the boat-Lotjaa

with Count Fosco, while I spoke to him from the door. But the instant

Mrs. Catherick's name passed my lips, he pushed by the Count roughly,

and placed himself face to face with me, under the open daylight.

" How came the housekeeper to know it was Mrs. Catherick's dog ?" he

asked, fixing his eyes on mine with a frowning interest and attention,

yhich half angered, half startled me.

" She knew it," I said, quietly, " because Mrs. Catherick brought the

dog with her ?"

" Brought it with her ? Where did she bring it with her ?"

" To this house."

" What the devil did Mrs. Catherick want at this house ?"

The manner in which he put the question was even more offensive than

the language in which he expressed it. 1 marked my sense of his want of

common politeness, by silently tnrning away from him.

Just as I moved, the Count's persuasive hand was laid on hw shoulder,

and the Count's mellifluous voice interposed to quiet him.

" My dear Percival !—gently—gently."

Sir Percival looked round in his angriest manner. The Count only

emiled, and repeated the soothing application.

" Gently, my good friend—gently
!"

Sir Percival hesitated—followed me a few steps—and, to my great sur-

prise, offered me an apology.

" I beg your pardon, Miss Halcombe," he said. " I have been out of

order lately ; and I am afraid I am a little irritable. But I should like to

know what Mrs. Catherick could possibly want here. When did she come?

Was the housekeeper the only person who saw her ?"

" The only person," I answered, " so far as I know."

The Count interposed again.

" In that case, why not question the housekeeper ?" he said. " Why not

go, Percival, to the fountain-head of information at once ?"

"Quite right!" said Sir Percival. "Of course the housekeeper is the

first person to question. Excessively stupid of me not to see it myself."

With those words, he instantly left us to return to the house.

The motive of the Count's interference, which had puzzled me at first,

betrayed itself when Sir Percival's back was turned. He had a host of

Questions to put to me about Mrs. Catherick, and the cause of her visit to

Blackwater Park, which he could scarcely have asked in his friend's pre-

sence. I made my answers as short as I civilly could—for I had already

determined to check the least approach to any exchanging of confidences

between Count Fosco and myself. Laura, however, unconsciously helped

him to extract all myj information, by making inquiries herself, which left

roe no alternative hut to reply to her, or to appear in the very unenviable and
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rerv false character of a depositary of Sir Percival's secrets. The end of it

was, that, in about ten minutes' time, the Count knew as much as I know

of Mrs. Catherick, and of the events which have so strangely connected us

with her daughter, Anne, from the time when Hartright met with her, to

tiiis day.

The effect of my information on him was, in one respect, curious enough.

Intimately as he knows Sir Percival, and closely as he appears to be

associated with Sir Percival's private affairs in general, he is certainly as

far as I am from knowing anything of the true story of Anne Catherick.

The unsolved mystery in connexion with this unhappy woman is now
rendered doubly suspicious, in my eyes, by the absolute conviction which

I feel, that the clue to it has been hidden by Sir Percival from the most

intimate friend he has in the world. It was impossible to mistake the

eager curiosity of the Count's look and manner while he drank in greedily

every word that fell from my lips. There are many kinds of curiosity, J

know—but there is no misinterpreting the curiosity of blank surprise : if 1

ever saw it in my life, I saw it in the Count's face.

While the questions and answers were going on, we had all been stroll-

ing quietly back, through the plantation. As soon as we reached the

house, the first object that we saw in front of it was Sir Percival's dog-

cart, with the horse put to and the groom waiting by it in his stable-jacket.

[f these unexpected appearances were to be trusted, the examination of the

housekeeper had produced important results already.

" A fine horse, my friend," said the Count, addressing the groom with

the most engaging familiarity of manner. " You are going to drive out ?"

" 1 am not going, sir," replied the man, looking at his stable-jacket, and

evidently wondering whether the foreign gentleman took it for his livery.

" My master drives himself."

" Aha !" said the Count, " does he indeed ? I wonder he gives himself

the trouble when he has got you to drive for him. Is he going to fatigue

that nice, shining, pretty horse by taking him very far, to-day ?"

"I don't know, sir," answered the man. "The horse is a mare, if you
please, sir. She's the highest-couraged thing we've got in the stables

Her name's Brown Molly, sir ; and she'll go till she drops. Sir Perciva!

usually takes Isaac of York for the short distances."

" And your shining courageous Brown Molly for the long ?"

" Yes, sir."

"Logical inference, Miss Halcombe," continued the Count, wheeling

round briskly, and addressing me :
" Sir Percival is going a long distance

today."

I made no reply. I had my own inferences to draw, from what I knew
through the housekeeper and from what I saw before me ; and 1 did not

shoose to share them with Count Fo&co.
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When Sir Perciral was in Cumberland (I thought to myself), he walked

away a long distance, on Anne's account, to question the family at Todd's

Corner. Now he is in Hampshire, is he going to drive away a long

distance, on Anne's account again, to question Mrs. Catherick at Welming-

ham?
We all entered the house. As we crossed the hall, Sir Percival came

out from the library to meet us. He looked hurried and pale and anxious

—but, for all that, he was in his most polite mood, when he spoke to us.

" I am sorry to say, I am obliged to leave you," he began— " a long drive

—a matter that I can't very well put off. I shall be back in good time

to-morrow—but, before I go, 1 should like that little business-formality,

which I spoke of this morning, to be settled. Laura, will you come into

the library ? It won't take a minute—a mere formality. Countess, may

I trouble you also ? I want you and the Countess, Fosco, to be witnesses

to a signature—nothing more.' Come in at once, and get it over."

He held the library door open until they had passed in, followed them

and shut it softly.

I remained, for a moment afterwards, standing alone in the hall, with

my heart beating fast, and my mind misgiving me sadly. Then, I went

un to the staircase, and ascended slowly to my own room.

IV.

June 17th—Just as my hand was on the door of my room, I heard Sir

Percival's voice calling to me from below.

" I must beg you to come down stairs again," he said. "It is Fosco's

fault, Miss Halcombe, not mine. He has started some nonsensical objec-

tion to his wife being one of the witnesses, and has obliged me to ask you

to join us in the library."

I entered the room immediately with Sir Percival. Laura was waiting

by the writing-table, twisting and turning her garden hat uneasily in her

hands. Madame Fosco sat near her, in an arm-chair, imperturbably

admiring her husband, who stood by himself at the other end of the

library, picking off the dead leaves from the flowers in the window.

The moment I appeared, the Count advanced to meet me, and to offer

his explanations.

"A thousand pardons, Miss Halcombe," he said. "You know the

character which is given to my countrymen by the English ? We Italians

are all wily and suspicious by nature, in the estimation of the good John

Bull. Set me down, if you please, as being no better than the rest of my race.

I am a wily Italian and a suspicious Italian. You have thought so your-

self, dear lady, have you not ? Well ! it is part of my wiliness and part of

my suspicion to object to Madame Fosco being a witness to Lady Glyde's

tignature, when I am also a witness myself."
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There is not the shadow of a reason for his objection," interposed Sir

Percival. "I have explained to him that the law of England allows

Madame Fosco to witness a signature as well as her husband."

"I admit it," resumed the Count. "The law of England says, Yes

—

but the conscience of Fosco says, No." He spread out his fat fingers on

the bosom of his blouse, and bowed solemnly, as if he wished to introduce

his conscience to us all, in the character of an illustrious addition to the

society. " What this document which Lady Glyde is about to sign, may
be," he continued, " I neither know nor desire to know. I only say this :

circumstances may happen in the future which may oblige Percival, or his

representatives, to appeal to the two witnesses ; in which case it is certainly

desirable that those witnesses should represent two opinions which are

perfectly independent the one of the other. This cannot be if my wife

signs as well as myself, because we have but one opinion between us, and

that opinion is mine. I will not have it cast in my teeth, at some future

day, that Madame Fosco acted under my coercion, and was, in plain fact,

no witness at all. I speak in Percival's interest when I propose that my
name shall appear (as the nearest friend of the husband), and your name
Miss Halcombe (as the nearest friend of the wife). I am a Jesuit, if you

please to think so—a splitter of straws—a man of trifles and crotchets and

scruples—but you will humour me, I hope, in merciful consideration foi

my suspicious Italian character, and my uneasy Italian conscience." He
bowed again, stepped back a few paces, and withdrew his conscience from

our society as politely as he had introduced it.

The Count's scruples might have been honourable and reasonable enough,

but there was something in his manner of expressing them which increased

my unwillingness to be concerned in the business of the signature. No
consideration of less importance than my consideration for Laura, would
have induced me to consent to be a witness at all. One look, however, at

her anxious face, decided me to risk anything rather than desert her.

"I will readily remain in the room," I said. "And if I find no
reason for starting any small scruples, on my side, you may rely on me as

a witness.

'

Sir Percival looked at me sharply, as if he was about to say something.

But, at the same moment, Madame Fosco attracted his attention by rising

from her chair. She had caught her husband's eye, and had evidently

received her orders to leave the room.
"You needn't go," said Sir Percival.

Madame Fosco looked for her orders again, got them again, said she

would prefer leaving us to our business, and resolutely walked out. The
Count lit a cigarette, went back to the flowers in the window, and puffed

little jets of smoke at the leaves, in a state of the deepest anxiety about

Wiling the insects.
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Meanwhile, Sir Percival unlocked a cupboard beneath one of the book-

cases, and produced from it a piece of parchment folded, longwise, many
times over. He placed it on the table, opened the last fold only, and kept

his hand on the rest. The last fold displayed a strip of blank parchment

with little wafers stuck on it at certain places. Every line of the writing

was hidden in the part which he still held folded up under his hand.

Laura and I looked at each other. Her face was pale—but it showed no

indecision and no fear.

Sir Percival dipped a pen in ink, and handed it to his wife.

" Sign your name, there," he said, pointing to the place. " You and

Fosco are to sign afterwards, Miss Halcombe, opposite those two wafers.

Come here, Fosco ! witnessing a signature is not to be done by mooning

out of window and smoking into the flowers."

The Count threw away his cigarette, and joined us at the table, with his

hands carelessly thrust into the scarlet belt of his blouse, and his eyes

steadily fixed on Sir Percival's face. Laura, who was on the other side of

her husband, with the pen in her hand, looked at him, too. He stood

between them, holding the folded parchment down firmly on the table, and

glancing across at me, as I sat opposite to him, with such a sinister mix-

ture of suspicion and embarrassment in his face, that he looked more like a

prisoner at the bar than a gentleman in his own house.

"Sign there," he repeated, turning suddenly on Laura, and pointing

once more to the place on the parchment.
" What is it I am to sign ?" she asked, quietly.

" I have no time to explain," he answered. " The dog-cart is at the

door ; and I must go directly. Besides, if I had time, you wouldn't under-

stand. It is a purely formal document—full of legal technicalities, and all

that sort of thing. Come ! come ! sign your name, and let us have done

as soon as possible."

" I ought surely to know what I am signing, Sir Percival, before I write

my name ?"

"Nonsense! "What have women to do with business? I tell you

again, you can't understand it."

" At any rate, let me try to understand it. Whenever Mr. Gilmore had

any business for me to do, he always explained it, first ; and I always

understood him."

" I dare say he did. He was your servant, and was obliged to explain.

I am your husband, and am not obliged. How much longer do you mean
to keep me here ? I tell you again, there is no time for reading anything:

the dog-cart is waiting at the door. Once for all, will you si°n, or will

jrou not ?"

She still had the pen in her hand ; but she made no approach to signing

ter name with it.
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" If my signature pledges me to anything," she said, *•' surely, I have

some claim to know what that pledge is ?"

He lifted up the parchment, and struck it angrily on the table.

u Speak out !" he said. " You were always famous for telling the tnfch.

Never mind Miss Halcombe ; never mind Fosco—say, in plain terms, you

distrust me."

The Count took one of his hands out of his belt, and laid it on Sii

Percival's shoulder. Sir Percival shook it off irritably. The Count put it

iin again with unruffled composure.

" Control your unfortunate temper, Percival," he said. " Lady Glyde is

right."

" Eight !" cried Sir Percival. " A wife right in distrusting her husband !"

"It is unjust and cruel to accuse me of distrusting yon," said Laura.

" Ask Marian if I am not justified in wanting to know what this writing

requires of me, before I sign it ?"

"I won't have any appeals made to Miss Halcombe," retorted Sir

Percival. " Miss Halcombe has nothing to do with the matter."

I had not spoken hitherto, and I would much rather not have spoke a

dow. But the expression of distress in Laura's face when she turned it

towards me, and the insolent injustice of her husband's conduct, left me no

other alternative than to give my opinion, for her sake, as soon as I was

asked for it.

" Excuse me, Sir Percival," I said—" but, as one of the witnesses to the

signature, I venture to think that I have something to do with the matter.

Laura's objection seems to me a perfectly fair one ; and, speaking for

myself only, I cannot assume the responsibility of witnessing her signa-

ture, unless she first understands what the writing is which you wish her

to sign."

" A cool declaration, upon my soul !" cried Sir Percival. " The next

time you invite yourself to a man's house, Miss Halcombe, I recommend
you not to repay his hospitality by taking his wife's side against him in a

matter that doesn't concern you."

I started to my feet as suddenly as if he had struck me. If I had been
a man, I would have knocked him down on the threshold of his own door,

and have left his house, never on any earthly consideration to enter it

aguin. But I was only a woman—and 1 loved his wife so dearly

!

Thank God, that faithful love helped me, and I sat down again, without
saying a word. She knew what I had suffered and what I had suppressed.

She ran round to me, with the tears streaming from her eyes. " Oh,
Marian !" she whispered softly. " If my mother had been alive, she could

We done no more for me !"

"Oome back and sign .'" criod Sir Percival, from the other side of thfi

table.
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" Shall I ?" she asked in my ear ;
" I will, if you tell me."

"'No," I answered. "The right and ttie truth are with yon—dga
nothing, unless you have read it first."

"Come back and sign !" he reiterated, in his loudest and angriest tones.

The Count, who had watched Laura and me with a close and silent

attention, interposed for the second time.

" Percival !" he said. " / remember that 1 am in the presence of ladies.

Be good enough, if you please, to remember it too."

Sir Percival turned on him, speechless with passion. The Count's firm

hand slowly tightened its grasp on his shoulder, and the Count's steady

voice, quietly repeated, " Be good enough, if you please, to remember it,

too."

They both looked at each other : Sir Percival slowly drew his shoulder

from under the Count's hand ; slowly turned his face away from the

Count's eyes ; doggedly looked down for a little while at the parchment

on the table ; and then spoke, with the sullen submission of a tamed

animal, rather than the becoming resignation of a convinced man,
" I don't want to offend anybody," he said, " but my wife's obstinacy ia

enough to try the patience of a saint. I have told her this is merely a

formal document—and what more can she want? You may say what

you please ; but it is no part of a woman's duty to set her husband at

defiance. Once more, Lady Glyde, and for the last time, will you sign or

will you not ?"

Laura returned to his side of the table, and took up the pen again.

"I will sign with pleasure," she said, "if you will only treat me as a

responsible being. I care little what sacrifice is required of me, if it will

affect no one else, and lead to no ill results
—

"

" Who talked of a sacrifice being required of you ?" he broke in, with a

half-suppressed return of his former violence.

" I only meant," she resumed, " that I would refuse no concession which

I could honourably make. If I have a scruple about signing my name to

an engagement of which I know nothing, why should you visit it on me so

severely ? It is rather hard, I think, to treat Count Fosco's scruples so

much more indulgently than you have treated mine."

This unfortunate, yet most natural, reference to the Count's extra-

ordinary power over her husband, indirect as it was, set Sir Percival's

smouldering temper on fire again in an instant.

" Scruples !" he repeated. " Tour scruples ! It is rather late in the

day for you to be scrupulous. I should have thought you had got over all

weakness of that sort, when you made a virtue of necessity by marrying

we."

The instant he spoke those words, Laura threw down the pen—looked at

him with an expression in her eyes, which throughout all my experience oi
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her, I had never seen in them before—and turned lier back on him in dead

silence.

This strong expression of the most open and the most bitter contempt,

was so entirely unlike herself, so utterly out of her character, that it

silenced us all. There was something hidden, beyond a doubt, under the

mere surface-brutality of the words which her husband had just addressed

to her. There was some lurking insult beneath them, of which I was

wholly ignorant, but which had left the mark of its profanation so plainly

on her face that even a stranger might have seen it.

The Count, who was no stranger, saw it as distinctly as I did. "When I

left my chair to join Laura, 1 heard him whisper under his breath to Sir

Percival :
" You idiot

!"

Laura walked before me to the door as I advanced ; and, at the same

time, her husband spoke to her once more.

" You positively refuse, then, to give me your signature ?" he said, in

the altered tone of a man who was conscious that he had let his own
licence of language seriously injure him.

" After what you have just said to me," she replied, firmly, " I refuse

ray signature until I have read every line in that parchment from the first

word to the last. Come away, Marian, we have remained here long

enough."

" One moment !" interposed the Count, before Sir Percival could speak

again—" one moment, Lady Clyde, I implore you !"

Laura would have left the room without noticing him ; but I stopped

her.

" Don't make an enemy of the Count !" I whispered. "Whatever you

do, don't make an enemy of the Count !"

She yielded to me. I closed the door again ; and we stood near it, wait-

ing. Sir Percival sat down at the table, with his elbow on the folded

parchment, and his head resting on his clenched fist. The Count stood

between us—master of the dreadful position in which we were placed, as

he was master of everything else.

" Lady Glyde," he said, with a gentleness which seemed to address itself

to our forlorn situation instead of to ourselves, " pray pardon me, if I ven-

ture to offer one suggestion ; and pray believe that I speak out of my pro-

found respect and my friendly regard for the mistress of this house." He
turned sharply towards Sir Percival. "Is it absolutely necessary," he
Miked, " that this thing here, under your elbow, should be signed to-day ?"

"It is necessary to my plans and wishes," returned the other, sulkily.

" But that consideration, as you may have noticed, has no influence with

Lady Glyde."

" Answer my plain question, plainly. Can the business of the signature

be put off till to-morrow—Yes or No ?"
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" Yes—if you will have it so."

" Then, what are you wasting your time for, here Y Let the signature

wait till to-morrow—let it wait till you come back."

Sir Percival looked up with a frown and an oath.

" You are taking a tone with me that I don't like," he said. " A tone ]

won't bear from any man."
" 1 am advising you for your good," returned the Count, with a smile oi

quiet contempt. " Give yourself time
;
give Lady Glyde time. Have you

forgotten that your dog-cart is waiting at the door ? My tone surprises

you—ha? I dare say it does—it is the tone of a man who can keep hia

temper. How many doses of good advice have I given you in my time ?

More than you can count. Have I ever been wrong ? I defy you to quota

we an instance of it. Go ! take your drive. The matter of the signature

can wait till to-morrow. Let it wait—and renew it when you como

back."

Sir Percival hesitated, and looked at his watch. His anxiety about the

secret journey which he was to take that day, revived by the Count's

words, was now evidently disputing possession of his mind with his anxiety

to obtain Laura's signature. He considered for a little while ; and then

got up from his chair.

" It is easy to argue me down," he said, " when I have no time to answei

you. I will take your advice, Fosco—not because I want it, or believe in

it, but because I can't stop here any longer." He paused, and looked

round darkly at his wife. " If you don't give me your signature when ]

come back to-morrow— !" The rest was lost in the noise of his opening

the book-case cupboard again, and locking up the parchment once more.

He took his hat and gloves off the table, and made for the door. Laura

and I drew back to let him pass. " Kemember to-morrow !" he said to hia

wife ; and went out.

We waited to give him time to cross the hall, and drive away. The

Count approached us while we were standing near the door.

" You have just seen Percival at his worst, Miss Halcombe," he said

" As his old friend, I am sorry for him and ashamed of him. As his old

friend, I promise you that he shall not break out to-morrow in the same

disgraceful manner in which he has broken out to-day."

Laura had taken my arm while he was speaking, and she pressed it sig-

nificantly when he had done. It would have been a hard trial to any

woman to stand by and see the office of apologist for her husband's mis-

conduct quietly assumed by his male friend in her own house—and it was

a trial to her. I thanked the Count civilly, and led her out. Yes! I

thanked him : for I felt already, with a sense of inexpressible helplessness

Mid humiliation, that it was either his interest or his caprice to make sure

of my continuing to reside at Blackwuter Park ; and I knew after Sit
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Farclvnl'ti conduct to me, that without the support of the Count's influence,

I could not hope to remain there. His influence, the influence of all others

that I dreaded most, was actually the one tie which now held me to Laura

in the hour of her utmost need

!

We heard the wheels of the dog-cart crashing on the gravel of the drive,

as we came into the hall. Sir Percival had started on his journey.

" Where is he going to, Marian ?" Laura whispered. " Every fresh

thin" he does, seems to terrify me about the future. Have you any

suspicions ?"

After what she had undergone that morning, I was unwilling to tell her

my suspicions.

" How should I know his secrets," I said, evasively.

" I wonder if the housekeeper knows ?" she persisted.

"Certainly not," I replied. "She must be quite as ignorant as We

are."

Laura shook her head doubtfully.

"Did you not hear from the housekeeper that there was a report ol

Anne Catherick having been seen in this neighbourhood? Don't you

think he may have gone away to look for her ?"

" I would rather compose myself, Laura, by not thinking about it, at

all ; and, after what has happened, you had better follow my example.

Come into my room, and rest and quiet yourself a little."

We sat down together close to the window, and let the fragrant summer

air breathe over our faces.

" I am ashamed to look at you, Marian," she said, " after what you sub-

mitted to down stairs, for my sake. Oh, my own love, I am almost heart-

broken, when I think of it ! But I will try to make it up to you—I wil]

indeed
!"

" Hush ! hush !" I replied ;
" don't talk so. What is the trifling morti-

fication of my pride compared to the dreadful sacrifice of your happiness ?"

" You heard what he said to me ?" she went on, quickly and vehe-

mently. " You heard the words—but you don't know what they meant

—

you don't know why I threw down the pen and turned my back on him."

She rose in sudden agitation, and walked about the room. " I have kept

many things from your knowledge, Marian, for fear of distressing you, and

making you unhappy at the outset of our new lives. You don't know how
he has used me. And yet, you ought to know, for you saw how he used

me to-day. You heard him sneer at my presuming to be scrupulous
;
you

heard him say I had made a virtue of necessity in marrying him." She

Bat down again ; her face flushed deeply, and her hands twisted and twined

together in her lap. " I can't tell you about it now," she said ;
" I shall

burst out crying if I tell you now—later, Marian, when I ;tm more sure o

myself. My poor bead aches, darling—aches, aches-, aches. Where is

O
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your smelling-bottle ? Let me talk to you about yourself. I wish I hai

given him my signature, for your sake. Shall I give it to him, to-

morrow? I would rather compromise myself than compromise yon.

Alter your taking my part against him, he will lay all the blame on you,

if I refuse again. What shall we do? Oh, for a- friend to help us and

advise us !—a friend we could really trust
!"

Sne sighed bitterly. I saw in her face that she was thinking of Hart-

right—saw it the more plainly because her last words set me thinking of

him, too. In six months only from her marriage, we wanted the faithful

service he had offered to us in his farewell words. How little I once

thought that we should ever want it at all

!

" We must do what we can to help ourselves," I said. " Let us try to

talk it over calmly, Laura—let us do all in our power to decide for the

best."

Putting what she knew of her husband's embarrassments, and what I

had heard of his conversation with the lawyer, together, we arrived neces-

sarily at the conclusion that the parchment in the library had been drawn

up for the purpose of borrowing money, and that Laura's signature was

absolutely necessary to fit it for the attainment of Sir Percival's object.

The second question, concerning the nature of the legal contract by

which the money was to be obtained, and the degree of personal responsi-

bility to which Laura might subject herself if she signed it in the dark,

involved considerations which lay far beyond any knowledge and ex-

perience that either of us possessed. My own convictions led me to

believe that the hidden contents of the parchment concealed a transaction

of the meanest and the most fraudulent kind.

I had not formed this conclusion in consequence of Sir Percival's refusal

to show the writing, or to explain it ; for that refusal might well have pro-

ceeded from his obstinate disposition and his domineering temper alone.

My sole motive for distrusting his honesty, sprang from the change which

I had observed in his language and his manners at Blackwater Park, a

change which convinced me that he had been acting a part throughout the

whole period of his probation at Limmeridge House. His elaborate deli-

cacy ; his ceremonious politeness, which harmonized so agreeably with

Mr. Gilmore's old-fashioned notions ; his modesty with Laura, his candour

with me, his moderation with Mr. Fairlie—all these were the artifices of a

mean, cunning, and brutal man, who had dropped his disguise when his

practised duplicity had gained its end, and had openly shown himself in

the library, on that very day. I say nothing of the grief which this dis-

covery caused me on Laura's account, for it is not to be expressed by any

words of mine. I only refer to it at all, because it decided me to oppose

her signing the parchment, whatever the consequences might be, unless

nhe was first made acquainted with the contents.
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finder these circumstances, the one chance for us when to-morrow came,

jcas to be provided with an objection to giving the signature, which might

rest on sufficiently firm commercial or legal grounds to shake Sir Percival'

3

resolution, and to make him suspect that we two women understood the

laws and obligations of business as well as himself.

After some pondering, I determined to write to the only honest man
within reach whom we could trust to help us discreetly, in our forlorn

situation. That man was Mr. Gilmore's partner—Mr. Kyrlc—who con-

ducted the business, now that our old friend had been obliged to withdraw

from it, and to leave London on account of his health. I explained tc

Laura that I had Mr. Gilmore's own authority for placing implicit con-

fidence in his partner's integrity, discretion, and accurate knowledge of all

ner affairs ; and, with her full approval, I sat down at once to write the

letter.

I began by stating our position to Mr. Kyrle exactly as it was ; and

then asked for his advice in return, expressed in plain, downright terms

which he could comprehend without any danger of misinterpretations and

mistakes. My letter was as short as I could possibly make it, and was, I

hope, unencumbered by needless apologies and needless details.

Just as I was about to put the address on the envelope, an obstacle was

discovered by Laura, which in the effort and pre-occupation of writing,

had escaped my mind altogether.

" How are we to get the answer in time ?" she asked. " Your lette:

will not be delivered in London before to-morrow morning ; and the post

will not bring the reply here till the morning after."

The only way of overcoming this difficulty was to ftave the answer

brought to us from the lawyer's office by a special messenger. 1 wrote a

postscript to that effect, begging that the messenger might be despatched

with the reply by the eleven o'clock morning train, which would bring

him to our station at twenty minutes past one, and so enable him to reach

Blackwater Park by two o'clock at the latest. He was to be directed to

ask for me, to answer no questions addressed to him by any one else, and

to deliver his letter into no hands but mine.
" In case Sir Percival should come back to-morrow before two o'clock,"

I said to Laura, " the wisest plan for you to adopt is to be out in the

grounds, all the morning, with your book or your work, and not to appear

at the house till the messenger has had time to arrive with the letter. I

will wait here for him, all the morning, to guard against any misadven-

tures or mistakes. By following this arrangement I hope and believe we
shall avoid being taken by surprise. Let us go down to the drawing-room

now. We may excite suspicion if we remain shut up together too long,"

" Suspicion ?" she repeated. " Whose suspicion can we excite, now
that Sir Percival has left the house? Do you mean Count Foseo?"
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" Perhaps I do, Laura."
" You are beginning to dislike him as much as I do, Marian."
,: No ; not to dislike him. Dislike is always, more or less, associated

with contempt—I can see nothing in the Count to despise."

" You are not afraid of him, are you ?"

" Perhaps I am—a little."

" Afraid of him, after his interference in our favour to-day !"

" Yes. I am more afraid of his interference than I am of Sir Percival's

violence. Remember what I said to you in the library. Whatever you

do, Laura, don't make an enemy of the Count
!"

We went down stairs. Laura entered the drawing-room ; while I pro-

jeeded across the hall, with my letter in my hand, to put it into the post-

bag, which hung against the wall opposite to me.

The house door was open ; and, as I crossed past it, I saw Count Fosco

and his wife standing talking together on the steps outside, with their faces

turned towards me.

The Countess came into the hall, rather hastily, and asked if I had

leisure enough for five minutes' private conversation. Feeling a little

surprised by such an appeal from such a person, I put my letter into the

bag, and replied that I was quite at her disposal. She took my arm with

unaccustomed friendliness and familiarity ; and instead of leading me into

an empty room, drew me out with her to the belt of turf which sur-

rounded the large fish-pond.

As we passed the Count on the steps, he bowed and smiled, and then

went at once into the house
;
pushing the hall-door to after him, but not

actually closing it.

The Countess walked me gently round the fish-pond. I expected to be

cade the depositary of some extraordinary confidence ; and I was

astonished to find that Madame Fosco's communication for my private ear

was nothing more than a polite assurance of her sympathy for me, after

what had happened in the library. Her husband had told her of all that

had passed, and of the insolent manner in which Sir Percival had spoken to

me. This information had so shocked and distressed her, on my account

and on Laura's, that she had made up her mind, if anything of the sort

happened again, to mark her sense of Sir Percival's outrageous conduct by

leaving the house. The Count had approved of her idea, and she now

hoped that I approved of it, too,

I thought this a very strange proceeding on the part of such a remark-

ably reserved women as Madame Fosco—especially after the interchange ol

sharp speeches which had passed between us during the conversation in the

boat-house, on that very morning. However, it was my plain duty to

meet a polite and friendly advance, on the part of one of my elders, with 8

polite and friendly reply. I answered the Countess, accordingly, in her
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own tone ; and then, thinking we had said all that was necessary on either

side, made an attempt to get back to the house.

But Madame Fosco seemed resolved not to part with me, and, to my
unspeakable amazement, resolved also to talk. Hitherto, the most silent o/

women, she now persecuted me with fluent conventionalities on the

Eubject of married life, on the subject of Sir Percival and Laura, on the

subject of her own happiness, on the subject of the late Mr. Fairlie'j

conduct to her in the matter of her legacy, and on half a dozen othe?

subjects besides, until she had detained me, walking round and round the

fish-pond for more than half an hour, and had quite wearied me out.

Whether she discovered this, or not, I cannot say, but she stopped as

abruptly as she had begun—looked towards the house door, resumed her

icy manner in a moment—and dropped my arm of her own accord, before

I could think of an excuse for accomplishing my own release from her.

As I pushed open the door, and entered the hall, I found myself sud-

denly face to face with the Count again. He was just putting a letter

into the post-bag.

After he had dropped it in, and had closed the bag, he asked me where I

had left Madame Fosco. I told him ; and he went out at the hall door,

immediately, to join his wife. His manner, when he spoke to me, was so

unusually quiet and subdued that I turned and looked after him, wonder-

ing if he were ill or out of spirits.

Why my next proceeding was to go straight up to the post-bag, and

take out my own letter, and look at it again, with a vague distrust on me
;

and why the looking at it for the second time instantly suggested the idea

to my mind of sealing the envelope for its greater security—are mysteries

which are either too deep or too shallow for me to fathom. Women, as

everybody knows, constantly act on impulses which they cannot explain

even to themselves ; and I can only suppose that one of those impulses

was the hidden cause of my unaccountable conduct on this occasion.

Whatever influence animated me, I found cause to congratulate myself

on having obeyed it, as soon as I prepared to seal the letter in my own

room. I had originally closed the envelope, in the usual way, by moisten-

ing the adhesive point and pressing it on the paper beneath ; and, when J

now tried it with my finger, after a lapse of full three-quarters of an hour.

the envelope opened on the instant, without sticking or tearing. Perhaps

1 had fastened it insufficiently? Perhaps there might have been some

defect in the adhesive gum ?

Or, perhaps No ! it is quite revolting enough to feel that third con-

jecture stirring in my mind. I would rather not see it confronting me, in

plain black and white.

I almost dread to-morrow— so much depends on my discretion and

9o]f-control. There are two precautions at all events, which I am sure not
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fc forget. I must be careful to keep up friendly appearances with the

Count ; and I must be well on my guard, when the messenger from the

office comes here with the answer to my letter.

V
June 17th.—When the dinner hour brought us together again, Count

Fosco was in his usual excellent spirits. He exerted himself to interest

and amuse us, as if he was determined to efface from our memories all

recollection of what had passed in the library that afternoon. Lively

descriptions of his adventures in travelling ; amusing anecdotes of remark-

able people whom he had met with abroad
;
quaint comparisons between

the social customs of various nations, illustrated by examples drawn from

men and women indiscriminately all over Europe ; humorous confession*

of the innocent follies of his own early life, when he ruled the fashions of a

second-rate Italian town, and wrote preposterous romances, on the French

model, for a second-rate Italian newspaper—all flowed in succession so

easily and so gaily from his lips, and all addressed our various curiosities

and various interests so directly and so delicately, that Laura and I

listened to him with as much attention, and, inconsistent as it may seem,

with as much admiration also, as Madame Fosco herself. "Women can resist

a man's love, a man's fame, a man's personal appearance, and a man's money

;

but they cannot resist a man's tongue, when he knows how to talk to them.

After dinner, while the favourable impression which he had produced on

us was still vivid in our minds, the Count modestly withdrew to read in

the library.

Laura proposed a stroll in the grounds to enjoy the close of the lone

evening. It was necessary, in common politeness, to ask Madame Fosco

to join us ; but, this time, she had apparently received her orders before-

hand, and she begged we would kindly excuse her. " The Count will

probably want a fresh supply of cigarettes," she remarked, by wav of

apology ;
" and nobody can make them to his satisfaction, but myself."

Her cold blue eyes almost warmed as she spoke the words—she looked

actually proud of being the officiating medium through which her lord and
master composed himself with tobacco-smoke I

Laura and I went out together alone.

It was a misty, heavy evening. There was a sense of blight in the air

;

the flowers were drooping in the garden, and the ground was parched and
dewless. The western heaven, as we saw it over the quiet trees, was of a

pale yellow hue, and the sun was setting faintly in a haze. Coming vain

eeemed near : it would fall probably with the fall of night.
M Which way shall we go ?" I asked.

" Towards the lake, Marian, if you like," she answered.
" You seem unaccountably fond, Laura, of that dismal It&e."
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*No ; not of the lake, but of the scenery about it. The sand and

heath, and the fir-trees, are the only objects I can discover, iD all this large

place, to remind me of Limmeridge. But we will walk in some othef

direction, if you prefer it."

" I have no favourite walks at Blackwater Park, my love. One is the

game as another to me. Let us go to the lake—we may find it cooler in

the open space than we find it here."

"We walked through the shadowy plantation in silence. The heaviness

in the evening air oppressed us both ; and, when we reached the boat-

house, we were glad to sit down and rest, inside.

A white fog hung low over the lake. The dense brown line of the trees

on the opposite bank, appeared above it, like a dwarf forest floating in the

sky. The sandy ground, shelving downward from where we sat, was lost

mysteriously in the outward layers of the fog. The silence was horrible.

No rustling of the leaves—no bird's note in the wood—no cry of water-

fowl from the pools of the hidden lake. Even the croaking of the frogs had

ceased to-night.

" It is very desolate and gloomy," said Laura. " But we can be more

alone here than anywhere else."

She spoke quietly, and looked at the wilderness of sand and mist with

steady, thoughtful eyes. I could see that her mind was too much occu-

pied to feel the dreary impressions from without, which had fastened them-

selves already on mine.
" I promised, Marian, to tell you the truth about my married life,

instead of leaving you any longer to guess it for yourself," she began.

" That secret is the first I have ever had from you, love, and I am deter-

mined it shall be the last. I was silent, as you know, for your sake— and

perhaps a little for my own sake as well. It is very hard for a woman
to confess that the man to whom she has given her whole life, is the man
of all others who cares least for the gift. If you were married yourself

Marian—and especially if you were happily married—you would feel for

me as no single woman can feel, however kind and true she may be."

What answer could I make ? 1 could only take her hand, and look at

her with my whole heart as well as my eyes would let me.
* How often," she went on, " I have heard you laughing over what you

used to call your ' poverty !' how often you have made me mock-speeches

of congratulation on my wealth ! Oh, Marian, never laugh again. Thank
God for your poverty—it has made you your own mistress, and has saved

you from the lot that has fallen on me."

A sad beginning on the lips of a young wife !—sad in its quiet, plain-

spoken truth. The few days we had all passed together at Blackwater

Park, had been many enough to show me—to show any one—what her

husband had married her for-
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" You shall not be distressed," she said, " by hearing how soon ray He-
ppointments and my trials began—or even by knowing what they wera

It is bad enough to have them on my memory. If I tell you how he
received the first, and last, attempt at remonstrance that I ever made, you
will know how he has always treated me, as well as if I had described it in

so many words. It was one day at Home, when we had ridden onfi

together to the tomb of Cecilia Metella. The sky was calm and lovely

—

and the grand old ruin looked beautiful—and the remembrance that a

husband's love had raised it in the old time to a wife's memory, made me
feel more tenderly and more anxiously towards my husband than I had

ever felt yet. ' Would you build such a tomb for me, Percival ?' 1 asked

him. ' You said you loved me dearly, before we were married ; and yet,

since that time ' I could get no farther. Marian ! he was not even

looking at me ! I pulled down my veil, thinking it best not to let him see

that the tears were in my eyes. I fancied he had not paid any attention

to me ; but he had. He said, ' Come away,' and laughed to himself, as he

helped me on to my horse. He mounted his own horse ; and laughed

again as we rode away. ' If I do build you a tomb,' he said, ' it will be

done with your own money. I wonder whether Cecilia Metella had a

fortune, and paid for hers.' I made no reply—how could I, when I was

crying behind my veil ? ' Ah, you light-complexioned women are all

sulky,' he said. 'What do you want? compliments and soft speeches?

Well ! I'm in a good humour this morning. Consider the compliments

paid, and the speeches said.' Men little know, when they say hard thing?

to us, how well we remember them, and how much harm they do us. It

would have been better for me if I had gone on crying ; but his contempt

dried up my tears, and hardened my heart. From that time, Marian, I

never checked myself again in thinking of Walter Hartright. I let tho

memory of those happy days, when we were so fond of each other in secret,

some back, and comfort me. What else had I to look to for consolation?

If we had been together, you would have helped me to better things. J

know it was wrong, darling—but tell me if I was wrong, without any

excuse."

I was obliged to turn my face from her. " Don't ask me !" I said.

" Have I suffered as you have suffered ? What right have I to decide ?"

" I used to think of him," she pursued, dropping her voice, and moving
closer to me—" I used to think of him, when Percival left me alone at

night, to go among the Opera people. I used to fancy what I might have

been, if it had pleased God to bless me with poverty, and if I had been his

wife. I used to see myself in my neat cheap gown, sitting at home and

waiting for him, while he was earning our bread—sitting at home and

working for him, and loving him all the better because I had to work for

him—seeing him come in tired, and taking off his hat and coat for him
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—-aai, Marian, pleasing him with little dishes at dinner that I had learnt

to make for his sake.—Oh ! I hope he is never lonely enough and sad

enough to think of me, and see me, as I have thought of Mm and seen

him .'"

As she said those melancholy words, all the lost tenderness returned to

her voice, and all the lost beauty trembled back into her face. Her eyes

rested as lovingly on the blighted, solitary, ill-omened view before us, as

if they saw the friendly hills of Cumberland in the dim and threatening

sky.

" Don't speak of Walter any more," I said, as soon as I could control

Myself. " Oh, Laura, spare us both the wretchedness of talking of him,

now
!"

She roused herself, and looked at me tenderly.

" I would rather be silent about him for ever," she answered, " than

cause you a moment's pain."

" It is in your interests," I pleaded ;
" it is for your sake that I speak.

If your husband heard you
"

" It would not surprise him, if he did hear me."

She made that strange reply with a weary calmness and coldness.

The change in her manner, when she gave the answer, startled me almost

as much as the answer itself.

" Not surprise him !"' I repeated. " Laura ! remember what you are

Baying—you frighten me !"

" It ia true," she said—" it is what I wanted to tell you to-day, when
we were talking in your room. My only secret when I opened my heart

to him at Limmeridge, was a harmless secret, Marian—you said so

yourself. The name was all I kept from him—and he has discovered it."

I heard her ; but I could say nothing. Her last words- had killed the

little hope that still lived in me.
" It happened at Eome," she went on, as wearily calm and cold as

ever. " We were at a little party, given to the English by some friends of

Sir Percival's—Mr. and Mrs. Markland. Mrs. Markland had the reputa-

tion of sketching very beautifully ; and some of the guests prevailed on

her to show us her drawings. We all admired them,—but something I

said attracted her attention particularly to me. ' Surely you draw your-

self?' she asked. * I used to draw a little once,' I answered, ' but I have

given it up.' 'If you have once drawn,' she said, 'you may take to it

again one of these days ; and, if you do, I wish you would let me recom-

mend you a master.' I said nothing—you know why, Marian—and tried

to change the conversation. But Mrs. Markland persisted. ' I have had

all sorts of teachers,' she went on ;
' hut the best of all, the most ;

ntelli-

gent and the most attentive was a Mr. Hartright. If you ever take up

your drawing again, do try him as a master. He is a young man— modest
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and gentlemanlike—I am sure you will like him.' Think of those worcte

being spoken to me publicly, in the presence of strangers—strangers who
had been incited to meet the bride and bridegroom ! I did all I could to

control myself—I said nothing, and looked down close at the drawings.

When I ventured to raise my head again, my eyes and my husband's eyes

met ; and I knew, by his look, that my face had betrayed me. ' We will

see about Mr. Hartright,' he said, looking at me all the time, ' when wo
get back to England. 1 agree with you, Mrs. Markland—I think Lady
Glyde is sure to like him.' He laid an emphasis on the last words which

made my cheeks burn, and set my heart beating as if it would stifle me.

Nothing more was said—we came away early. He was silent in the

carriage, driving back to the hotel. He helped me out, and followed mo
up-stairs as usual. But the moment we were in the drawing-room, he

locked the door, pushed me down into a chair, and stood over me with his

hands on my shoulders. ' Ever since that morning when you made youi

audacious confession to me at Limmeridge,' he said, ' I have wanted to fina

out the man ; and I found him in your face, to-night. Your drawing-

master was the man ; and his name is Hartright. You shall repent it,

and he shall repent it, to the last hour of your lives. Now go to bed, and

dream of him, if you like—with the marks of my horsewhip on his

Bhoulders.' Whenever he is angry with me now, he refers to what I

acknowledged to him in your presence, with a sneer or a threat. I have

no power to prevent him from putting his own horrible construction on

the confidence I placed in him. I have no influence to make him believe

me, or to keep him silent. You looked surprised, to-day, when you heard

him tell me that I had made a virtue of necessity in marrying him. You
will not be surprised again, when you hear him repeat it, the next time he

is out of temper—Oh, Marian ! don't ! don't ! you hurt me !"

I had caught her in my arms ; and the sting and torment of my remorse

had closed them round her like a vice. Yes ! my remorse. The white

despair of Walter's face, when my cruel words struck him to the heart in

the 6ummer-house at Limmeridge, rose before me in mute, unendurable

reproach. My hand had pointed the way which led the man my sister

loved, step by step, far from his country and his friends. Between those

two young hearts I had stood, to sunder them for ever, the one from tin

other—and his life and her life lay wasted before me, alike, in witness of

the deed. I had done this ; and done it for Sir Percival Glyd&
For Sir Percival Glyde.

I heard her speaking, and I knew by the tone of her voice that she wait

comforting me

—

I, who deserved nothing but the reproach of her silence

'

How long it was before I mastered the absorbing misery of my own
thoughts, I cannot tell. 1 was first conscious that she was kissing me
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end then my eyes seemed to wake on a sudden to their sense of outward

things, and I knew that I was looking mechanically straight before me at

the prospect of the lake.

" It is late," I heard her whisper. " It will be dark in the plantation." She

shook my arm, and repeated, " Marian ! it will be dark in the plantation
*

" Give me a minute longer," I said
—" a minute, to get better in."

I was afraid to trust myself to look at her yet ; and I kept my eyes fixed

on the view.

It was late. The dense brown line of trees in the sky had faded in the

gathering darkness, to the faint resemblance of a long wreath of smoke.

The mist over the lake below had stealthily enlarged, and advanced on us.

The silence was as breathless as ever—but the horror of it had gone, and

the solemn mystery of its stillness was all that remained.

" We are far from the house," she whispered. " Let us go back."

She stopped suddenly, and turned her face from me towards the entrance

of the boat-house.

"Marian!" she said, trembling violently. "Do you see nothing?

Look !"

" Where ?"

" Down there, below us."

She pointed. My eyes followed her hand ; and I saw it, too.

A living figure was moving over the waste of heath in the distance. It

crossed our range of view from the boat-house, and passed darkly along the

outer edge of the mist. It stopped far off, in front of us—waited—and

passed on ; moving slowly, with the white cloud of mist behind it and

above it—slowly, slowly, till it glided by the edge of the boat-house, and

we saw it no more.

We were both unnerved by what had passed between us that evening.

Some minutes elapsed before Laura would venture into the plantation, and

before I could make up my mind to lead her back to the house.

" Was it a man, or a woman ?" she asked, in a whisper, as we moved
at last, into the dark dampness of the outer air.

" I am not certain."

" Which do you think ?"

" It looked like a woman."
" I was afraid it was a man in a long cloak."

" It may be a man. In this dim light it is not possible to be certain.

'

" Wait, Marian ! I'm frightened— I don't see the path. Suppose the

figure should follow us ?"

" Not at all likely, Laura. There is really nothing to be alarmed about.

The shores of the lake are not far from the village, and they are free to any

one to walk on, by day or night. It is only wonderful we have seen no

living creature there before."
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We were now in the plantation. It was very dark—so dark, that we
found some difficulty in keeping the path. I gave Laura my arm, and we
walked as fast as we could on our way back.

Before we were half way through, she stopped, and forced me to stop

with her. She was listening.

" Hush," she whispered. "I hear something behind us."

" Dead leaves," I said to cheer her, " or a twig blown off the trees."

" It is summer time, Marian ; and there is not a breath of wind.

Liften
!"

I heard the sound, too—a sound like a light footstep following us.

" No matter who it is, or what it is," I said ;
" let us walk on. Il

another minute, if there is anything to alarm us, we shall be near enough

to the house to be heard."

We went on quickly—so quickly, that Laura was breathless by the

time we were nearly through the plantation, and within sight of the

lighted windows.

I waited a moment, to give her breathing-time. Just as we were about to

proceed, she stopped me again, and signed to me with her hand to listen

once more. We both heard distinctly a long, heavy sigh, behind us, in

the black depths of the trees.

" Who's there ?" I called out.

There was no answer.
" Who's there ?" I repeated.

An instant of silence followed ; and then we heard the light fall of the

footsteps again, fainter and fainter—sinking away into the darkness-
sinking, sinking, sinking—till they were lost in the silence.

We hurried out from the trees to the open lawn beyond; crossed it

rapidly ; and without another word passing between us, reached the house.

In the light of the hall-lamp, Laura looked at me, with white cheeks

and startled eyes.

" I am half dead with fear," she said. " Who could it have been ?"

" We will try to guess to-morrow," I replied. " In the mean time, say

nothing to any one of what we have heard and seen."
" Why not ?"

" Because silence is safe—and we have need of safety in this house."
I sent Laura up stairs immediately—waited a minute to take off my

hat, and put my hair smooth—and then went at once to make my first

investigations in the library, on pretence of searching for a book.
There sat the Count, filling out the largest easy-chair in the house

;

smoking and reading calmly, with his feet on an ottoman, his cravat

across his knees, and his shirt collar wide open. And there sat Madame
Fosco, like a quiet child, on a stool by his side, making cigarettes.

Neither husband nor wife could, by any possibility, have been out late
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tfeftt evening, and have just got back to the house in a hurry. I felt that my
abject in visiting the library was answered the moment I set eyes on them.

Count Fosco rose in polite confusion, and tied his cravat on when I

entered the room.

* Pray don't let me disturb yon," I said. " I have only come here tc

jet a book."

" All unfortunate men of my size suffer from the heat," said the Count,

refreshing himself gravely with a large green fan. " I wish I could change

places with my excellent wife. She is as cool, at this moment, as a fish in

the pond outside."

The Countess allowed herself to thaw under the influence of her

husband's quaint comparison. " I am never warm, Miss Halcombe," she

remarked, with the modest air of a woman who was confessing to one of her

own merits.

"Have you and Lady Glyde been out this evening?" asked the Count,

while I was taking a book from the shelves, to preserve appearances.

" Yes ; we went out to get a little air."

" May I ask in what direction ?"

" In the direction of the lake—as far as the boat-house."

" Aha ? As far as the boat-house ?"

Under other circumstances, I might have resented his curiosity. Bat,

to-night I hailed it as another proof that neither he nor his wife were con«

nected with the mysterious appearance at the lake.

" IMo more adventures, I suppose, this evening ?" he went on. " No more
discoveries, like your discovery of the wounded dog ?"

He fixed his unfathomable gray eyes on me, with that cold, clear, irre-

sistible glitter in them, which always forces me to look at him, and always

makes me uneasy, while I do look. An unutterable suspicion that his

mind is prying into mine, overcomes me at these times ; and it overcame

me now.
" No," I said, shortly ;

" no adventures—no discoveries."

I tried to look away from him, and leave the room. Strange as it seems,

I hardly think I should have succeeded in the attempt, if Madame Fosco

had not helped me by causing him to move and look away first.

" Count, you are keeping Miss Halcombe standing," she said.

The moment he turned round to get me a chair, I seized my opportunity

—thanked him—made my excuses—and slipped out.

An hour later, when Laura's maid happened to be in her mistress's room,

I took occasion to refer to the closeness of the night, with a view to ascer-

taining next how the servants had been passing their time.

" Have you been suffering much from the heat, down stairs ?" I asked.

" No, miss," said the girl ;
" we have not felt it to speak of."

* You have been out in the -woods, ther>
v T suppose ?"
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M Some of us thought of going, miss. But cook said she should take hei

chair into the cool court-yard, outside the kitchen door ; and, on second

thoughts, all the rest of us took our chairs out there, too."

The housekeeper was now the only person who remained to be accounted

for.

" Is Mrs. Michelson gone to bed yet?" I inquired.

: I should think not, miss," said the girl, smiling. " Mrs. Michelson ia

more likely to be getting up, just now, than going to bed."

"Why? What do you mean? Has Mrs. Michelson been taking to

her bed in the daytime ?"

" No, miss ; not exactly, but the next thing to it. She's been asleep al'

the evening, on the sofa in her own room."

Putting together what I observed for myself in the library and what 1

have just heard from Laura's maid, one conclusion seems inevitable. The

ficrure we saw at the lake, was not the figure of Madame Fosco, of her

husband, or of any of the servants. The footsteps we heard behind us were

not the footsteps of any one belonging to the house.

Who could it have been ?

It seems useless to inquire. I cannot even decide whether the figure

was a man's or a woman's. I can only say that I think it was a woman's.

VI.

June 18th.—The misery of self-reproach which I suffered yesterday even-

ing, on hearing what Laura told me in the boat-house, returned in the

loneliness of the night, and kept me waking and wretched for hours.

I lighted my caudle at last, and searched through my old journals to see

what my share in the fatal error of her marriage had really been, and what

I mi°ht have once done to save her from it. The result soothed me a little

—for it showed that, however blindly and ignorantly 1 acted, I acted for

the best. Crying generally does me harm ; but it was not so last night—

1

think it relieved me. I rose this morning with a settled resolution and a

quiet mind. Nothing Sir Percival can say or do shall ever irritate me

a^ain, or make me forget, for one moment, that I am staying here, in

defiance of mortifications, insults, and threats, for Laura's service and for

Laura's sake.

The speculations in which we might have indulged, this morning, on the

Bubject of the figure at the lake and the footsteps in the plantation, Lave

been all suspended by a trifling accident which has caused Laura great

regret. She has lost the little brooch I gave her for a keepsake, on the day

before her marriage. As she wore it when we went out yesterday evening

we can only suppose that it must have dropped from her dress, either in the

boat-house, or on our way back. The servants have been sent to search,

and have returned unsuccessful, And now Laura herself has gone to look
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for It. Whether she finds it, or not, the loss will help to excuse hex

absence from the house, if Sir Percival returns before the letter from Mr.

Gilmore's partner is placed in my hands.

One o'clock has just struck. I am considering whether I had better wait

here for the arrival of the messenger from London, or slip away quietly,

and watch for him outside the lodge gate.

My suspicion of everybody and everything in this house inclines me to

think that the second plan may be the best. The Count is safe in the

breakfast-room. I heard him, through the door, as I ran up-stairs, ten

minutes since, exercising his canary-birds at their tricks :
—" Come out on

my little finger, my pret-pret-pretties ! Come out, and hop up-stairs ! One,

two, three—and up ! Three, two, one—and down ! One, two, three

—

twit-twit-twit-tweet !" The birds burst into their usual ecstasy of singing,

and the Count chirruped and whistled at them in return, as if he was a

bird himself. My room door is open, and I can hear the shrill singing and

whistling at this very moment. If I am really to slip out, without being

observed—now is my time.

Four o'clock. The three hours that have passed since 1 made my last

entry, have turned the whole march of events at Blackwater Park in a new
direction. Whether for good or for evil, I cannot and dare not decide.

Let me get back first to the place at which I left off—or I shall lose my-
self in the confusion of my own thoughts.

I went out, as I had proposed, to meet the messenger with my letter

from London, at the lodge gate. On the stairs I saw no one. In the hall

I heard the Count still exercising his birds. But on crossing the quad-

rangle outside, I passed Madame Fosco, walking by herself in her favourite

circle, round and round the great fish-pond. I at once slackened my pace,

so as to avoid all appearance of being in a hurry ; and even went the length,

for caution's sake, of inquiring if she thought of going out before lunch

She smiled at me in the friendliest manner—said she preferred remaining

near the house—nodded pleasantly—and re-entered the hall. I looked

back, and saw that she had closed the door before I had opened the wicket

by the side of the carriage gates.

In less than a quarter of an hour, T reached the lodge.

The lane outside took a sudden turn to the left, ran on straight for a

hundred yards or so, and then took another sharp turn to the right to join the

high road. Between these two turns, hidden from the lodge on one side and

from the way to the station on the other, I waited, walking backwards and

forwards. High hedges were on either side of me ; and for twenty minutes,

by my watch, I neither saw nor heard anything. At the end of that time,

the sound ot a carriage caught my ear ; and I was met, as I advanced,

towards the second turning, by a fly from the railway. I made a sign to
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the drirer to stop. As he obeyed me, a respectable-looking man put hla

head out of the window to see what was the matter.

" I beg your pardon," I said ; " but am I right in supposing that you are

going to Blackwater Park ?"

" Yes, ma'am."
" With a letter for any one ?"

" With a letter for Miss Halcombe, ma'am."
" You may give me the letter. I am Miss Halcombe."

The man touched his hat, got out of the fly immediately, and gave me
She letter.

I opened it at once, and read these lines. I copy them here, thinking it

best to destroy the original for caution's sake.

" Deae Madam.—Your letter received this morning, has caused mc
very great anxiety. I will reply to it as briefly and plainly as possible.

" My careful consideration of the statement made by yourself, and my
knowledge .of Lady Glyde's position, as defined in the settlement, lead me,l

regret to say, to the conclusion that a loan of the trust money to Sir Per-

cival (or, in other words, a loan of some portion of the twenty thousand

pounds of Lady Glyde's fortune), is in contemplation, and that she is made a

party to the deed, in order to secure her approval of a flagrant breach of

trust, and to have her signature produced against her, if she should com-

plain hereafter. It is impossible, on any other supposition, to account,

situated as she is, for her execution to a deed of any kind being wanted

at all.

" In the event of Lady Glyde's signing such a document as I am
compelled to suppose the deed in question to be, her trustees would be at

liberty to advance money to Sir Percival out of her twenty thousand pounds.

If the amount so lent should not be paid back, and if Lady Glyde should

have children, their fortune will then be diminished by the sum, large or

small, so advanced. In plainer terms still, the transaction, for anything

that Lady Glyde knows to the contrary, may be a fraud upon her unborn

children.

" Under these serious circumstances, I would recommend Lady Glyde to

assign as a reason for withholding her signature, that she wishes the deed

to be first submitted to myself, as her family solicitor (in the absence of

my partner, Mr. Gilmore). No reasonable objection can be made to taking

this course—for, if the transaction is an honourable one, there will neces-

sarily be no difficulty in my giving my approval.

" Sincerely assuring you of my readiness to afford any additional help ot

advice that may be wanted, I beg to remairi, Madam, your faithful

servant,

"William Kykle.
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I reaci this kind and sensible letter very tliankfi.lly. It supplied Laura

with a reason for objecting to the signature which was unanswerable, and

which we could both of us understand. The messenger waited near me
while I was reading, to receive his directions when I had done.

" Will you be good enough to say that I understand the letter, and that

I am very much obliged?" I said. " There is no other reply necessary at

present

"

Exactly at the moment when I was speaking those words, holding the

fetter open in my hand, Count Fosco turned the corner of the lane from tho

high road, and stood before me as if he had sprung up out of the earth.

The suddenness of his appearance, in the very last place under heaven in

which I should have expected to see him, took me completely by surprise.

The messenger wished me good morning, and got into the fly again. I

could not say a word to him—I was not even able to return his bow. The
conviction that I was discovered—and by that man, of all others—abso-

lutely petrified me.
" Are you going back to the house, Miss Halcombe ?" lie inquired, with-

out showing the least surprise on his side, and without even looking after

the fly, which drove off while he was speaking to me.

I collected myself sufficiently to make a sign in the affirmative.

" I am going back, too,*' he said. " Pray allow me the pleasure of accom-

panying you. Will you take my arm? You look surprised at seeing

me!"

I took his arm. The first of my scattered senses that came back, was the

sense that warned me to sacrifice anything rather than make an enemy of

him.

"You look surprised at seeing me !" he repeated, in his quietly pertina-

cious way.

" I thought, Count, I heard you with your birds in the breakfast-room,"

I answered, as quietly and firmly as I could.

" Surely. But my little feathered children, dear lady, ar,p only too like

other children. They have their days of perversity ; and this morning was
one of them. My wife came in, as 1 was putting them hack in their cage

and said she had left you going cut alone for a walk. You told her so, did

you not ?"

" Certainly."

" Well, Miss Halcombe, the pleasure of accompanying you was too great

a temptation for me to resist. At my age there is no harm in confessing

so much as that, is there ? I seized my hat, and set off to offer myself as

vour escort. Even so fat an old man as Fosco is surely better than no

escort at all ? I took the wrong path—I came back, in despair—and here I

»m, arrived (may I say it?) at the height of my wishes."

lie talked on, in this complimentary strain with a fluency which left n.e

p
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no exertion to make beyond the effort of maintaining my composure. He
never referred in the most distant manner to what he had seen in tne iane,

cr to the letter which I still had in my hand. This ominous discretion

helped to convince me that he must have surprised, by the most dishonour-

able means, the secret of my application in Laura's interest, to the lawyei

;

and that, having now assured himself ofthe private manner in which 1 had

received the answer, he had discovered enough to suit his purposes, and was

only bent on trying to quiet the suspicions which he knew he must have

aroused in my mind. I was wise enough, under these circumstances, not

to attempt to deceive hirn by plausible explanations—and woman enough,

notwithstanding my dread of him, to feel as if my hand was tainted by

resting on his arm.

On the drive in front of the house we met the dog-cart being taken round

to the stables. Sir Percival had just returned. He came out to meet us at

the house-door. Whatever other results his journey might have had, it

had not ended in softening his savage temper.

" Oh ! here are two of you come back," he said, with a lowering face.

" What is the meaning of the house being deserted in this way ? Where is

Lady Glyde?"

I told him of the loss of the brooch, and said that Laura had gone into

the plantation to look for it.

" Brooch or no brooch," he growled, sulkily, " I recommend her net to

forget her appointment in the library, this afternoon. I shall expect to see

her in half an hour."

I took my hand from the Count's arm, and slowly ascended the steps,

He honoured me with one of his magnificent bows ; and then addressed

himself gaily to the scowling master of the house.

" Tell me, Percival," he said, " have you had a pleasant drive ? And has

your pretty shining Brown Molly come back at all tired ?"

" Brown Molly be hanged—and the drive, too ! I want my lunch."
" And I want five minutes' talk with you, Percival, first," returned tho

Count. " Five minutes' talk, my friend, here on the grass."

"What about?"
" About business that very much concerns you."

I lingered long enough, in passing through the hall-door, to hear this

question and answer, and to see Sir Percival thrust his hands into his

pockets, in sullen hesitation.

" If you want to badger me with any more of your infernal scruples,"

he said, " I, for one, won't hear them. I want my lunch !"

" Come out here, and speak to me," repeated the Count, still perfectly

uninfluenced by the rudest speech tnat his friend could make to him.

Sir Percival descended the steps. The Count took him by the arm, and

walked him away gently. The "business," j was sure) referred to tha
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ruestion of the signature. They were speaking of Laura and of me, beyond

a doubt. I felt heart-sick and faint with anxiety. It might be of the last

importance to both of us to know what they were saying to each other at that

moment—and not one word of it could, by any possibility, reach my ears.

I walked about the house, from room to room, with the lawyer's letter in

my bosom (I was afraid, by this time, even to trust it under lock and key),

till the oppression of my suspense half maddened me. There were no signs

of Laura's return ; and I thought of going out to look for her. But m

j

strength was so exhausted by the trials and anxieties of the morning, that

the heat of the day quite overpowered me ; and, after an attempt to get to

the door, I was obliged to return to the drawing-room, and lie down on the

aearest sofa to recover.

I was just composing myself, when the door opened softly, and the Count,

looked in.

"A thousand pardons, Miss Halcombe," he said; "I only venture to

disturb you because I am the bearer of good news. Percival—who is capri-

cious in everything, as you know—has seen fit to alter his mind, at thi

last moment ; and the business of the signature is put off for the present

A great relief to all of us, Miss Halcombe, as I see with pleasure in you:

face. Pray present my best respects and felicitations, when you mention

this pleasant change of circumstances to Lady Glyde."

He left me before I had recovered my astonishment. There could be n<

doubt that this extraordinary alteration of purpose in the matter of the

signature, was due to his influence ; and that his discovery of my applica

tion to London yesterday, and of my having received an answer to it to-day

had offered him the means of interfering with certain success.

I felt these impressions ; but my mind seemed to share the exhaustion o

my body, and I was in no condition to dwell on them, with any useful

reference to the doubtful present, or the threatening future. I tried a

second time to run out, and find Laiira ; but my head was giddy, and my
knees trembled under me. There was no choice but to give it up again,

and return to the sofa, sorely against my will.

The quiet in the house, and the low murmuring hum of summer insects

outside the open window, soothed me. My eyes closed of themselves ; and
I passed gradually into a strange condition, which was not waking—for 1

knew nothing of what was going on about me ; and not sleeping—for I was

conscious of my own repose. In this state, my fevered mind broke loose

from me, while my weary body was at rest ; and, in a trance, or day-

dream of my fancy—I know not what to call it—I saw Walter Hartright. 1

had not thought of him, since I rose that morning ; Laura had not said one

word to me either directly or indirectly referring to him—and yet, I saw
bim now, as plainly as if the past time had returned, and we were both

together again at Limmeridge House.
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He appeared to me as one among many other men, none of whose faces I

could plainly discern. They were all lying on the steps of an immense

ruined temple. Colossal tropical trees—with rank creepers twining end-

lessly about their trunks, and hideous stone idols glimmering and grinning

at intervals behind leaves and stalks and branches—surrounded the temple,

md shut out the sky, and threw a dismal shadow over the forlorn band of

men on the steps. White exhalations twisted and curled up stealthily

from the ground ; approached the men in wreaths, like smoke ; touched

them ; and stretched them out dead, one by one, in the places where they

lay. An agony of pity and fear for Walter loosened my tongue, and 1

implored him to escape. " Come back ! come back !" I said. " Remembei
your promise to her and to me. Come back to us, before the Pestilence

reaches you, and lays you dead like the rest
!"

He looked at me, with an unearthly quiet in his face. " Wait," he said.

" I shall come back. The night, when I met the lost Woman on the high-

way, was the night which set my life apart to be the instrument of a

Design that is yet unseen. Here, lost in the wilderness, or there, welcomed
back in the land of my birth, I am still walking on the dark road which

leads me, and you, and the sister of your love and mine, to the unknown
Retribution and the inevitable End. Wait and look. The Pestilence

which touches the rest, will pass me."

I saw him again. He was still in the forest ; and the numbers of his

lost companions had dwindled to very few. The temple was gone, and the

idols were gone—and, in their place, the figures of dark, dwarfish men
lurked murderously among the trees, with bows in their hands, and arrowa
fitted to the string. Once more, I feared for Walter, and cried out to warn
him. Once more, he turned to me, with the immovable quiet in his face.

Another step," he said, " on the dark road. Wait and look. The arrows
that strike the rest, will spare me."

I saw him for the third time, in a wrecked ship, stranded on a wild,

sandy shore. The overloaded boats were making away from him for the

land, and he alone was left, to sink with the ship. I cried to him to hail

the hindmost boat, and to make a last effort for his life. The quiet face

looked at me in return, and the unmoved voice gave me back the changeless
reply. " Another step on the journey. Wait and look. The Sea which
drowns the rest, will spare me."

I saw him for the last time. He was kneeling by a tomb of white
marble

;
and the shadow of a veiled woman rose out of the grave beneath,

and waited by his side. The unearthly quiet of his face had changed to an
unearthly sorrow. But the terrible certainty of his words remained the
same. " Darker and darker," he said ;

" farther and farther yet. Death
takes the good, the beautiful, and the young—ar.d spares me. The Pesti-

lence that wastes, the Arrow that strikes, the Sea that drowns, the Gr&YQ
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that closes over Love and Hope, are steps of rny journey, and take uio

nearer and nearer to the End."

My heart sank under a dread beyond words, under a grief beyond teara.

The darkness closed round the pilgrim at the marble tomb ; closed round

the veiled woman from the grave ; closed round the dreamer who looked

on them. I saw and heard no more.

I was aroused by a hand laid on my shoulder. It was Laura's.

She had dropped on her knees by the side of the sofa. Her face waa

flushed and agitated ; and her eyes met mine in a wild bewildered manner.

1 started the instant I saw her.

" What has happened ?" I asked. " What has frightened you ?"

She looked round at the half-open door—put her lips close to my ear—
and answered in a whisper

:

"Marian!—the figure at the lake—the footsteps last night—I've just

seen her ! I've just spoken to her !"

" Who, for Heaven's sake ?"

" Anne Catherick."

I was so startled by the disturbance in Laura's face and manner, and so

dismayed by the first waking impressions of my dream, that I was not fit

to bear the revelation which burst upon me, when that name passed hei

lips. I could only stand rooted to the floor, looking at her in breathless

silence.

She was too much absorbed by what had happened to notice the effect

which her reply had produced on me. " I have seen Anne Catherick ! I

have spoken to Anne Catherick !" she repeated, as if I had not heard her.

" Oh, Marian, I have such things to tell you ! Come away—we may be

interrupted here—come at once into my room."

With those eager words, she caught me by the hand, and led me through

the library, to the end room on the ground floor, which had been fitted up

for her own especial use. No third person, except her maid, could have any

excuse for surprising us here. She pushed me in before her, locked tho

door, and drew the chintz curtains that hung over the inside.

The strange, stunned feeling which had taken possession of me still

remained. But a growing conviction that the complications which had

long threatened to gather about her, and to gather about me, had suddenly

closed fast round us both, was now beginning to penetrate my mind. I

Could not express it in words—I could hardly even realise it dimly in my
own thoughts. " Anne Catherick 1" I whispered to myself, with useless,

helpless reiteration—" Anne Catherick
!"

Laura drew me to the nearest seat, an ottoman in the middle of the

room. " Look !" she said ;
" look here 1"—and pointed to the bosom of hei

dress.

I saw, for the first time, that the lost brooch was pinned in ite place
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again. There was something real in the sight of it, something real in the

touching of it afterwards, which seemed to steady the whirl and co&fusioa

in my thoughts, and to help me to compose myself.

"Where did you find your brooch?" The first words I could say to

her were the words which put that trivial question at that important

moment.
" She found it, Marian."
" Where ?"

" On the floor of the boat-house. Oh, how shall I begin—how shall 1

tell you about it ! She talked to me so strangely—she looked so fearfully

ill—she left me so suddenly !"

Her voice rose as the tumult of her recollections pressed upon her mind.

The inveterate distrust which weighs, night and day, on my spirits in this

house, instantly roused me to warn her—just as the sight of the brooch haa

roused me to question her, the moment before.

" Speak low," I said. " The window is open, and the garden path runs

beneath it. Begin at the beginning, Laura. Tell me, word for word, what

passed between that woman and you."
" Shall I close the window first?"

" No ; only speak low : only remember that Anne Catherick is a

dangerous subject under your husband's roof. Where did you first see

her?"
" At the boat-house, Marian. I went out, as you know, to find my

brooch ; and I walked along the path through the plantation, looking down
on the ground, carefully at every step. In that way I got on, after a long

time, to the boat-house ; and, as soon as 1 was inside it, I went on my
knees to hunt over the floor. I was still searching, with my back to the

doorway, when I heard i soft, strange voice, behind me, say, ' Miss

Fairlie.'

"

" Miss Fairlie 1"

" Yes—my old name—the dear, familiar name that 1 thought I had

parted from for ever. I started up—not frightened, the voice was too kind

and gentle to frighten anybody—but very much surprised. There, looking

at me from the doorway, stood a woman, whose face I never remembered to

have seen before
"

" How was she dressed ?"

" She had a neat, pretty white gown on, and over it a poor worn thin

dark shawl. Her bonnet was of brown straw, as poor and worn as the

shawl. I was struck by the difference between her gown and the rest of

her dress, and she saw that I noticed it. ' Don't look at my bonnet and

shawl,' she said, speaking in a quick, breathless, sudden way ;
' if I mustn't

wear white, I don't care what I wear. Look at my gown, as much as you
please; I'm not ashamed of that.' Very strange, was it not? Before I
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Ucjulil say anything to soothe her, she held out one of hei hands, and I saw

my brooch in it. I was so pleased and so grateful, that I went quite closa

to her to say what I really felt. ' Are you thankful enough to do mc one

little kindness ?' she asked. ' Yes, indeed,' I answered ;
' any kindness in

my power I shall be glad to show you.' ' Then let me pin your brooch oq

for you, now I have found it.' Her request was so unexpected, Marian,

and she made it with such extraordinary eagerness, that I drew back a

step or two, not well knowing what to do. ' Ah !' she said, ' your mother

would, have let me pin on the brooch.' There was something in her voice

and her look, as well as in her mentioning my mother in that reproachful

manner, which made me ashamed of my distrust. I took her band with

the brooch in it, and put it up gently on the bosom of my dress. ' You

knew my mother ?' I said. ' Was it very long ago ? have I ever seen you

before ?' Her hands were busy fastening the brooch : she stopped and

pressed them against my breast. ' You don't remember a fine spring day

at Limmeridge,' she said, ' and your mother walking down the path that

led to the school, with a little girl on each side of her ? I have had nothing

else to think of since ; and / remember it. You were one of the little

girls, and I was the other. Pretty, clever Miss Fairlie, and poor dazed

Anne Catherick were nearer to each other, then, than they are now !' "

" Did you remember her, Laura, when she told you her name ?"

" Yes—I remembered your asking me about Anne Catherick at Lim-

meridge, and your saying that she had once been considered like me."
" What reminded you oi that Laura ?"

" She reminded me. While I was looking at her, while she was very

close to me, it came over my mind suddenly that we were like each other !

Her face was pale and thin and weary—but the sight of it startled me, as

if it had been the sight of my own face in the glass after a long illness,

The discovery—I don't know why—gave me such a shock, that I was per-

fectly incapable of speaking to her, for the moment."
" Did she seem hurt by your silence ?"

" I am afraid she was hurt by it. ' You have not got your mother's face,'

she said, ' or your mother's heart. Your mother's face was dark ; and your

mother's heart, Miss Fairlie, was the heart of an angel.' ' I am sure I feel

kindly towards you,' I said, ' though I may not be able to express it as I

ought. Why do you call me Miss Fairlie ?' 'Because I love the

name of Fairlie and hate the name of Glyde,' she broke out violently. 1

had seen nothing like madness in her before this ; but I fancied I saw it

now in her eyes. ' I only thought you might not know I was married,' I

said, remembering the wild letter she wrote to me at Limmeridge, and try-<

Uig to quiet her. She sighed bitterly, and turned away from me. ' No!

know you were married !' she repeated. ' I am here because you ara

marriod I am here to make atonement to you, before I meet your mothei
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la the world beyond the grave.' She drew farther and farther away froin

me, till she was out of the boat-house—and, then, she watched and list-

ened for a little while. When she turned round to speak again, instead of

coming back, she stopped where she was, looking in at me, with a hand on

each side of the entrance. ' Did you see me at the lake last Light ?' she

said. ' Did you hear me following you in the wood ? I have been waiting

for days together to speak to you alone—I have left the only friend I have

in the world, anxious and frightened about me—I have risked being shut

up again in the madhouse—and all for your sake, Miss Fairlie, all for your

sake.' Her words alarmed me, Marian ; and yet, there was something in

the way she spoke, that made me pity her with all my heart. I am sure

my pity must have been sincere, for it made me bold enough to ask the

poor creature to come in, and sit down in the boat-house, by my side."

"Did she do so?"

" No. She shook her head, and told me she must stop where she wag,

to. watch and listen, and see that no third person surprised us. And from

first to last, there she waited at the entrance, with a hand on each side of

it ; sometimes bending in suddenly to speak to me ; sometimes drawing

back suddenly to look about her. ' I was here yesterday,' she said, ' before

it came dark ; and I heard you, and the lady with you, talking together.

I heard you tell her about your husband. I heard you say you had nc

influence to make him believe you, and no influence to keep him silent.

Ah ! I knew what those words meant ; my conscience told me while I was
listening. Why did I ever let you marry him ! Oh, my fear—my mad,
miserable, wicked fear ! ' She covered up her face in her poor worn
shawl, and moaned and murmured to herself behind it. I began to be

afraid she might break out into some terrible despair which neither she nor

I could master. ' Try to quiet yourself,' I said : ' try to tell me how you
might have prevented my marriage.' She took the shawl from her face,

and looked at me vacantly. ' I ought to have had heart enough to stop at

Limmeridge,' she answered. ' I ought never to have let the news of his

coming there frighten me away. I ought to have warned you and saved

you before it was too late. Why did I only have courage enough to write

you that letter ? Why did I only do harm, when I wanted and meant to

do good? Oh, my fear—my mad, miserable, wicked fear!' She repeated
those words again, and hid her face again in the end of her poor worn shawl.

It was dreadful to see her, and dreadful to hear her."
" Surely, Laura, you asked what the fear was which she dwelt on so

earnestly ?"

" Yes ; I asked that."

" And what did she say ?"

" She asked me, in return, if I should not be afraid of a man who had
that me up in a madhouse, and who would shut me up again, if he could?
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1 said, ' Are you afraid still ? Surely you would not be here, if you were

afraid now ?' ' No,' she said, ' I am not afraid now.' I asked why not,

She suddenly bent forward into the boat-house, and said, ' Can't you guess

why ?' I shook my head. ' Look at me,' she went on. I told her I was

grieved to see that she looked very sorrowful and very ill. She smiled, for

the first time. ' 111 ?" she repeated ;
' I'm dying. You know why I'm not

afraid of him now. Do you think I shall meet your mother in heaven ?

Will she forgive me, if I do ?' I was so shocked and so startled, that I

could make no reply. ' I have been thinking of it,' she went on, ' all the

time I have been in hiding from your husband, all the time I lay ill. My
thoughts have driven me here—I want to make atonement—I want to

nndo all I can of the harm I once did. I begged her as earnestly as I

could to tell me what she meant. She still looked at me with fixed,

vacant eyes. 'Shall I undo the harm?' she said to herself, doubtfully,

' You have friends to take your part. If you know his Secret, he will be

afraid of you ; he won't dare use you as he used me. He must treat you

mercifully for his own sake, if he is afraid of you and your friends. And
if he treats you mercifully, and if I can say it was my doing ' I

listened eagerly for more ; but she stopped at those words."
" You tried to make her go on ?"

"I tried; but she only drew herself away from me again, and leaned her

face and arms against the side of the boat-house. ' Oh !' I heard her say,

with a dreadful, distracted tenderness in her voice, ' oh ! if I could only be

buried with your mothe: ! If I could only wake at her side, when the

angel's trumpet sounds, and the graves give up their dead at the resurrec-

tion !'—Marian ! 1 trembled from head to foot—it was horrible to hear

her. ' But there is no hope of that,' she said, moving a little, so as to

look at me again ;
' no hope for a poor stranger like me. I shall not rest

under the marble cross that I washed with my own hands, and made so

white and pure for her sake. Oh no ! oh no ! God's mercy, not man's, will

take me to her, where the wicked cease from troubling and the weary are

at rest.' She spoke those words quietly and sorrowfully, with a heavy,

hopeless sigh ; and then waited a little. Her face was confused and
troubled ; she seemed to be thinking, or trying to think. ' What was it I

said just now ?' she asked, after a while. ' When your mother is in my
mind, everything else goes out of it. What was I saying ? what was I

saying?' I reminded the poor creature, as kindly and delicately as 1

could. ' Ah, yes, yes,' she said, still in a vacant, perplexed manner. ' You
are helpless with your wicked husband. Yes. And I must do what I

have come to do here—I must make it up to you for having been afraid to

speak out at a better time.' ' What is it you have to tell me ?' I asked.

The Secret that your cruel husband is afraid of,' she answered. ' I once

threatened him with the Secret, and frightened him. You shall threatou
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him with the Secret, and frighten him, too.' Her face darkened ; and a

hard, angry stare fixed itself in her eyes. She began waving her hand at

me in a vacant, unmeaning manner. ' My mother knows the Secret,' she

said. ' My mother has wasted under the Secret half her lifetime. One
day, when I was grown up, she said something to me. And, the next day

your husband '
"

" Yes ! yes ! Go on. What did she tell you about your husband ?"

" She stopped again, Marian, at that point "

" And said no more ?"

" And listened eagerly. ' Hush !' she whispered, still waving her hand

at me. ' Hush !' She moved aside out of the doorway, moved slowly and

stealthily, step by step, till I lost her past the edge of the boathouse."

" Surely, you followed her ?"

" Yes ; my anxiety made me bold enough to rise and follow her. Just

as I reached the entrance, she appeared again, suddenly, round the side of

the boathouse. ' The secret,' I whispered to her—' wait and tell me the

secret!' She caught hold of my arm, and looked at me, with wild

frightened eyes. 'Not now,' she said ;
' we are not alone—we are watched.

Come here to-morrow, at this time—by yourself—mind—by yourself.

She pushed me roughly into the boat-house again ; and I saw her nc

more."

" Oh, Laura, Laura, another chance lost ! If I had only been near you,

she should not have escaped us. On which side did you lose sight of

her?"
" On the left side, where the ground sinks and the wood is thickest."

" Did you run out again? did you call after her?"
" How could I ? I was too terrified to move or speak."
" But when you did move—when you came out ?"

"I ran back here, to tell you what had happened."
" Did you see any one, or hear any one in the plantation ?"

" No—it seemed to be all still and quiet, when I passed through it."

1 waited for a moment to consider. Was this third person, supposed tc

have been secretly present at the interview, a reality, or the creature of

Anne Catherick's excited fancy ? It was impossible to determine. The

one thing certain was, that we had failed again on the very brink of dis-

covery—failed utterly and irretrievably, unless Anne Catherick kept her

appointment at the boat-house, for the next day.

"Are you quite sure you have told me everything that passed? Eveiy

word that was said ?" I inquired.

" I think so," she answered. " My powers of memory, Marian, are Hot

like yours. But I w&s so strongly impressed, so deeply interested, that

nothing of any importance can possibly have escaped me."
" My dear Laura, the merest trifles are of importance where Anne Cathc-
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rick is concerned. Think again. Did no chance reference escape har ao ta

the place in which she is living at the present time ?"

" None that I can remember."

" Did she not mention a companion and friend—a woman named Mrs,

Clements?"

" Oh, yss ! yes ! I forgot that. She told me Mrs. Clements wanted

sadly to go with her to the lake and take care of her, and begged and

prayed that she would not venture into this neighbourhood alone."

" Was that all she said about Mrs. Clements ?"

"Yes, that was all."

" She told you nothing about the place in which she took refuge after

leaving Todd's Corner ?"

" Nothing—I am quite sure."

" Nor where she has lived since ? Nor what her illness had been ?"

"No, Marian ; not a word. Tell me, pray tell me, what you think

nbout it. I don't know what to think, or what to do next."

"You must do this, my love : You must carefully keep the appointment

at the boat-house, to-morrow. It is impossible to say what interests may
not depend on your seeing that woman again. You shall not be left to

yourself a second time. I will follow you, at a safe distance. Nobody
shall see me ; but I will keep within hearing of your voice, if anything

happens. Anne Catherick has escaped Walter Hartright, and has escaped

you. Whatever happens, she shall not escape me."

Laura's eyes read mine attentively.

" You believe," she said, " in this secret that my husband is afraid of ?

Suppose, Marian, it should only exist, after all, in Anne Cathericl- s fancy ?

Suppose she only wanted to see me and to speak to me, for the sake of old

remembrances ? Her manner was so strange, I almost doubted her.

Would you trust her in other things ?"

" I trust nothing, Laura, but my own observation of your husband's con-

duct. I judge Anne Catherick's words by his actions—and I believe there

is a secret."

1 said no more, and got up to leave the room. Thoughts were troubling

me, which I might have told her if we had spoken together longer, and
which it might have been dangerous for her to know. The influence of the

terrible dream from which she had awakened me, hung darkly and heavily

over every fresh impression which the progress of her narrative produced on

my mind. I felt the ominous Future, coming close ; chilling me, with an

unutterable awe ; forcing on me the conviction of an unseen Design in the

long series of complications which had now fastened round us. I thought

of Hartright—as I saw him, in the body, when he said farewell ; as I saw

him, in the spirit, in my dream—and I, too, began to doubt now whether

we were not advancing, blindfold, to an appointed and an inevitable End.
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Leaving Laura to go up-stairs alono, I went out to look about me in thfc

walks near the house. The circumstances under which Anne Catherick

had parted from her, had made me secretly anxious to knew how Count

Fosco was passing the afternoon ; and had rendered me secretly distrustful

of the results of that solitary journey from which Sir Percival had returned

but a few hours since.

After looking for them in every direction, and discovering nothing, I

returned to the house, and entered the different rooms on the ground floor,

one after another. They were all empty. I came out again into the hall,

and went up-stairs to return to Laura. Madame Fosco opened her door,

as I passed it in my way along the passage ; and I stopped to see if she

could inform me of the whereabouts of her husband and Sir Percival.

Yes ; she had seen them both from her window more than an hour since.

The Count had looked up, with his customary kindness, and had mentioned,

with his habitual attention to her in the smallest trifles, that he and his

friend were going out together for a long walk.

For a long walk ! They had never yet been in each other's company

with that object in my experience of them. Sir Percival cared for no

exercise but riding : and the Count (except when he was polite enough to

be my escort) cared for no exercise at all.

When I joined Laura again, I found that she had called to mind,

in my absence, the impending question of the signature to the deed,

which, in the interest of discussing her interview with Anne Cathe-

rick, we had hitherto overlooked. Her first words when I saw her,

expressed her surprise at the absence of the expected summons to attend

Sir Percival in the library.

" You may make your mind easy on that subject," I said. " For the

present, at least, neither your resolution nor mine will be exposed to any

further trial. Sir Percival has altered his plans : the business of the signa-

ture is put off."

" Put off ?" Laura repeated, amazedly. " Who told you so ?"

" My authority is Count Fosco. I believe it is to his interference that

we are indebted for your husband's sudden change of purpose."

" It seems impossible, Marian. If the object of my signing was, as we

suppose, to obtain money for Sir Percival that he urgently wanted, how

can the matter be put off?"

" I think, Laura, we have the means at hand of setting that doubt at

rest. Have you forgotten the conversation that 1 heard between Sir Per-

cival and the lawyer, as they were crossing the hall ?"

" No ; but I don't remember "

" I do. There were two alternatives proposed. One, was to obtain your

signature to the parchment. The other, was to gain time by giving bills at

three months. The last resource is evidently the resource now adoptod—
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and we may fairly hope to be relieved from our share in Sir Percival's

embarrassments for some time to come."

" Oh, Marian, it sounds too good to be true !"

"Does it, my love? You complimented me on my ready memory nox

long since—but you seem to doubt it now. I will get my journal, and you

ghall see if I am right or wrong."

I went away and got the book at once.

On looking back to the entry referring to the lawyer's visit, we found

that my recollection of the two alternatives presented was accurately

correct. It was almost as great a relief to my mind as to Laura's, to find

that my memory had served me, on this occasion, as faithfully as usual

In the perilous uncertainty of our present situation, it is hard to say what

future interests may not depend upon the regularity of the entries in my
journal, and upon the reliability of my recollection at the time when 1

make them.

Laura's face and manner suggested to me that this last consideration had

occurred to her as well as to myself. Any way, it is only a trifling matter;

and I am almost ashamed to put it down here in writing—it seems to set

the forlomness of our situation in such a miserably vivid light. We must

have little indeed to depend on, when the discovery that my memory can

still be trusted to serve us, is hailed as if it was the discovery of a new
friend

!

The first bell for dinner separated us. Just as it had done ringing, Sir

Percival and the Count returned from their walk. "We heard the master of

the house storming at the servants for being five minutes late ; and the

master's guest interposing, as usual, in the interests of propriety, patience,

and peace.*****
The evening has come and gone. No extraordinary event has happened,

But I have noticed certain peculiarities in the conduct of Sir Percival and

the Count, which have sent me to my bed, feeling very anxious and

uneasy about Anne Catherick, and about the results which to-morrow may
produce.

I know enough by this time, to be sure that the aspect of Sir Percival

which is the most false, and which, therefore, means the worst, is his polite

aspect. That long walk with his friend had ended in improving his

manners, especiaUy towards his wife. To Laura's secret surprise and to

my secret alarm, he called her by her Christian name, asked if she had

heard lately from her uncle, inquired when Mrs. Vesey was to receive her

invitation to Blackwater, and showed her so many other little attentions,

that he almost recalled the days of his hateful courtship at Limmeridge

House. This was a bad sign, to begin with ; and 1 thought it more

ominous still, that he should pretend, after dinner, to fall asleep in tho



222 THE WOMAN IN WHITE.

invwJig-room, and that his eyes should, cunningly follow Laura and me,

when he thought we neither of us suspected him. I have never had any

doubt that his sudden journey by himself took him to Welmingham to

question Mrs. Catherick—but the experience of to-night has made me fear

that the expedition was not undertaken in vain, and that- he has got the

information which he unquestionably left us to collect. If I knew where

Anne Catherick was to be fovnd, I would be up to-morrow with sunrise

and warn her.

"While the aspect under which Sir Percival presented himself, to-night

was unhappily but too familiar to me, the aspect under which the Count

appeared, was, on the other hand, entirely new in my experience of him
He permitted me, this evening, to make his acquaintance, for the first time

in the character of a Man of Sentiment—of sentiment, as 1 believe, really

felt, not assumed for the occasion.

For instance, he was quiet and subdued ; his eyes and his voice expressed

a restrained sensibility. He wore (as if there was some hidden connexion

between his showiest finery and his deepest feeling) the most magnificent

waistcoat he has yet appeared in—it was made of pale sea-green silk, and

delicately trimmed with fine silver braid. His voice sank into the ten-

dercst inflections, his smile expressed a thoughtful, fatherly admiration

whenever he spoke to Laura or to me. He pressed his wife's hand under

the table, when she thanked him for trifling little attentions at dinner. He
took wine with her. " Your health and happiness, my angel !" he said

with fond glistening eyes. He ate little or nothing ; and sighed, and said

"Good Percival !" when his friend laughed at him. After dinner, he tools

Laura by the hand, and asked her if she would be " so sweet as to play to

him." She complied, through sheer astonishment. He sat by the piano,

with his watch-chain resting in folds, like a golden serpent, on the sea-

green protuberance of his waistcoat. His immense head lay languidly on

one side ; and he gently beat time with two of his yellow-white fingers.

He highly approved of the music, and tenderly admired Laura's manner oi

playing—not as poor Hartright used to praise it, with an innocent enjo)'-

ment of the sweet sounds, but with a clear, cultivated, practical knowledge
of the merits of the composition, in the first place, and of the merits of the

player's touch, in the second. As the evening closed in, he begged that the

lovely dying light might not be profaned, just yet, by the appearance of tho

lamps. He came, with his horribly silent tread, to the distant window at

which I was standing, to be out of his way and to avoid the very sight of

him—he came to ask me to support his protest against the lamps. If any
one of them could only have burnt him up, at that moment, I would have
gone down to the kitchen, and fetched it myself.

"Surely you like this modest, trembling English twilight?" he said,

softly " Ah ! I love it. I feel my inborn admiration of all that is nohle
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and great and good, purified by the breath of Heaven, on an evening like

this. Nature has such imperishable charms, such inextinguishable tender-

nesses tor me !—I am an old, fat man : talk which would become your lips,

Miss Halcombe, sounds like a derision and a mockery on mine. It is hard

to be laughed at in my moments of sentiment, as if my soul was likn

myself, old and overgrown. Observe, dear lady, what a light is dying on

fche trees ! Does it penetrate your heart, as it penetrates mine ?"

He paused—looked at me—and repeated the famous lines of Dante on

the Evening-time, with a melody and tenderness which added a charm of

their own to the matchless beauty of the poetry itself.

" Bah !" he cried suddenly, as the last cadence of those noble Italian

words died away on his lips ;
" I make an old fool of myself, and only

weary you all ! Let us shut up the window in our bosoms and get back to

the matter-of-fact world. Percival ! I sanction the admission of the lamps

Lady Glyde—Miss Halcombe—Eleanor, my good wife—which of you will

indulge me with a game at dominoes ?"

He addressed us all ; but he looked especially at Laura.

She had learnt to feel my dread of offending him. and she accepted hia

proposal. It was more than I could have done, at that moment. I could

not have sat down at the same table with him, for any consideration. His

eyes seemed to reach my inmost soul through the thickening obscurity of the

twilight. His voice trembled along every nerve in my body, and turned mo
hot and cold alternately. The mystery and terror of my dream, which had

haunted me, at intervals, all through the evening, now oppressed my mind

with an unendurable foreboding and an unutterable awe. I saw the white

tomb again, and the veiled woman rising out of it, by Hartright's side.

The thought of Laura welled up like a spring in the depths of my heart, and

filled it with waters of bitterness, never, never known to it before. I

caught her by the hand, as she passed me on her way to the table, and

kissed her as if that night was to part us for ever. While they were all

gazing at me in astonishment, I ran out through the low window which

was open before me to the ground—ran out to hide from them in the daik-

ness ; to hide even from myself.

We separated, that evening, later than usual. Towards midnight, the

Bummer silence was broken by the shuddering of a low, melancholy wind

among the trees. We all felt the sudden chill in the atmosphere ; hut tha

Count was the first to notice the stealthy rising of the wind. He stopped

While he was lighting my candle for me, and held up his hand warmngjy

:

"Listen !" he said, " There will he a change to-morrow."
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VII.

Jcne 19th.—The events of yesterday warned me to be ready, sooner or

iater, to meet the worst. To-day is not yet at an end ; and the worst haa

come.

Judging by the closest calculation of time that Laura and I could make,

we arrived at the conclusion that Anne Catherick must have appeared at

the boat-house at half-past two o'clock, on the afternoon of yesterday. I

accordingly arranged that Laura should just show herself at the luncheoD

table, to-day, and should then slip out at the first opportunity ; leaving me
behind to preserve appearances, and to follow her as soon as I could safely

io so. This mode of proceeding, if no obstacles occurred to thwart us,

would enable her to be at the beat-house before half-past two ; and (when

I left the table, in my turn) would take me to a safe position in the planta-

tion, before three.

The change in the weather, which last night's wind warned us to expect,

came with the morning. It was raining heavily, when I got up ; and it

continued to rain until twelve o'clock—when the clouds dispersed, the blue

sky appeared, and the sun shone again with the bright promise of a fine

afternoon.

My anxiety to know how Sir Percival and the Count would occupy the

early part of the day, was by no means set at rest, so far as Sir Percival

was concerned, by his leaving us immediately after breakfast, and going

out by himself, in spite of the rain. He neither told us where he waa

going, nor when we might expect him back. We saw him pass the break-

fast-room window, hastily, with his high boots and his waterproof coat on

—and that was all.

The Count passed the morning quietly, indoors ; some part of it, in the

library ; some part, in the drawing-room, playing odds and ends of music

on the piano, and humming to himself. Judging by appearances, the sen-

timental side of his character was persistently inclined to betray itself still.

He was silent and sensitive, and ready to sigh and languish ponderously

(as only fat men can sigh and languish), on the smallest provocation.

Luncheon-time came ; and Sir Percival did not return. The Count

took his friend's place at the table—plaintively devoured the greater part of

a fruit tart, submerged under a whole jugful of cream—and explained the

full merit of the achievement to us, as soon as he had done. " A taste for

sweets," he said in his soitest tones and his tenderest manner, "is the

innocent taste of women and children. I love to share it with them—it is

another bond, dear ladies, between you and me."

Laura left the table in ten minutes' time. I was sorely tempted to

accompany her. But if we had both gone out together, we must have

excited suspicion ; and, worse still, if we allowed Anne Catherick to see
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Imn accompanied by a second person who was a stranger to her, we

sJxmid in all probability forfeit her confidence from that moment, never to

regain it again.

I waited, therefore, as patiently as I could, until the servant came in to

clear the table. When I quitted the room, there were no signs, in the

house or out of it, of Sir Percival's return. I left the Count with a piece of

su<?ar between his lips, and the vicious cockatoo scrambling up his waist-

coat to get at it ; while Madame Fosco, sitting opposite to her husband,

watched the proceedings of his bird and himself, as attentively as if she had

never seen anything of the sort before in her life. On my way to the plan-

tation I kept carefully beyond the range of view from the luncheon-room

window. Nobody saw me and nobody followed me. It was then a quarter

to three o'clock by my watch.

Once among the trees, I walked rapidly, until I had advanced more than

half way through the plantation. At that point, I slackened my pace, and

proceeded cautiously—but I saw no one, and heard no voices. By little

and little, I came within view of the back of the boat-house—stopped and

listened—then went on, till I was close behind it, and must have heard any

persons who were talking inside. Still the silence was unbroken : still,

far and near, no sign of a living creature appeared anywhere.

After skirting round by the back of the building, first on one side, and

then on the other, and making no discoveries, I ventured in front of it, and

(airly looked in. The place was empty.

I called, "Laura!"—at first, softly—then louder and louder. No one

answered, and no one appeared. For all that I could see and hear, the only

human creature in the neighbourhood of the lake and the plantation, was

myself.

My heart began to beat violently ; but I kept my resolution, and

searched, first the boat-house, and then the ground in front of it, for any

bigns which might show me whether Laura had really reached the place or

not. No mark of her presence appeared inside the building ; but I found

traces of her outside it, in footsteps on the sand.

I detected the footsteps of two persons—large footsteps, like a man's,

and small footsteps, which, by putting my own feet into them and testing

their size in that manner, I felt certain were Laura's. The ground was
confusedly marked in this way, just before the boat-house. Close against

one side of it, under shelter of the projecting roof, I discovered a little hole

in the sand—a hole artificially made, beyond a doubt. I just noticed it,

and then turned away immedietely to trace the footsteps as far as I could,

and to follow the direction in which they might lead me.

They led me, starting from the left-hand side of the boat-house, along

vhe edge of the tiees, a distance, I should think, of between two and three

Wndred yards—and then, the sandy ground showed no further trace of

Q
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them. Feeling that the persons whose course I was tracking, must nc-ocs-

earily have entered the plantation at this point, I entered it, too. At first,

I could find no path—but I discovered one, afterwards, just faintly traced

iimong the trees ; and followed it. It took me, for some distance, in the

direction of the village, until I stopped at a point where another foot-track

crossed it. The brambles grew thickly on either side of this second path.

I stood, looking down it, uncertain which way to take next ; and, while I

looked, I saw on one thorny branch, some fragments of fringe from a

woman's shawh A closer examination of the fringe satisfied me that it

had been torn fiom a shawl of Laura's ; and I instantly followed the second

path. It brought me out, at last, to my great relief, at the back of the

house. I say to my great relief, because I inferred that Laura must, for

some unknown reason, have returned before me by this roundabout way.

I went in by the courtyard and the offices. The first person whom I mel

in crossing the servants' hall, was Mrs. Michelson, the housekeeper.

" Do you know," I asked, " whether Lady Glyde has come in from her

walk or not?"
" My lady came in, a little while ago, with Sir Percival," answered the

housekeeper. " I am afraid, Miss Halcombe, something very distressing

has happened."

My heart sank within me. " You don't mean an accident ?" I said

faintly.

" No, no —thank God, no accident. But my lady ran up-stairs to her

own room in tears ; and Sir Percival has ordered me to give Fanny warning

to leave in an hour's time."

Fanny was Laura's maid ; a good, affectionate girl who had been with

her for years—the only person in the house, whose fidelity and devotion

we oould both depend upon.
" Where is Fanny ?" I inquired.

" In my room, Miss Halcombe. The young woman is quite overcome

:

and I told her to sit down, and try to recover herself."

I went to Mrs. Michelson's room, and found Fanny in a corner, with

her box by her side, crying bitterly.

She could give me no explanation whatever of her sudden dismissal.

Sir Percival had ordered that she should have a month's wages, in place ol

a month's warning, and go. No reason had been assigned ; no objection

haa been made to her conduct. She had been forbidden to appeal to her

mistress, forbidden even to see her for a moment to say good-by. She was

to go without explanations or farewells—and to go at once.

After soothing the poor girl by a few friendly words, I asked where she

proposed to sleep that night. She replied that she thought of going to the

little inn in the village, the landlady of which was a respectable, woman,
known to the servants at Blackwater Park. The next morning, by leaving
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earl'.', she might get hack to her friends in Cumberland, without stopping

[n London, where she was a total stranger.

I felt directly that Fanny's departure offered us a safe means of com-

munication with London and with Limmeridge House, of which it might

be very important to avail ourselves. Accordingly, I told her that she

might expect to hear from her mistress or from me in the course of the

evening, and that she might depend on our both doing all that lay in our

power to help her, under the trial of leaving us for the present. Those

words said, I shook hands with her, and went up-stairs.

The door which led to Laura's room, was the door of an ante-chamber

opening on to the passage. When I tried it, it was bolted on the inside.

I knocked, and the door was opened by the same heavy, overgrown

housemaid, whose lumpish insensibility had tried my patience so severely,

on the day when I found the wounded dog. I had, since that time, dis-

covered that her name was Margaret Porcher, and that she was the most

awkward, slatternly, and obstinate servant in the house.

On opening the door, she instantly stepped out to the threshold, and

stood grinning at me in stolid silence.

"Why do you stand there?" I said. "Don't you see that I want to

some in ?"

"Ah, but you mustn't come in," was the answer, with another and a

broader grin still.

" How dare you talk to me in that way ? Stand back instantly !"

She stretched out a great red hand and arm on each side of her, so as to

bar the doorway, and slowly nodded her addle head at me.

" Master's orders," she said ; and nodded again.

I had need of all my self-control to warn me against contesting the

matter with her, and to remind me that the next words I had to say must

be addressed to her master. I turned my back on her, and instantly went

down stairs to find him. My resolution to keep my temper under all the

irritations that Sir Percival could offer, was, by this time, as completely

forgotten—I say so to my shame—as if I had never made it. It did me
good—after all I had suffered and suppressed in that house—it actually did

me good to feel how angry I was.

The drawing-room and the breakfast-room were both empty. I went on

to the library ; and there I found Sir Percival, the Count, and Madame
Fosco. They were all three standing up, close together, and Sir Percival

had a little slip of paper in his hand. As I opened the door, I heard the

Count say to him, " No—a thousand times over, no."

I walked straight up to him, and looked him full in the face.

" Am I to understand, Sir Percival, that your wife's room is a prison,

and that your housemaid is the gaoler who keeps it ?" I asked.

" Yes ; that is what you are to understand," he answered. " Take care
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my gaoler hasn't got double duty to do—take care your room is Dot a

prison, too."

" Take you care how you treat your wife, and how you threaten me," I

broke out, in the heat of my anger. "There are laws in England to

protect women from cruelty and outrage. If you hurt a hair of Laura's

head, if you dare to interfere with my freedom, come what may, to those

laws I will appeal."

Instead of answering me, he turned round to the Count.

" What did I tell you ?" he asked. " What do you say now ?'

" What I said before," replied the Count—" No."

Even in the vehemence of my anger, 1 felt his calm, cold, gray eyes on my
face. They turned away from me, as soon as he had spoken, and looked

significantly at his wife. Madame Fosco immediately moved close to my
side, and, in that position, addressed Sir Percival before either of us could

speak again.

"Favour me with your attention, for one moment," she said, in her

clear icily-suppressed tones. " I have to thank you, Sir Percival, for your

hospitality ; and to decline taking advantage of it any longer. I remain in

no house in which ladies are treated as your wife and Miss Halcombe have

been treated here to-day !"

Sir Percival drew back a step, and stared at her in dead silence. The

declaration he had just heard—a declaration which he well knew, as I well

knew, Madame Fosco would not have ventured to make without her

husband's permission—seemed to petrify him with surprise. The Count

stood b}', and looked at his wife with the most enthusiastic admiration.

" She is sublime !" he said to himself. He approached her, while ho

spoke, and drew her hand through his arm. " I am at your service,

Eleanor," he went on, with a quiet dignity that I had never noticed in him

before. " And at Miss Halcombe's service, if she will honour me by

accepting all the assistance I can offer her."

"Damn it! what do you mean?" cried Sir Percival, as the Count

quietly moved away, with his wife, to the door.

" At other times I mean what I say ; but, at this time, I mean what my
wife says," replied the impenetrable Italian. " We have changed places,

I'ercival, for once; and Madame Fosco's opinion is—mine."

Sir Percival crumpled up the paper in his hand ; and, pushing past the

Count, with another oath, stood between him and tne door.

" Have your own way," he said, with baffled rage in his low, half-

whispering tones. " Have your own way—and see what comes of it"

With those words, he left the room.

Madame Fosco glanced inquiringly at her husband. "He has gone

a »vay very suddenly," she said. " What does it mean ?"

"It means that you and I together have brought the -worst- tampered
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man in all England to his senses," answered the Count. "It means,

Miss Halcombe, that Lady Glyde is relieved from a gross indignity,

and you from the repetition of an unpardonable insult. Suffer me to

express my admiration of youi conduct and your courage at a very trying

moment."
" Sincere admiration," suggested Madame Fosco.

" Sincere admiration," echoed the Count.

I had no longer the strength of my first angry resistance to outrage and

injury to support me. My heart-sick anxiety to see Laura ; my sense of

my own helpless ignorance of what had happened at the boat-house, pressed

on me with an intolerable weight. I tried to keep up appearances, by

speaking to the Count and his wife in the tone which they had chosen

to adopt in speaking to me. But the words failed on my lips—my
breath came short and thick—my eyes looked longingly, in silence, at the

door. The Count, understanding my anxiety, opened it, went out, and

pulled it to after him. At the same time Sir Percival's heavy step

descended the stairs. I heard them whispering together, outside, while

Madame Fosco was assuring me in her calmest and most conventional

manner, that she rejoiced, for all our sakes, that Sir Fercival's conauct had

not obliged her husband and herself to leave Blackwater Park. Before she

had done speaking, the whispering ceased, the door opened, and the Count

looked in.

" Miss Halcombe," he said, " I am happy to inform you that Lady Glyda

is mistress again in her own house. I thought it might be more agreeable

to you to hear of this change for the better from me, than from Sir

Percival—and I have therefore expressly returned to mention it."

* Admirable delicacy !" said Madame Fosco, paying back her husband's

tribute of admiration, with the Count's own coin, in the Count's own
manner. He smiled and bowed as if he had received a formal compliment

from a polite stranger, and drew back to let me pass out first.

Sir Percival was standing in the hall. As I hurried to the stairs I heard

him call impatiently to the Count, to come out of the library.

" What are you waiting there for ?" he said ; " I want to speak tc

you."

"And I want to think a little by myself," replied the other. "Wait till

later, Percival—wait till later."

Neither he nor his friend said any more. I gained the top of the stairs,

»nd ran along the passage. In my haste and my agitation, I left the door

of the antechamber open—but I closed the door of the bedroom the

moment I was inside it.

Laura was sitting alone at the far end of the room ; her arms resting

wearily on a table, and her face hidden in her hands. She started up, with

S ory of delight, when she saw me.
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" How did you get here ?" slie asked. " Who gave you leave ? Not

Sir Percival?"

In my overpowering anxiety to hear what she had to tell me, I ccuid

aot answer her—I could only put questions, on my side. Laura's eager-

ness to know what had passed down stairs proved, however, too strong to

be resisted. She persistently repeated her inquiries.

" The Count, of course," I answered, impatiently. " Whose influence in

the house ?"

She stopped me, with a gesture of disgust.

" Don't speak of him," she cried. " The Count is the vilest creature

breathing ! The Count is a miserable Spy !"

Before we could either of us say another word, we were alarmed by a

soft knocking at the door of the bedroom.

I had not yet sat down ; and I went first to see who it was. When 1

opened the door, Madame Fosco confronted me, with my handkerchief in

her hand.
" You dropped this down stairs, Miss Halcombe," she said ;

" and 1

thought I could bring it to you, as I was passing by to my own
room."

Her face, naturally pale, had turned to such a ghastly whiteness, that I

started at the sight of it. Her hands, so sure and steady at all other times,

trembled violently ; and her eyes looked wolfishly past me through the

open door, and fixed on Laura.

She had been listening before she knocked ! I saw it in her white face

;

I saw it in her trembling hands ; I saw it in her look at Laura.

After waiting an instant, she turned from me in silence, and slowly

walked away.

I closed the door again. " Oh, Laura ! Laura ! We shall both rue the

day when you called the Count a Spy !"

" You would have called him so yourself, Marian, if you had known
what I know. Anne Catherick was right. There was a third person

watching us in the plantation, yesterday ; and that third person
"

" Are you sure it was the Count ?"

" I am absolutely certain. He was Sir Percival's spy—he was Sir Per-

cival's informer—he set Sir Percival watching and waiting, all the morning

through, for Anne Catherick and for me."
" Is Anne found ? Did you see her at the lake ?"

" No. She has saved herself by keeping away from the place. When J

got to the boat-house, no one was there."

"Yes? yes?"

" 1 went in, and sat waiting for a few minutes. But my restlessness

made me get up again, to walk about a little. As I passed out, I saw

some marks on the sand, close under the front of the boatrhouse. I
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stooped down to examine them, and discovered a word written in lar^?

tetters, on the sand. The word was

—

look."

"And you scraped away the sand, and dug a hollow place in it
j*"

" How do you know that, Marian ?"

"I saw the hollow place myself, when I followed you to the boat-housu

Go on—go on !"

" Yes ; I scraped away the sand on the surface ; and in a little while, I

came to a strip of paper hidden beneath, which had writing on it. The
writing was signed with Anne Catherick's initials."

"Where is it?"

" Sir Percival has taken it from me."
" Can you remember what the writing was ? Do you think you can

repeat it to me ?"

"In substance I can, Marian. It was very short. You would have

remembered it, word for word."
" Try to tell me what the substance was, before we go any further."

She complied. I write the lines down here, exactly as she repeated them

to me. They ran thus :

" I was seen with you, yesterday, by a tall stout old man, and had to

run to save myself. He was not quick enough on his feet to follow me,
and he lost me among the trees. I dare not risk coming back here to-day

t

at the same time. I write this, and hide it in the sand, at six in the

morning, to tell you so. When we speak next of your wicked husband's

Secret we must speak safely or not at all. Try to have patience. I

premise you shall see me again ; and that soon.—A. G."

The reference to the " tall stout old man " (the terms of which Laura was
certain that she had repeated to me correctly), left no doubt as to who the

intruder had been. I called to mind that I had told Sir Percival, in the

Count's presence, the day before, that Laura had gone to the boat-house to

look for her brooch. In all probability he had followed her there, in his

officious way, to relieve her mind about the matter of the signature, imme-
diately after he had mentioned the change in Sir Percival's plans to me in

the drawing-room. In this case, he could only have got to the neighbour-

hood of the boat-house, at the very moment when Anne Catherick dis

covered him. The suspiciously hurried manner in which she parted frcin

Laura, had no doubt prompted his useless attempt to follow her. Of the

conversation which had previously taken place between them, he could

have heard nothing. The distance between the house and the lake, and

the time at which he left me in the drawing-room, as compared with the

time at which Laura and Anne Catherick had been speaking together,

proved that fact to us at anv rate, beyond a doubt.
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Having arrived at something like a conclusion, so far, my next great

Interest was to know what discoveries Sir Percival had made, alter Coant

Fosco had given him his information.

"How came you to lose possession of the letter?" I asked. "What did

you do with it, when you found it in the sand ?"

" After reading it once through," she replied, " I took it into the boat-

house with me, to sit down, and look over it a second time. While I was

reading, a shadow fell across the paper. I looked up ; and saw Sir Per-

cival standing in the doorway watching me."
" Did j'ou try to hide the letter ?"

" I tried—but he stopped me. ' You needn't trouble to hide that,' he

said. ' I happen to have read it.' I could only look at him, helplessly—

I

could say nothing. ' You understand ?' he went on ;
' I have read it. I

dug it up out of the sand two hours since, and buried it again, and wrote

the word above it again, and left it ready to your hands. You can't lie

yourself out of the scrape now. You saw Anne Catherick in secret

yesterday ; and you have got her letter in your hand at this moment. I

have not caught her yet ; but I have caught you. Give me the letter.

He stepped close up to me—I was alone with him, Marian—what could I

do?—I g<tee him the letter."

" What did he say when you gave it to him?"
" At first, he said nothing. He took me by the arm, and led me out of

the boat-house, and looked about him, on all sides, as if he was afiaid ot

our being seen or heard. Then, he clasped his hand fast round my arm,

and whispered to me,—' What did Anne Catherick say to you yesterday ?—
I insist on hearing every word, from first to last.'

"

"Did you tell him?"
" I was alone with him, Marian—his cruel hand was bruising my arae

—

what could I do ?"

" Is the mark on your arm still? Let me see it?"

" Why do you want to see it ?"

" I want to see it, Laura, because our endurance must end, and our

resistance must begin, to-day. That mark is a weapon to strike him with.

Let me see it now—I may have to swear to it, at some future time."
" Oh, Marian, don't look so ! don't talk so ! It doesn't hurt me, now !"

" Let me see it!"

She showed me the marks. I was past grieving over them, past crying

over them, past shuddering over them. They say we are either better than

men, or worse. If the temptation that has fallen in some women's way,

and made them worse, had fallen in mine, at that moment Thank God

!

my face betrayed nothing that his wife coidd read. The gentle, innocent,

affectionate creature thought I was frightened for her and sorry for her—
and thought no more.
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•• Don't think too oerionsly of it, Marian," she said, simply as she pulled

her sleeve down again. " It doesn't hurt me, now."

" I will try to think quietly of it, my love, for your sake.—Well ! well

!

And you told him all that Anne Catherick had said to you—all that you

told me ?"

" Yes ; all. He insisted on it—I was alone with him—I could conceal

nothing."

" Did he say anything when you had done ?"

" He looked at me, and laughed to himself, in a mocking, bitter way.
' I mean to have the rest out of you,' he said ;

' do you hear ?—the rest. 1

declared to him solemnly that I had told him everything I knew. ' Not

you !' he answered ;
' you know more than you choose to tell. Won't yon

(ell it? You shall ! I'll wring it out of you at home, if I can't wring it

out of you, here.' He led me away by a strange path through the planta-

tion—a path where there was no hope of our meeting you—and he spoke

no more, till we came within sight of the house. Then he stopped again,

and said, ' Will you take a second chance, if I give it to you ? Will you

think better of it, and tell me the rest?' I could only repeat the same

words I had tipoken before. He cursed my obstinacy, and went on, and

took me with him to the house. ' You can't deceive me,' he said ;
* you

know more than you choose to tell. I'll have your secret out of you ; and

I'll have it out of that sister of yours, as well. There shall be no more

plotting and whispering between you. Neither you nor she shall see each

other again till you have confessed the truth. I'll have you watched

morning, noon, and night, till you confess the truth.' He was deaf to

everything I could say. He took me straight up-stairs into my own room.

Fanny was sitting there, doing some wTork for me ; and he instantly

ordered her out. ' I'll take good care you're not mixed up in the con-

spiracy,' he said. ' You shall leave this house to-day. If your mistress

wants a maid, she shall have one of my choosing.' He pushed me into the

foom, and locked the door on me—he set that senseless woman to watch

me outside—Marian ! he looked and spoke like a madman. You may
hardly understand it—he did indeed."

" I do understand it, Laura. He is mad—mad with the terrors of a

guilty conscience. Every word you have said makes me positively certain

that when Anne Catherick left you yesterday, you were on the eve of dis-

covering a secret, which might have been your vile husband's ruin—and
he thinks you have discovered it. Nothing you can say or do, will quiet

that guilty distrust, and convince his false nature of your truth. I don't

say this, my love, to alarm you. I say it to open your eyes to your posi-

tion, and to convince you of the urgent necessity of letting me act, as I

best can, for your protection, while the chance is our own. Count Fosco's

Interference has secured me access to yra to-day; but he may withdraw
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that interference to-morrow. Sir Percival has already dismissed Fanny,

because she is a quick-witted girl, and devotedly attached to you ; and has

chosen a woman to take her place, who cares nothing for your interests

and whose dull intelligence lowers her to the level of the watch-dog in the

yard. It is impossible to say what violent measures he may take next,

unless we make the most of our opportunities while we have them."

" What can we do, Marian ? Oh, if we could only leave this house,

never to see it again!"

" Listen to me, my love—and try to think that you are not quite help-

loss so long as I am here with you."

" I will think so—I do think so. Don't altogether forget poor Fanny, in

thinking of me. She wants help and comfort, too."

" I will not forget her. I saw her before I came up here ; and 1 have

arranged to communicate with her to-night. Letters are not safe in the

post-bag at Blackwater Park—and I shall have two to write to-day, in your

interests, which must pass through no hands hut Fanny's."

" What letters ?"

" I mean to write first, Laura, to Mr. Gilmore's partner, who has offered

to help us in any fresh emergency. Little as I know of the law, I am cer-

tain that lc can protect a woman from such treatment as that ruffian has

inflicted on you to-day. I will go into no details about Anne Catherick,

because I have no certain information to give. But the lawyer shall know

of those bruises on your arm, and of the violence offered to you in this

room—he shall, before I rest to-night
!"

" But, think of the exposure, Marian !"

" I am calculating on the exposure. Sir Percival has more to dread

from it than you have. The prospect of an exposure may bring him to

terms, when nothing else will."

I rose as I spoke ; but Laura entreated me not to leave her.

" You will drive him to desperation," she said, " and increase our dangera

tenfold."

I felt the truth—the disheartening truth—of those words. But I could

not bring myself plainly to acknowledge it to her. In our dreadful posi-

tion, there was no help and no hope for us, but in risking the worst. I said

bo, in guarded terms. She sighed bitterly—hut did not contest the matter.

She only asked about the F.econd letter that I had proposed writing. To

whom was it to be addressed ?

" To Mr. Fairlie," I said. " Your uncle is your nearest male relative,

and the head of the family. He must and shall interfere."

Laura shook her head sorrowfully.

" Yes, yes,'' I went on ;
" your uncle is a weak, selfish, worldly man, I

know. But he is not Sir Percival Glydo ; and he has no such friend about

him as Count Fosco. I expect nothing from his kindness, or his tenderness
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af feeling towards you, or towards me. But he will do anything to panipei

his own indolence, and to secure his own quiet. Let me only persuade him

that his interference, at this moment, will save him inevitable trouble and

wretchedness .and responsibility hereafter, and he will bestir himself for Ids

own sake. I know how to deal with him, Laura—I have had some practice.*

<; If you could 'only prevail on him to let me go back to Limmeridge for

a little while, and stay there quietly with you, Marian, I could be almost

as happy again as I was before I was married !"

Those words set me thinking in a new direction. Would it be possible

to place Sir Percival between the two alternatives of either exposing him-

self to the scandal of legal interference on his wife's behalf, or of allowing

her to he quietly separated from him for a time, under pretext of a visit tc

her uncle's house ? And could he, in that case, be reckoned on as likely to

accept the last resource ? It was doubtful—more than doubtful. And yet,

hopeless as the experiment seemed, surely it was worth trying ? I resolved

to try it, in sheer despair of 'knowing what better to do.

" Your uncle shall know the wish you have just expressed," I said ;
" and

I will ask the lawyer's advice on the subject, as well. Good may come of

it—and will come of it, I hope."

Saying that, I rose again ; and again Laura tried to make me resume

my seat.

" Don't leave me," she said, uneasily. " My desk is on that table. Tou
can write here."

It tried me to the quick to refuse her, even in her own interests. But
we had been too long shut up alone together already. Our chance of see~

ing each other again might entirely depend on our not exciting any fresh

suspicions. It was full time to show myself, quietly and unconcernedly,

among the wretches who were, at that very moment, perhaps, thinking of

us and talking of us down stairs. I explained the miserable necessity to

Laura ; and prevailed on her to recognize it, as I did.

" I will come back again, love, in an hour or less," I said. " The worst

is over for to-day. Keep yourself quiet, and fear nothing."

" Is the key in the door, Marian ? Can I lock it on the inside 7"

u Yes ; here is the key. Lock the door; and open it to nobody, until I

come up-stairs again."

I kissed her. and left her. It was a relief to me, as I walked away, to

hear the key turned in the lock, and to know that the door was at her own
command.

VIII.

June 19tk.—I had only got as far as the top of the stairs, when the look-

ing of Laura's door suggested to me the precaution of also locking my own
door, and keeping the key safely about me while I was out of the room.

My journal was already secured, with other papers, in the table-drawer,
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but my writing materials were left out. These included a seal, bearing the

common device of two doves drinking out of the same cup ; and soma

sheets of blotting paper, which had the impression on them of the closing

lines of my writing in these pages, traced during the past night. Distorted

by the suspicion which had now become a part of myself, even such trifles

as these looked too dangerous to be trusted without a guard—even the

locked table-drawer seemed to be not sufficiently protected, in my absence,

until the means of access to it had been carefully secured as well.

I found no appearance of any one having entered the room while I had

been talking with Laura. My writing materials (which I had given the

servant instructions never to meddle with) were scattered over the table

much as usual. The only circumstance in connection with them that at

all struck me was, that the seal lay tidily in the tray with the pencils and

the wax. It was not in my careless habits (I air, sorry to say) to put it

there ; neither did I remember putting it there. But, as I could not call

to mind, on the other hand, where else I had thrown it down, and as I was

also doubtful whetlur I might not, for once, have laid it mechanically in

the right place, I abstained from adding to the perplexity with which the

day's events had filled my mind, by troubling it afresh about a trifle. ]

locked the door
;
put the key in my pocket ; and went down stairs.

Madame Fosco was alone in the hall, looking at the weather-glass.

" Still falling," she said. " I am afraid we must expect more rain."

Her face was composed again to its customary expression and its custo-

mary colour. But the hand with which she pointed to the dial of the

weather-glass still trembled.

Could she have told her husband already, that she had overheard Laura

reviling him, in my company, as a " Spy ?" My strong suspicion that she

must have told him ; my irresistible dread (all the more overpowering from

its very vagueness) of the consequences which might follow ; my fixed

conviction, derived from various little self-betrayals which women notice in

each other, that Madame Fosco, in spite of her well-assumed external

civility, had not forgiven her niece for innocently standing between her and

the legacy of ten thousand pounds—all rushed upon my mind together ; all

impelled me to speak, in the vain hope of using my own influence and my
own powers of persuasion for the atonement of Laura's offence.

" May I trust to your kindness to excuse me, Madame Fosco, if I ven-

ture to speak to you on an exceedingly painful subject ?"

She crossed her hands in front of her, and bowed her head solemnly,

without uttering a word, and without taking her eyes off mine for a

moment.
" When you were so good as to bring me back my handkerchief," I went

on, I! I am very, very much afraid you must have accidentally heard Laura

say something which I am unwilling to repeat, and whi?h I will not
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attempt to defend. I will only venture to hope that you have not thought

it of sufficient importance to be mentioned to the Count ?"

" I think it of no importance whatever," said Madame Fosco, sharply

and suddenly. " But," she added, resuming her icy manner in a moment,

"I have no secrets from my husband, even in trifles. When he noticed,

just now, that I looked distressed, it was my painful duty to tell him why
I was distressed ; and I frankly acknowledge to you, Miss Halcombe, that

I have told him."

I was prepared to hear it, and yet she tamed me cold all over when she

said those words.

"Let me earnestly entreat you, Madame Fosco—let me earnestly entreat

the Count—to make some allowances for the sad position in which my
sister is placed. She spoke while she was smarting under the insult and

injustice inflicted on her by her husband—and she was not herself when
6he said those rash words. May I hope that they will be considerately and

generously forgiven ?"

"Most assuredly," said the Count's quiet voice, behind me. He had

stolen on us, with his noiseless tread, and his book in his hand, from the

library.

" When Lady Glyde said those hasty words," he went on, " she did me
an injustice, which I lament—and forgive. Let us never return to the

subject, Miss Halcombe ; let us all comfortably combine to forget it, from

this moment.'
" You are very kind," I said ;

" you relieve me inexpressibljT "

I tried to continue—but his eyes were on me ; his deadly smile, that

hides everything, was set, hard and unwavering, on his broad, smooth face.

My distrust of his unfathomable falseness, my sense of my own degradation

m stooping to conciliate his wife and himself, so disturbed and confused me,

that the next words failed on my lips, and I stood there in silence.

" I beg you on my knees to say no more, Miss Halcombe—I am truly

shocked that you should have thought it necessary to say so much." With
that polite speech, he took my hand—oh, how I despise myself! oh, how
little comfort there is, even in knowing that I submitted to it for Laura's

sake !—he took my hand, and put it to his poisonous lips. Never did 1

know all my horror of him till then. That innocent familiarity turned my
blood, as if it had been the vilest insult that a man could offer me. Yet I

hid my disgust from him—I tried to smile—I, who once mercilessly

despised deceit in other women, was as false as the worst of them, as false

as the Judas whose lips had touched my hand.

I could not have maintained my degrading self-control—it is all that

redeems me in my own estimation to know that I could not—if he had

titill continued to keep his eyes on my face. His wife's tigerish jealousy

came to my rescue, and forced his attention away from me, the moment hi
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possessed himself of my hand. Her cold blue eyes caught light ; her dull

white cheeks flushed into bright colour ; she looked years younger than her

age, in an instant.

" Count !" she said. " Your foreign forms of politeness are not under-

stood by Englishwomen."
" Pardon me, my angel ! The best and dearest Englishwoman in the

world understands them." With those words, he dropped my hand, and

quietly raised his wife's hand to his lips, in place of it.

I ran back up the stairs, to take refuge in my own room. If there had

been time to think, my thoughts, when I was alone again, would have

taused me bitter suffering. But there was no time to think. Happily for

the preservation of my calmness and my courage, there was time for

nothing but action.

The letters to the lawyer and to Mr. Fairlie, were still to be written

,

and I sat down at once, without a moment's hesitation, to devote myself to

them.

There was no multitude of resources to perplex me—there was absolutely

no one to depend on, in the first instance, but myself. Sir Percival had

neither friends nor relatives in the neighbourhood whose intercession I

could attempt to employ. He was on the coldest terms—in some cases, on

the worst terms—with the families of his own rank and station who lived

near him. We two women had neither father, nor brother, to come to the

house, and take our parts. There was no choice, but to write those two

doubtful letters—or to put Laura in the wrong and myself in the wrong,

and to make all peaceable negotiation in the future impossible, by secretly

escaping from Blackwater Park. Nothing but the most imminent personal

peril could justify our taking that second course. The letters must be tried

first ; and I wrote them.

I said nothing to the lawyer about Anne Catherick ; because (as I had

already hinted to Laura) that topic was connected with a mystery which

we could not yet explain, and which it would therefore be useless to write

about to a professional man. I left my correspondent to attribute Sir Per-

cival's disgraceful conduct, if he pleased, to fresh disputes about money
matters ; and simply consulted him on the possibility of taking legal pro-

ceedings foi Laura's protection, in the event of her husband's refusal to

allow her to leave Blackwater Park for a time and return with me to Lim-
meridge. I referred him to Mr. Fairlie for the details of this last arrange-

ment—I assured him that I wrote with Laura's authority—and I ended by

entreating him to act in her name, to the utmost extent of his power, ami

with the least possible loss of time.

The letter to Mr. Fairlie occupied me next. 1 appealed to him on the

terms which I had mentioned to Laura as the most likely to make him be-

ttir himself ; I enclosed a copy of my letter to the lawyer, to show liim
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how serious the case was ; and I represented our removal to Limmeridge aa

the only compromise which would prevent the danger and distress oi

Laura's present position from inevitably affecting her uncle as well as her-

self, at no very distant time.

When I had done, and had sealed and directed the two envelopes, I went
back with the letters to Laura's room, to show her that they were written.

" Has anybody disturbed you ?" I asked, when she opened the door to

me.

" Nobody has knocked," she replied. " But I heard some one in tho

outer room."

" Was it a man or a woman ?"

" A woman. I heard tho rustling of her gown."
" A rustling like silk ?"

"Yes; like silk."

Madame Fosco had evidently been watching outside. The mischief she

might do by herself, was little to be feared. But the mischief she might

do, as a willing instrument in her husband's hands, was too formidable to

be overlooked.

"What became of the rustling of the gown when you no longer heard it

in the ante-room ?" I inquired. " Did you hear it go past your wall, along

the passage ?"

" Yes. I kept still, and listened ; and just heard it."

"Which way did it go?"
" Towards your room."

I considered again. The sound had not caught my ears. But I was
then deeply absorbed in my letters ; and I write with a heavy hand, and a

quill pen, scraping and scratching noisily over the paper. It was more
likely that Madame Fosco would hear the scraping of my pen than that I

should hear the rustling of her dress. Another reason (if I had wanted
oae) for not trusting my letters to the post-bag in the hall.

Laura saw me thinking. " More difficulties !" she said, wearily ; "more
difficulties and more dangers !"

" No dangers," I replied. " Some little difficulty, perhaps. I am think-

ing of the safest way of putting my two letters into Fanny's hands."
" You have really written them, then ? Oh, Marian, run no risks—pray

pray run no risks !"

" No, no—no fear. Let me see—what o'clock is it now ?"

It was a quarter to six. There would be time for me to get to the vil-

lage inn, and to come back again, before dinner. If I waited till the even-

ing, I might find no second opportunity of safely leaving the house.
" Keep the key turned in the lock, Laura," I said, " and don't be afraid

about me. If you hear &ny inquiries made, call through the door, and say

that I am gone out for a walk."



240 THE WOMAN IK WHITE.

When shall you be lack ?"

"Before dinner, without fail. Courage, my love. By this time to<

morrow, you will have a clear-headed, trustworthy man acting for youi
good. Mr. Gilmore's partner ia our next best friend to Mr. Gilraore

himself."

A moment's reflection, as soon as I was alone, convinced me that I had
better not appear in my walking-dress, until I had first discovered what
was going on in the lower part of the house. I had not ascertained yet

whether Sir Percival was in doors or out.

The singing of the canaries in the library, and the smell of tobacco-smoke

that came through the door, which was not closed, told me at once where

the Count was. I looked over my shoulder, as I passed the doorway ; and

saw, to my surprise, that he was exhibiting the docility of the birds, in his

most engagingly polite manner, to the housekeeper. He must have spe-

cially invited her to see them—for she would never have thought of going

into the library of her own accord. The man's slightest actions had a pur-

pose of some kind at the bottom of every one of them. What could be his

purpose here ?

It was no time then to inquire into his motives. I looked about for

Madame Fosco next ; and found her following her favourite circle, round

and round the fish-pond.

1 was a little doubtful how she would meet me, after the outbreak of

jealousy, of which I had been the cause so short a time since. But her hus-

band had tamed her in the interval ; and she now spoke to me with the

same civility as usual. My only object in addressing myself to her was to

ascertain if she knew what had become of Sir Percival. I contrived to

refer to him indirectly ; and, after a little fencing on either side, she at last

mentioned that he had gone out.

" Which cf the horses has he taken ?" I asked, carelessly.

" None of them," she replied. " He went away, two hours since, on foot,

As I understood it, his object was to make fresh inquiries about the woman
named Anne Catherick. He appears to be unreasonably anxious about

"racing her. Do you happen to know if she is dangerously mad, Miss

ualcombe?"
" I do not, Countess."

" Are you going in ?"

" Yes, I think so. I suppose it will soon be time to dress for dinner."

We entered the house together. Madame Fosco strolled into the library,

and closed the door. I went at once to fetch my hat and shawl. Every

moment was of importance, if I was to get to Fanny at the inn and be back

l«fore dinner.

When I crossed the hall again, no one was there ; and the singing of the

birds in the library hsid ceased. I could not stop to make any fresh invei
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ligations. I could only assure myself that the way was ciear, and then

leave the house, with the two letters safe in my pocket.

On my way to the village, I prepared myself for the possibility of meet-

biff Sir Percival. As long as I had him to deal with alone, I felt certain of

not losing my presence of mind. Any woman who is sure of her own wite,

is a match, at any time, for a man who is not sure of his own temper. I

bad no such fear of Sir Percival as I had of the Count. Instead of flutter-

ing it had composed me, to hear of the errand on which he had gone out.

While the tracing of Anne Catherick was the great anxiety that occupied

him, Laura and I might hope for some cessation of any active persecution

at his hands. For our sakes now, as well as for Anne's, I hoped and

prayed fervently that she might still escape him.

I walked on as briskly as the heat would let me, till I reached the cross-

road which led to the village ; looking back, from time to time, to maka

sure that I was not followed by any one.

Nothing was behind me, all the way, but an empty country waggon.

The noise made by the lumbering wheels annoyed me ; and when I found

that the waggon took the road to the village, as well as myself, I stopped

io let it go by, and pass out of hearing. As I looked towards it, more

ittentively than before, I thought I detected, at intervals, the feet of a man
walking close behind it ; the carter being in front, by the side of his horses.

The part of the cross-road which I had just passed over was so narrow, that

the waggon coming after me brushed the trees and thickets on either side
;

and I had to wait until it went by, before I could test the correctness ot

my impression. Apparently, that impression was wrong, for when the

waggon had passed me, the road behind it was quite clear.

I reached the inn without meeting Sir Percival, and without noticing

anything more ; and was glad to find that the landlady had received Fanny
with all possible kindness. The girl had a little parlour to sit in, away
from the noise of the tap-room, and a clean bed-chamber at the top of the

house. She began crying again, at the sight of me ; and said, poor soul,

truly enough, that it was dreadful to feel herself turned out into the world,

as if she had committed some unpardonable fault, when no blame could be

laid at her door by anybody—not even by her master who had sent her away
" Try to make the best of it, Fanny," I said. " Your mistress and I will

stand your friends, and will take care that your character shall not suffer.

Now, listen to me. I have very little time to spare, and I am going to put

a great trust in your hands. I wish you to take care of these twe lettero.

The one with the stamp on it you are to put into the post, when you reach

London, to-morrow. The .other, directed to Mr. Fairlie, you are to deliver

to him yourself, as soon as you get home. Keep both the letters aVmt
you, and give them up to no one. They are of the last importance to your

mistress's interests."

B
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Fanny put the letters into the bosom of her dreis. " There they ahftj

Ktop, miss," she saiTi, " till I have done what you tell me."
" Mind you are at the station .n good time to-morrow morning," I con-

tinued. " And, when you see the housekeeper at Limmeridge, give her my
compliments, and say that you are in my service, until Lady Glyde is able
to take you back. We may meet again sooner than you think. So keep a
good heart, and don't miss the seven o'clock train."

" Thank you, miss—thank you kindly. It gives one courage to hear your
voice again. Please to offer my duty to my lady; and say I left all the

things as tidy as I could in the time. Oh, dear ! dear ! who will dress hei

for dinner to-day ? It really breaks my heart, miss, to think of it."

When I got back to the house, I had only a quarter of an hour to spare,

to put myself in order for dinner, and to say two words to Laura before ]

went down stairs.

" The letters are in Fanny's hands," I whispered to her, at the door
" Do you mean to join us at dinner ?"

" Oh, no, no—not for the world !"

" Has anything happened ? Has any one disturbed you ?"

" Yes—just now—Sir Percival "

" Did he come in?"

" No : he frightened me by a thump on the door, outside. T, said, ' Who's
there ?' ' You know,' he answered. ' Will you alter your mind, and tell

me the rest ? You shall ! Sooner or later, I'll wring it out of you. You
know where Anne Catherick is, at this moment!' 'Indeed, indeed,' I

said, 'I don't.' ' You do !' he called back. 'I'll crush your obstinacy-

mind that !—I'll wring it out of you !' He went away, with those words—

went away, Marian, hardly five minutes ago."

He had not found Anne ! We were safe for that night—he had not

found her yet.

" You are going down stairs, Marian ? Come up again in the evening."
" Yes, yes. Don't be uneasy, if I am a little late—I must be careful not

to give offence by leaving them too soon."

The dinner-bell rang ; and I hastened away.

Sir rercival took Madame Fosco into the dining-room ; and the Count

gave me his arm. He was hot and flushed, and was not dressed with bis

customary care and completeness. Had he, too, been out before dinner,

and been late in getting back ? or was he only suffering from the heat a little

more severely than usual ?

However this might be, he was unquestionably troubled by some secret

annoyance or anxiety, which, with all his powers of deception, he was not

%l>le entirely to conceal. Through the whole of dinner, he was almost as

silent ea Sir Percival himself ; and he, every now and then, looked at hi*
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Wife v^th. ai) expression of furtive uneasiness, which was quite new in ray

experience of him. The one social obligation which he seemed to be self

possessed enough to perform as carefully as ever, was the obligation of being

persistently civil and attentive to me. What vile object he has in view, I

cannot still discover ; but, be the design what it may, invariable politeness

cowards myself, invariable humility towards Laura, and invariable suppres-

sion (at any cost) of Sir Percival's clumsy violence, have been the means

he has resolutely and impenetrably used to get to his end, ever since he set

foot .in this house. I suspected it, when he first interfered in our favour,

on the day when the deed was produced in the library, and I feel certain of

it, now.

When Madame Fosco and I rose to leave the table, the Count rose also to

iccompany us back to the drawing-room.

"What are you going away for?" asked Sir Percival—"I mean you,

Fosco."

" I am going away, because I have had dinner enough, and wine enough,"

answered the Count. " Be so kind, Percival, as to make allowances for

my foreign habit of going out with the ladies, as well as coming in with

them."

" Nonsense ! Another glass of claret won't hurt you. Sit down again

like an Englishman. I want half an hour's quiet talk with you over our

wine."

" A quiet talk, Percival, with all my heart, but not now, and not over

the wine. Later in the evening if you please—later in the evening."
" Civil !" said Sir Percival, savagely. " Civil behaviour, upon my soul,

to a man in his own house !"

I had more than once seen him look at the Count uneasily during dinner-

time, and had observed that the Count carefully abstained from looking at

him in return. This circumstance, coupled with the host's anxiety for a

little quiet talk over the wine and the guest's obstinate resolution not to sit

down again at the table, revived in my memory the request which Sir

Percival had vainly addressed to his friend, earlier in the day, to come out

of the library and speak to him. The Count had deferred granting that

private interview, when it was first asked for in the afternoon, and had

again deferred granting it, when it was a second time asked for at the

dinner-table. Whatever the coming subject of discussion between them
might be, it was clearly an important subject in Sir Percival's estimation—
and perhaps (judging from his evident reluctance to approach it), a dan-

gerous subject as well, in the estimation of the Count.

These considerations occurred to me while we were passing from tha

Jining-room to the drawing-room. Sir Percival's angry commentary on

luff friend's desertion of him had r.ot produced the slightest effort. The

Count obstinately accompanied us to the tea-table—waited a minute or
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two ia the room—went out into the hall—and returned with the post-

bag in his hands. It was then eight o'clock—the hour at which the letters

were always despatched from Blackwater Park.

" Have you any letter for the post, Miss Halcombe ?" he asked, approach-

ing me, with the bag.

I saw Madame Fosco, who was making the tea, pause, with the sugar-

tongs in her hand, to listen for my answer.

" No, Count, thank you. No letters to-day."

He gave the bag to the servant, who was then in the room ; sat down at

the piano ; and played the air of the lively Neapolitan street-song, " La

mia Carolina," twice over. His wife, who was usually the most deliberate

of women in all her movements, made the tea as quickly as I could have

made it myself—finished her own cup in t»0 minutes—and quietly glided

out of the room.

I rose to follow her example—partly because I suspected her of attempt-

ing some treachery up-stairs with Laura
;
partly, because I was resolved

not to remain alone in the same room with her husband.

Before I could get to the door, the Count stopped me, by a request for a

cup of tea. I gave him the cup of tea ; and tried a second time to get

away. He stopped me again—this time, by going back to the piano, and

suddenly appealing to me on a musical question in which he declared that

the honour of his country was concerned.

1 vainly pleaded my own total ignorance of music, and total want of

taste in that direction. He only appealed to me again with a vehemence

which set all further protest on my part at defiance. " The English and

the Germans (he indignantly declared) were always reviling the Italians

for their inability to cultivate the higher kinds of music. We were per-

petually talking of our Oratorios ; and they were perpetually talking of

their Symphonies. Did we forget and did they forget his immortal friend

and countryman, Eossini ? What was ' Moses in Egypt,' but a sublime

oratorio, which was acted on the stage, instead of being coldly sung in a

concert-room? What was the overture to Guillaume Tell, but a symphony

under another name ? Had I heard Moses in Egypt ? Would I listen to

this, and this, and this, and say if anything more sublimely sacred and

grand had ever been composed by mortal man ?"—And, without waiting

for a word of assent or dissent on my part, looking me hard in the face all

the, time, he began thundering on the piano, and singing to it with loud

and lofty enthusiasm ; only interrupting himself, at intervals, to announce

to me fiercely the titles of the different pieces of music : " Chorus of

Kfjptians, in ihe Plague of Darkness, Miss Halcombe!"—" Eecitativo of

Moses, with tLs tables of the Law."—" Prayer of Israelites, at the passage

of the Red Ssa. Aha! Aha! Is that sacred? is that sublime?" The

piano trembled under his powerful hands ; and the teacups on the table
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rattled, as his big bass voice thundered out the notes, and his heavy foot

beat time on the floor.

There was something horrible—something fierce and devilish, in the out-

burst of his delight at his own singing and playing, and in the triumph

with which he watched its effect upon me, as I shrank nearer and nearer to

the door. I was released, at last, not by my own efforts, but by Sir

Percival's interposition. He opened the dining-room door, and called out

angrily to know what " that infernal noise " meant. The Count instantly

got up from the piano. " Ah ! if Percival is coming," he said, " harmony

and melody are both at an end. The Muse of Music, Miss Halcombe, deserts

us in dismay ; and I, the fat old minstrel, exhale the rest of my enthusiasm

in the open air 1" He stalked out into the verandah, put his hands in his

pockets, and resumed the " recitativo of Moses," sotto voce, in the garden.

I heard Sir Percival call after him, from the dining-room window. But

he took no notice : he seemed determined not to hear. That long-deferred

quiet talk between them was still to be put off, was still to wait for the

Count's absolute will and pleasure.

He had detained me in the drawing-room nearly half an hour from the

time when his wife left us. Where had she been, and what had she been

doing in that interval ?

I went up-stairs to ascertain, but I made no discoveries ; and when I

questioned Laura, I found that she had not heard anything. Nobody had

disturbed her—no faint rustling of the silk dress had been audible, either

in the ante-room or in the passage.

It was then twenty minutes to nine. After going to my room to get my
journal, I returned, and sat with Laura ; sometimes writing, sometimes

stopping to talk with her. Nobody came near us, and nothing happened.

We remained together till ten o'clock. I then rose ; said my last cheering

words ; and wished her good night. She locked her door again, after we had

arranged that I should come in and see her the first thing in the morning.

I had a few sentences more to add to my diary, before going to bed

myself; and, as I went down again to the drawing-room after leaving

Laura, for the last time that weary day, I resolved merely to show myself

there, to make my excuses, and then to retire an hour earlier than usual,

for the night.

Sir Percival, and the Count and his wife, were sitting together. Sir

Percival was yawning in an easy-chair ; the Count was reading ; Madame
Fosco was fanning herself. Strange to say, her face was flushed, now.

She, who never suffered from the heat, was most undoubtedly suffering frcm

it to-night.

" I am afraid, Countess, you are not quite so well as usual ?" I said.

" The very remark I was about to make to you" she replied. " You ara

ojking pale, my dear."
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My deal ! It was the first time she had ever addressed me with that

familiarity ! There was an insolent smile, too, on her face, when she said

the words.

" I am suffering from one of my bad headaches," I answered, coldly.

" All, indeed ? Want of exercise, I suppose ? A walk before dinner

would have been just the thing for you." She referred to the "walk"
with a strange emphasis. Had she seen me go out ? So matter if she

had. The letters were safe now, in Fanny's hands.

" Come, and have a smoke, Fosco," said Sir Percival, rising, with another

uneasy look at his friend.

" With pleasure, Percival, when the ladies have gone to bed," replied the

Count.

"Excuse me, Countess, if I set you the example of retiring," I said.

" The only remedy for such a headache as mine is going to bed."

1 took my leave. There was the same insolent smile on the woman's

face when I shook hands with her. Sir Percival paid no attention to me.

He was looking Impatiently at Madame Fosco, who showed no signs of

leaving the room with me. The Count smiled to himself behind his hook.

There was yet another delay to that quiet talk with Sir Percival—and the

Countess was the impediment, this time.

IX.

June 19th.— Once safely shut into my own room, I opened these pages,

and prepared to go on with that part of the day's record which was still left

to write.

For ten minutes or more, I sat idle, with the pen in my hand, thinking

over the events of the last twelve hours. When I at last addressed myseli

to my task, I found a difficulty in proceeding with it which I had never

experienced before. In spite of my efforts to fix my thoughts on the matter

in hand, they wandered away, with the strangest persistency, in the one

direction of Sir Percival and the Count ; and all the interest which I tried

to concentrate on my journal, centred, instead, in that private interview

between them, which had been put off all through the day, and which wae

now to take place in the silence and solitude of the night.

In this perverse state of my mind, the recollection of what had passed

since the morning would not come back to me ; and there was no resource

but to close my journal and to get away from it for a little while.

I opened the door which led from my bedroom into my sitting-room,

and, having passed through, pulled it to again, to prevent any accident, in

case of draught, with the candle left on the dressing-table. My sitting-

room window was wide open ; and I leaned out, listlessly, to look at the

night.

J t was dark and quiet. Neither moon nor stars were visible. There
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wis a smell like rain in the still, heavy air ; and I put my hand out oJ

window. No. The rain was only threatening ; it had not come yet.

I remained leaning on the window-sill for nearly a quarter of an hour,

looking out absently into the black darkness, and hearing nothing, except,

now and then, the voices of the servants, or the distant sound of a closing

door, in the lower part of the house.

Just as I was turning away wearily from the window, to go back to the;

bedroom, and make a second attempt to complete the unfinished entry in

my journal, I smelt the odour of tobacco-smoke, stealing towards me on the

heavy night air. The next moment I saw a tiny red spark advancing

from the farther end of the house in the pitch darkness. I heard no foot-

steps, and I could see nothing but the spark. It travelled along in the

night
;
passed the window at which I was standing ; and stopped opposite

my bedroom window, inside which I had left the light burning on the

dressing-table.

The spark remained stationary, for a moment, then moved back again in

the direction from which it had advanced. As I followed its progress, I

saw a second red spark, larger than the first, approaching from the distance.

The two met together in the darkness. .Remembering who smoked
cigarettes, and who smoked cigars, I inferred, immediately, that the Count

nad come out first to look and listen, under my window, and that Sir

Percival had afterwards joined him. They must both have been walking

on the lawn—or I should certainly have heard Sir PercivaTs heavy footfall

though the Count's soft step might have escaped me, even on the gravel

walk.

I waited quietly at the window, certain that they could neither of them
see me, in the darkness of the room.

" What's the matter ?" I heard Sir Percival say, in a low voice. " Why
don't you come in and sit down ?"

" I want to see the light out of that window," replied the Count, softly,

" What harm does the light do ?"

" It shows she is not in bed yet. She is sharp enough to suspect some-
thing, and bold enough to come down stairs and listen, if she can get the

chance. Patience, Percival—patience."

" Humbug ! You're always talking of patience."

" I shall talk of something else presently. My good friend, you are on
the edge of your domestic precipice ; and if I let you give the women one

other chance, on my sacred word of honour they will push you over it
!"

" What the devil do you mean ?"

" We will come to our explanations, Percival, when the light is out ol

that window, and when I have had one little look at the rooms on each

aide of the library, and a peep at the staircase as well."

Thev slowly moved away ; and the rest of the conversation between them
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(which had been conducted, throughout, in the same Ion" tones) ceased tc

be audible. It was no matter. I had heard enough to determine me en

justifying the Count's opinion of my sharpness and my courage. Before

the red sparks were out of sight in the darkness, I had made up my mind
that there should be a listener when those two men sat down to their talk

—

and that the listener, in spite of all the Count's precautions to the contrary,

should be myself. I wanted but one motive to sanction the act to mj
own conscience, and to give me courage enough for performing it ; and

that motive I had. Laura's honour, Laura's happiness—Laura's life itself

—might depend on my quick ears, and my faithful memory, to-night.

I had heard the Count say that he meant to examine the rooms on each

side of the library, and the staircase as well, before he entered on any

explanations with Sir Percival. This expression of his intentions was

necessarily sufficient to inform me that the library was the room in which

he proposed that the conversation should take place. The one moment of

time which was long enough to bring me to that conclusion, was also the

moment which showed me a means of baffling his precautions—or, in other

words, of hearing what he and Sir Percival said to each other, without the

risk of descending at all into the lower regions of the house.

In speaking of the rooms on the ground floor, I have mentioned inci-

dentally the verandah outside them, on which they all opened by means of

French windows, extending from the cornice to the floor. The top of this

verandah was flat ; the rain-water being carried off from it, by pipes, into

tanks which helped to supply the house. On the narrow leaden roof,

which ran along past the bedrooms, and which was rather less, I should

think, than three feet below the sills of the windows, a row of flower-pots

was ranged, with wide intervals between each pot ; the whole being pro-

tected from falling, in high winds, by an ornamental iron railing along the

edge of the roof.

The plan which had now occurred to me was to get out, at my sitting-

room window, on to this roof ; to creep along noiselessly, till I reached that

part of it which was immediately over the library window ; and to crouch

down between the flower-pots, with my ear against the outer railing. If

Sir Percival and the Count sat and smoked to-night, as I had seen them

sitting and smoking many nights before, with their chairs close at the open

window, and their feet stretched on the zinc garden seats which were

placed under the verandah, every word they said to each other above a

whisper (and no long conversation, as we all know by experience, can be

carried on in a whisper) must inevitably reach my ears. If, on the other

hand, they chose, to-night, to sit far back inside the room, then, the

chances were, that I should hear little or nothing ; and, in that case, I

must run the far more serious risk of trying to outwit them down stairs.

Strongly aa I was fortified in my resolution by the desperate nature of
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our situation, 1 hoped most fervently that I might escape this last

emergency. My courage was only a woman's courage, after all ; and

It was very near to failing me, when I thought of trusting myself, on the

ground floor, at the dead of night, within reach of Sir Percival and the

Count.

I went softly back to my bedroom, to try the safer experiment of tho

verandah roof, first.

A complete change in my dress was imperatively necessary, for many
reasons. I took off my silk gown to begin with, because the slightest

noise from it, on that still night, might have betrayed me. 1 next removed

the white and cumbersome parts ofmy underclothing, and replaced them by
a petticoat of dark flannel. Over this, I put my black travelling cloak, and

pulled the hood on to my head. In my ordinary evening costume, I took

up the room of three men at least. In my present dress, when it was held

close about me, no man could have passed through the narrowest spaces

more easily than I. The little breadth left on the roof of the verandah,

between the flower-pots on one side, and the wall and the windows of the

house on the other, made this a serious consideration. If I knocked

anything down, if I made the least noise, who could say what the con-

sequences might be ?

I only waited to put the matches near the candle, before I extinguished

it, and groped my way back into the sitting-room. I locked that door, as

I had locked my bedroom door—then quietly got out of the window, and

cautiously set my feet on the leaden roof of the verandah.

My two rooms were at the inner extremity of the new wing of the bouse

in which we all lived ; and I had five windows to pass, before I could

reach the position it was necessary to take up immediately over the

library. The first window belonged to a spare room, which was empty.

The second and third windows belonged to Laura's room. The fourth

window belonged to Sir Percival's room. The fifth, belonged to the

Countess's room. The others, by which it was not necessary for me to

pass, were the windows of the Count's dressing-room, of the bath-room,

and of the second empty spare room.

No sound reached my ears—the black blinding darkness of the night

was all round me when I first stood on the verandah, except at that part

of it which Madame Fosco's window overlooked. There, at the very place

above the library, to which my course was directed—there, I saw a gleam

of light ! The Countess was not yet in bed.

It was too late to draw back ; it was no time to wait. I determined to

go on at all hazards, and trust for security to my own caution and to the

darkness of the night. " For Laura's sake !" I thought to myself, as I took

the first step forward on the roof, with one hand holding my cloak close

toirod me, apd the other gropipg against the wall of the bouse. It ww
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better to brush close by the wall, than to risk striking my feet against thfi

flower-pots within a few inches of me, on the other side.

I passed the dark window of the spare room, trying the leaden roof, at

each step, with my foot, before I risked resting my weight on it. I passed

the dark windows of Laura s room (" God bless her and keep her to-night !").

I passed the dark window of Sir Percival's room. Then, I waited a moment,
knelt down, with my hands to support me ; and so crept to my position,

under the protection of the low wall between the bottom of the lighted

window and the verandah roof.

When I ventured to look up at the window itself, I found that the top

of it only was open, and that the blind inside was drawn down. While I

was looking, I saw the shadow of Madame Fosco pass across the white

field of the blind—then pass slowly back again. Thus far, she could not

have heard me—or the shadow would surely have stopped at the blind,

even if she had wanted courage enough to open the window, and look

out?

1 placed myself sideways against the railing of the verandah ; first

ascertaining, by touching them, the position of the flower-pots on either

side of me. There was room enough for me to sit between them, and no

more. The sweet-scented leaves of the flower on my left hand, just

brushed my cheek as I lightly rested my head against the railing.

The first sounds that reached me from below were caused by the opening

or closing (most probably the latter) of three doors in succession—the

doors, no doubt, leading into the hall, and into the rooms on each side of

the library, which the Count had pledged himself to examine. The first

object that I saw was the red spark again travelling out into the night,

from under the verandah ; moving away towards my window ; waiting

a moment ; and then returning to the place from which it had set out.
': The devil take your restlessness ! When do you mean to sit down ?"

growled Sir Percival's voice beneath me.
" Ouf ! how hot it is !" said the Count, sighing and puffing wearily.

His exclamation was followed by the scraping of the garden chairs on the

tiled pavement under the verandah—the welcome sound which told me
they were going to sit close at the window as usual. So far, the chance

was mine. The clock in the turret struck the quarter to twelve as they

settled themselves in their chairs. I heard Madame Fosco through the

open window, yawning ; and saw her shadow pass once more across the

white field of the blind.

Meanwhile, Sir Percival and the Count began talking together below

;

now and then dropping their voices a little lower than usual, but never

sinking them to a whisper. The strangeness and peril of my situation, the

dread, which I could not master, of Madame Fosco's lighted window, madfl

't difficult, almost impossible for me, at first, to keep my presence of mind
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and to fix my attention solely on the conversation beneath. For some

minutes, i could only succeed in gathering the general substance of it. 1

understood the Count to say that the one window alight was his wife's

;

that the ground floor ot the house was quite clear ; and that they might

now speak to each other, without fear of accidents. Sir Percival merely

answered by upbraiding his friend with having unjustifiably slighted his

wishes and neglected his interests, all through the day. The Count,

thereupon, defended himself by declaring that he had been beset by certain

troubles and anxieties which had absorbed all his attention, and that the

only safe time to come to an explanation, was a time when they could feel

certain ot being neither interrupted nor overheard. " We are at a serious

crisis in our affairs, Percival," he said ;
" and if we are to decide on the

future at all, we must decide secretly to-night."

That sentence of the Count's was the first which my attention was

ready enough to master, exactly as it was spoken. From this point, with

certain breaks and interruptions, my whole interest fixed breathlessly on

the conversation ; and I followed it word for word.

" Crisis ?", repeated Sir Percival. " It's a worse crisis than you think

for, I can tell you."

" So I should suppose, from your behaviour for the last day or two,*"

returned the other, coolly. " But, wait a little. Before we advance to

what I do not know, let us be quite certain of what I do know. Let us

first see if I am right about the time that is past, before I make any pro-

posal to you for the time that is to come."
" Stop till I get the brandy and water. Have some yourself."

" Thank you, Percival. The cold water with pleasure, a spoon, and the

basin of sugar. Eau sucree, my friend—nothing more."
" Sugar and water, for a man of your age !—There ! mix your sickly

mess. You foreigners are all alike."

" Now, listen, Percival. I will put our position plainly before you, as 1

understand it ; and you shall say if I am right or wrong. You and I both

came back to this house from the Continent, with our affairs very seriously

. embarrassed
"

" Cut it short ! I wanted some thousands, and you some hundreds

—

and, without the money, we were both in a fair way to go to the dogs

together. There's the situation. Make what you can of it. Go on."

" Well, Percival, in your own solid English words, you wanted some
thousands and I wanted some hundreds ; and the only way of getting them
was for you to raise the money for your own necessity (with a small

margin, beyond, for my poor little hundreds), by the help of your wife

What did I tell you about your wife on our way to England ? and what did

I tell you again, when we had come here, and when I had seen for myseil

the sort of woman Miss Halcombe was ?'"



252 THE WOMAN IN WHITE.

" How should 1 know ? You talked nineteen to the dozen, I suppose,

Just as usual."

" I said this : Human ingenuity, my friend, has hitherto only discovered

two ways in which a man can manage a woman. One way is to knock her

down—a method largely adopted by the brutal lower orders of the people,

Dut utterly abhorrent to the refined and educated classes above them. The
other way (much longer, much more difficult, but, in the end, not less cer-

tain) is never to accept a provocation at a woman's hands. It holds with

animals, it holds with children, and it holds with women, who are nothing

but children grown up. Quiet resolution is the one quality the animals,

the children, and the women all fail in. If they can once shake this supe-

rior quality in their master, they get the better of Mm. If they can never

succeed in disturbing it, he gets the better of them. I said to you, Remember
that plain truth, when you want your wife to help you to the money. I

said, Remember it doubly and trebly, in the presence of your wife's sister,

Miss Halcombe. Have you remembered it ? JSTot once, in all the compli-

cations that have twisted themselves about us in this house. Every pro-

vocation that your wife and her sister could offer to you, you instantly

accepted from them. Your mad temper lost the signature to the deed, lost

the ready money, set Miss Halcombe writing to the lawyer for the first

time "

" First time ? Has she written again ?"

" Yes ; she has written again to-day."

A chair fell on the pavement of the verandah—fell with a crash, as if it

had been kicked down.

It was well for me that the Count's revelation roused Sir Percival's anger

as it did. On hearing that I had been once more discovered, I started so

that the railing against which I leaned, cracked again. Had he followed

me to the inn ? Did he infer that I must have given my letters to Fanny,

when I told him I had none for the post-bag ? Even if it was so, how

could he have examined the letters, when they had gone straight from my
hand to the bosom of the girl's dress ?

" Thank your lucky star," I heard the Count say next, " that you have

me in the house, to undo the harm, as fast as you do it. Thank your

lucky star that I said, No, when you were mad enough to talk of turning

the key to-day on Miss Halcombe, as you turned it, in your mischievous

folly, on your wife. Where are your eyes ? Can you look at Miss Hal-

combe, and not see that she has the foresight and the resolution of a man ?

With that woman for my friend, I would snap these fingers of mine at the

world. With that woman for my enemy, I, with all my brains and expe-

rience—I, Fosco, cunning as the devil himself, as you have told me a

hundred times—I walk, in your English phrase, upon egg-shells ! And
this grand creature—I drink her health in my sugar and water—this grand
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creature, who stands in the strength of her love and her courage, firm as a

rocfc between us two, and that poor flimsy pretty blonde wife of yours—

thii magnificent woman, whom I admire with all my soul, though I oppose

her in your interests and in mine, you drive to extremities, as if she was no

sharper and no bolder than the rest of her sex. Percival ! Percival ! you

deserve to fail, and you have failed."

There was a pause. I write the villain's words about myself, because I

oiean to remember them ; because I hope yet for the day when I may speak

out once for all in his presence, and cast them back, one by one, in his

teeth.

Sir Percival was the first to break the silence again.

" Yes, yes ; bully and bluster as much as you like," he said, sulkily
;

" the difficulty about the money is not the only difficulty. You would bo

for taking strong measures with the women, yourself—if you knew as much
as I do."

" We will come to that second difficulty, all in good time," rejoined the

Count. " You may confuse yourself, Percival, as much as you please, but

you shall not confuse me. Let the question of the money be settled first.

Have I convinced your obstinacy ? have 1 shown you that your temper

will not let you help yourself?—Or must I go back, and (as you put it ir.

your dear straightforward English) bully and bluster a little more ?"

" Pooh ! It's easy enough to grumble at me. Say what is to be done

—

that's a little harder."

" Is it? Bah ! This is what is to be done : You give up all direction

in the business from to-night
;
you leave ir, for the future, in my hands

only. I am talking to a Practical British man—ha ? Well, Practical, will

that do for you ?"

" What do you propose, if I leave it all to you ?"

" Answer me first. Is it to be in my hands or not ?"

" Say it is in your hands—what then ?"

" A few questions, Percival, to begin with. I must wait a little, yet, to

let circumstances guide me ; and I must know, in every possible way, what
those circumstances are likely to be. There is no time to lose. I have
told you already that Miss Halcombe has written to the lawyer to-day, for

the second time."

" How did you find it out ? What did she say ?"

" If I told you, Percival, we should only come back at the end to where

we are now. Enough that I have found it cut—and the finding has caused

that trouble and anxiety which made me so inaccessible to you all through

to-day. Now, to refresh my memory about your affairs—it is some time

since I talked them over with you. The money has been raised, in the

absence of your wife's signature, by means of bills at three months- -

raised at a cost that makes my poverty-stricken foreign hair stand on end
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to think of it ! When the bills are due, is there really and truly no earthly

way of paying them but by the help of your wife ?"

" None."
" What ! You have no money at the bankers

!"

" A few hundreds, when I want as many thousands."

" Have you no other security to borrow upon ?"

"Not a shred."

" What have you actually got with your wife, at the present moment ?"

" Nothing but the interest of her twenty thousand pounds—barely enough

to pay our daily expenses."
" What do you expect from your wife ?"

" Three thousand a year, when her uncle dies."

" A fine fortune, Percival. What sort of a man is this uncle ? Old ?*

'' No—neither old nor young."

"A good-tempered, freely-living man? Married? No—I think my
wife told me, not married."

" Of course not. If he was married, and had a son, Lady Glyde would

aot be next heir to the property. I'll tell you what he is. He's a maudlin,

twaddling, selfish fool, and bores everybody who comes near him about the

Btate of his health."

" Men of that sort, Percival, live long, and marry malevolently when you

'east expect it. I don't give you much, my friend, for your chance of the

three, thousand a year. Is there nothing more that comes to you from yonr

wife ?

" Nothing."
" Absolutely nothing ?"

" Absolutely nothing—except in case of her death."

" Aha ! in the case of her death."

There was another pause. The Count moved from the verandah to the

gravel walk outside. I knew that he had moved, by his voice. " The rain

has come at last," I heard him say. It had come. The state of my cloak

showed that it had been falling thickly for some little time.

The Count went back under the verandah—I heard the chair creak

beneath his weight as he sat down in it again.

"Well, Percival," he said; " and, in the case of Lady Glyde's death,

what do you get then ?"

" If she leaves no children
1

" Which she is likely to do ?'

" Which she is not in the least likely to do "

" Yes?"
" Why, then I get her twenty thousand pocjndK,''

" Paid down r*

" Faid dowra."
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They were silent once more. As their voices ceased, Madame Foaco'r*

shadow darkened the blind again. Instead of passing this time, it remained,

for a moment, quite still. I saw her fingers steal round the corner of the

blind, and draw it on one side. The dim white outline of her face, look-

ing out straight over me, appeared behind the window. I kept still,

Bhrouded from head to foot in my black cloak. The rain, which was fast

wetting me, dripped over the glass, blurred it, and prevented her from see-

ing anything. " More rain !" I heard her say to herself. She dropped the

Wind—and I breathed again freely.

The talk went on below me ; the Count resuming it, this time.
" Percival ! do you care about your wife?"
" Fosco! that's rather a downright question."

" I am a downright man ; and I repeat it.'

" "Why the devil do you look at me in that way ?"

" You won't answer me ? Well, then; let us say your wife dies before

(he summer is out "

" Drop it, Fosco
!"

"Let us say your wife dies——"
"Drop it, I tell you!"

"In that case, you would gain twenty thousand pounds ; and you would
lose

"

" I should lose the chance of three thousand a year."

" The remote chance, Percival—the remote chance only. And you want
money, at once. la your position, the gain is certain—the loss doubtful."

" Speak for yourself as well as for me. Some of the money I want has

been borrowed for you. And if you come to gain, my wife's death would
be ten thousand pounds in your wife's pocket. Sharp as you are, you
s'iem to have conveniently forgotten Madame Fosco's legacy. Don't look at

me in that way ! I won't have it ! "What with your looks and your ques-

tions, upon my soul, you make my flesh creep !"

"Your flesh? Does flesh mean conscience in English? I speak of

your wife's death, as I speak of a possibility. Why not ? The respectable

lawyers who scribble-scrabble your deeds and your wills, look the deaths of

living people in the face. Do lawyers make your flesh creep? Why
should I ? It is my business to-night, to clear up your position beyond
the possibility of mistake—and I have now done it. Here is your position.

If your wife lives, you pay those bills with her signature to the parchment.

If your wife dies, you pay them with her death."

As he spoke, the light in Madame Fosco's room was extinguished ; and

the whole second floor of the house was now sunk in darkness.

" Talk ! talk 1" grumbled Sir Percival. " One would think, to hear you,

that my wife's signature to the deed was got already."

»' You have left the matter in my hands," retorted the Count ;
" and I
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have more than two months before me to turn round in. Say nc mure
about it, if you please, tor the present. When the bills are due, you wil]

gee for yourself if my ' talk ! talk !' is worth something, or if it is not.

And now, Percival, having done with the money-matters for to-night, I

can place my attention at your disposal, if you wish to consult me on thai

second difficulty which has mixed itself up with our little embarrassments

and \yhich has so altered you for the worse, that I hardly know you agair.

Speak, my friend—and pardon me if I shock your fiery national tastes by

mixing myself a second glass of sugar and water."

" It's very well to say speak," replied Sir Percival, in a fai more quiet

and more polite tone than he had yet adopted ;
" but it's not so easy to

know how to begin."

" Shall I help you ?" suggested the Count. " Shall I give this private

difficulty of yours a name ? What, if I call it—Anne Catherick ?"

" Look here, Fosco, you and I have known each other for a long time
;

and, if you have helped me out of one or two scrapes before this, I have

done the best I could to help you in return, as far as money would go

We have made as many friendly sacrifices, on both sides, as men could
,

but we have had our secrets from each other, of course—haven't we?"
" You have had a secret from me, Percival. There is a skeleton in youi

cupboard here at Blackwater Park, that has peeped out, in these last few

days, at other people besides yourself."

" Well, suppose it has. If it doesn't concern you, you needn't be curious

about it, need you ?"

" Do I look curious about it ?"

" Yes, you do."

" So ! so ! my face speaks the truth, then ? What an immense founda-

tion of good there must be in the nature of a man who arrives at my age,

and whose face has not yet lost the habit of speaking the truth !—Come,

Glyde ! let us be candid one with the other. This secret of yours haa

sought me : I have not sought it. Let us say I am curious—do you ask

me, as your old friend, to respect your secret, and to leave it, once for all, iD

your own keeping ?"

" Yes—that's just what I dc ask."

" Then my curiosity is nt an eud. It dies in me, from this moment.''
" Do you really mean that ?"

" What makes you doubt me ?

" I have had some experience, Foscc, of your roundabout ways ; and 1

an not so sure that you won't worm it out of me after all."

The chair below suddenly creaked again—I felt the trellis-work pillar

under me shake from top to bottom. The Count had started to his feet

and had struck it with his hand, in indignation.

" Percival 1 Percival!" he cried, passionately, "do jou know me no
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better than that? Has all your experience shown you nothing of my
character yet ? I am a man of the antique type ! I am capable of the

most exalted acts of virtue—when I have the chance of performing them.

It has been the misfortune of my life that I have had few chances. My
"onception of friendship is sublime ! Is it my fault that your skeleton has

peeped out at me ? Why do I confess my curiosity ? You poor superficial

Enofishman, it is to magnify my own self-control. I could draw your

secret out of you, if I liked, as I draw this finger out of the palm of my
hand—you know I could ! But you have appealed to my friendship ; and

the duties of friendship are sacred to me. See ! I trample my base curiosity

ander my feet. My exalted sentiments lift me abo ;e it. Recognise them,

Percival ! imitate them, Percival ! Shake hands—I forgive you."

His voice faltered over the last words—faltered, as if he was actually

shedding tears

!

Sir Percival confusedly attempted to excuse himself. But the CourJ

was too magnanimous to listen to him.

" No !" he said. " When my friend has wounded me, I can pardon Mm
without apologies. Tell me, in plain words, do you want my help ?"

" Yes, badly enough."
" And you can ask for it without compromising yourself ?"

" I can try, at any rate."

" Try, then."

" Well, this is how it stands :—I told you, to-day, that 1 had done my
best to find Anne Catherick, and failed."

"Yes; you did."

" Fosco ! I'm a lost man, if I don't find her."

" Ha ! Is it so serious as that ?"

A little stream of light travelled out under the verandah, and fell ovef

the gravel-walk. The Count had taken the lamp from the inner part of

the room, to see his friend clearly by the light of it.

" Yes !" he said. " Your face speaks the truth this time. Serious,

indeed—as serious as the money matters themselves.''

" More serious. As true as I sit here, more serious !"

The light disappeared again, and the talk went on.

" I showed you the letter to my wife that Anne Catherick hid in the

Band," Sir Percival continued. " There's no boasting in that letter, Fosco

—she does know the Secret."

" Say as little as possible, Percival, in my presence, of the Secret. Boca

she know it from you ?"

" No ; from her mother."

"Two women in possession of your private mind—bad, bad, bad, my
friend! One question here, before we go any farther. The motive of your

•shutting up the daughter in the asylum, is now plain enough to me- -but

s
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the manner of her escape is not quite so clear. Do you suspect the people

In charge of her of closing their eyes purposely, at the instance of aomc

enemy who could afford to make it worth their while ?"

" No ; she was the best-behaved patient they had—and, like fools, thej

trusted her. She's just mad enough to be shut up, and just sane enough

to ruin me when she's at large—if you understand that ?"

"I do understand it. Now, Percival, come at once to the point; and

then I shall know what to do. Where is the danger of your position at tha

present moment ?"

" Anne Catherick is in this neighbourhood, and in communication with

Lady Glyde—there's the danger, plain enough. Who can read the letter

she hid in the sand, and not see that my wife is in possession of the secret,

dsny it as she may ?"

" One moment, Percival. If Lady Glyde does know the secret, she must

know also that it is a compromising secret for you. As your wife, surely it

is her interest to keep it ?"

" Is it ? I'm coming to that. It might be her interest if she cared two

straws about me. But I happen to be an encumbrance in the way of

another man. She was in love with him, before she married me—she's in

love with him now—an infernal vagabond of a drawing-master, named

Hartright."

" My dear friend ' what is there extraordinary in that ? They are all in

love with some other man. Who gets the first of a woman's heart ? In

11 my experience I have never yet met with the man who was Number

One. Number Two, sometimes. Number Three, Four, Five, often.

Number One, never ! He exists, of course—but, I have not met with him."

"Wait! I haven't done yet. Who do you think helped Anne Catherick

to get the start, when the people from the madhouse were after her ?

Hartright. Who do you think saw her again in Cumberland? Hartright.

Both times, he spoke to her alone. Stop ! don't interrupt me. The

scoundrel's as sweet on my wife, as she is on him. He knows the secret,

and she knows the secret. Once let them both get together again, and ita

her interest and his interest to turn their information against me."
" Gently, Percival—gently ? Are you insensible to the virtue of Lady

Glyde?"
" That for the virtue of Lady Glyde ! 1 believe in nothing about hei

but her money. Don't you see how the case stands ? She might be harm-

less enough by herself ; but if she and that vagabond Hartright
"

" Yes, yes, I see. Where is Mr. Hartright?"
" Out of the country. If he means to keep a whole skin on his bones, 1

recommend him not to come back in a hurry."
•' Are you sure he is out of the country ?"

u Certain. I had him watched from the time he left Cumberland to tha
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time he sailed. Oh, I've been careful, I can tell you ! Anne Catherick

lived with some people at a farm-house near Limmeridge. I went there,

myself, after she had given me the slip, and made sure that they knew

nothin°\ I gave her mother a form of letter to write to Miss Halcombe,

exonerating me from any bad motive in putting her under restraint. I've

spent, I'm afraid to say how much, in trying to trace her. And, in spite of

it all, she turns up here, and escapes me on my own property ! How do 1

know who else may see her, who else may speak to her ? That prying

scoundrel, Hartright, may come back without my knowing it, and may
make use of her to-morrow

"

" Not he, Percival ! While I am on the spot, and while that woman is

In the neighbourhood, I will answer for our laying hands on her, before Mr.

Hartright—even if he does come back. I see ! yes, yes, I see ! The

finding of Anne Catherick is the first necessity : make your mind easy

about the rest. Your wife is here, under your thumb ; Miss Halcombe is

inseparable from her, and is, therefore, under your thumb also ; and Mr.

Hartright is out of the country. This invisible Anne of yours, is all we

have to think of for the present. You have made your inquiries ?"

" Yes. I have been to her mother ; I have ransacked the village—and

fill to no purpose."

" Is her mother to be depended on ?"

"Yes."
" She has told your secret once."

" She won't tell it again."

" Why not ? Are her own interests concerned in keeping it, as well as

yours ?"

" Yes—deeply concerned."

" I am glad to hear it, Percival, for your sake. Don't be discouraged,

my friend. Our money matters, as I told you, leave me plenty of time to

iurn round in ; and I may search for Anne Catherick to-morrow to better

purpose than you. One last question, before we go to bed."

" What is it ?"

" It is this. When I went to the boat-house to tell Lady Glyde that the

little difficulty of her signature was put off, accident took me there in time

to see a strange woman parting in a very suspicious manner from your

wife. But accident did not bring me near enough to see this same woman's

face plainly. I must know how to recognise our invisible Anne. What is

Bhe like ?"

" Like ? Come ! I'll tell you in two words. She's a sickly likeness of

my wife."

The chair creaked, and the pillar shook once more. The Count was on

his feet again—this time in astonishment.

"What! !
!" he exclaimed, eagerly.
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" Fancy my wife, after a bad illness, with a touch of something wrong

bi her head—and there is Anne Catherick for you," answered Sir PercivaL

" Are they related to each other ?"

" Not a bit of it."

"And yet, so like?"

" Yes, so like. What are you laughing about ?"

There was no answer, and no sound of any kind. The Count was

laughing in his smooth silent internal way.
" What are you laughing about ?" reiterated Sir Percival.

" Perhaps, at my own fancies, my good friend. Allow me my Italian

humour— do 1 not come of the illustrious nation which invented the

exhibition of Punch ? Well, well, well, I shall know Anne Catherick when

I see her—and so enough for to-night. Make your mind easy, Percival.

Sleep, my son, the sleep of the just ; and see what I will do for you, when
daylight comes to help us both. I have my projects and my plans, here in

my big head. You shall pay those bills and find Anne Catherick—my
sacred word of honour on it, but you shall ! Am I a friend to be treasured

in the best corner of your heart, or am I not ? Am I worth those loans ol

money which you so delicately reminded me of a little while since ? What-
ever you do, never wound me in my sentiments any more. Recognise

them, Percival ! imitate them, Percival ! I forgive you again ; I shake

hands again. Good night !"

Not another word was spoken. I heard the Count close the library

door. I heard Sir Percival barring up the window-shutters. It had been

raining, raining all the time. I was cramped by my position, and chilled

to the bones. When I first tried to move, the effort was so painful to me,

that I was obliged to desist. I tried a second time, and succeeded in rising

to my knees on the wet roof.

As I crept to the wall, and raised myself against it, I looked back, and

saw the window of the Count's dressing-room gleam into light. My sink-

ing courage flickered up in me again, and kept my eyes fixed on his

window, as I stole my way back, step by step, past the wall of the house.

The clock struck the quarter after one, when I laid my hands on the

window-sill of my own room. I had seen nothing and heard nothing

which could lead me to suppose that my retreat had been discovered.

X.
• * » » *

June 20th.—Eight o'clock. The sun is shining in a clear sky. I have

not been near my bed—I have not once closed my weary, wakeful eyes.

Fiom the same window at .which I looked out into the darkness cf la«<

night, I loo^ out, now, at the bright stillness f-f the morning.
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I count the hours that have passed since I escaped to the shelter of this

room, by my own sensations—and those hours seem like weeks.

How short a time, and yet how long to me—since I sank djwn in the

darkness, here, on the floor ; drenched to the skin, cramped in every limb

cold to the bones, a useless, helpless, panic-stricken creature.

I hardly know when I roused myself. I hardly know when I groped

my way back to the bedroom, and lighted the candle, and searched (with a

strange ignorance, at first, of where to look for them) for dry clotlies to

warm me. The doing of these things is in my mind, but not the time

when they were clone.

Can I even remember when the chilled, cramped feeling left me, and the

throbbing heat came in its place ?

Surely it was before the sun rose ? Yes ; I heard the clock strike three

I remember the time by the sudden brightness and clearness, the feverish

strain and excitement of all my faculties which came with it. I remember

my resolution to control myself, to wait patiently hour after hour, till the

chance offered of removing Laura from this horrible place, without the

danger of immediate discovery and pursuit. I remember the persuasion

settling itself in my mind that the words those two men had said to each

other, would furnish us, not only with our justification for leaving the

house, but with our weapons of defence against them as well. I recal the

impulse that awakened in me to preserve those words in writing, exactly afl

they were spoken, while the time was my own, and while my memory
vividly retained them. All this 1 remember plainly : there is no confusion

in my head yet. The coming in here from the bedroom, with my pen and

ink and paper, before sunrise—the sitting down at the widely opened

window to get all the air I could to cool me—the ceaseless writing, laster

and faster, hotter and hotter, driving on more and more wakefully, all

through the dreadful interval before the house was astir again—how clearly

I recal it, from the beginning by candlelight, to the end on the page before

this, in the sunshine of the new day !

Why do I sit here still ? Why do I weary my hot eyes and my burning

head by writing more ? Why not lie down and rest myself, and try to

quench the fever that consumes me, in sleep ?

I dare not attempt it. A fear beyond all other fears has got possession

of me. I am afraid of this heat that parches my skin. I am afraid of the

creeping and throbbing that I feel in my head. If I lie down now, how
do I know that I may have the sense and the strength to rise again ?

Oh, the rain, the rain—the cruel rain that chilled me last night!*****
Nine o'clock. Was it nine struck, or eight? Nine, surely? I am

iliivering again—shivering, from head to foot, in the summer air. Have
I been sitting here asleep? I don't know what I have beeu doing.
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Oh, my God ! am I going to be ill ?

Ill, at such a time as this

!

My head—I am sadly afraid of my head. 1 can write, but the lines au

ran together. I see the words. Laura—I can write Laura, and see I write

it. Eight or nine—which was it ?

So cold, so cold—oh, that rain last night!—and the strokes of the clock.

the strokes I can't count, keep striking in my head
* * * * »

NOTE.

[At this place the entry in the Diary ceases to be legible. The two 01

three lines which follow, contain fragments of words only, mingled with

blots and scratches of the pen. The last marks on the paper bear some

resemblance to the first two letters (L and A) of the name of Lady Glyde.

On the next page of the Diary, another entry appears. It is in a man's

handwriting, large, bold, and firmly regular ; and the date is " June the

21st." It contains these lines :]

POSTSCRIPT BY A SINCERE FRIEND.

The illness of our excellent Miss Halcombe has afforded me the oppor-

tunity of enjoying an unexpected intellectual pleasure.

I refer to the perusal (which I have just completed) of this interesting

Diary.

There are many hundred pages here. I can lay my hand on my heart,

and declare that every page has charmed, refreshed, delighted me.

To a man of my sentiments, it is unspeakably gratifying to be able to

oay thia.

Admirable woman

!

I allude to Miss Halcombe.

Stupendous effort

!

I refer to the Diary.

Yes ! these pages are amazing. The tact which I find here, the dis-

cretion, the rare courage, the wonderful power of memory, the accurate

observation of character, the easy grace of style, the charming outbursts ot

womanly feeling, have all inexpressibly increased my admiration of this

sublime creature, of this magnificent Marian. The presentation of my own
character is masterly in the extreme. I certify, with my whole heart, te

the fidelity of the portrait. I feci how vivid an impression I must have

produced to have been painted in such strong, such rich, such massive

colours as these. I lament afresh the cruel necessity which sets oui

interests at variance, and opposes us to each other. Under happier circum-
stances how worthy I should have been of Miss Halcombe—how worthy
Miss Halcombe would have been of me.
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The sentiments which animate my heart assure me that the lines 1 havu

just written express a Profound Truth.

Those sentiments exalt me above all merely personal considerations. 1

bear witness, in the most disinterested manner, to the excellence of the

stratagem by which this unparalleled woman surprised the private inter-

view between Percival and myself. Also to the marvellous accuracy of her

report of the whole conversation from its beginning to its end.

Those sentiments have induced me to offer to the unimpressionable

doctor who attends on her, my vast knowledge of chemistry, and my
luminous experience of the more subtle resources which medical and

magnetic science have placed at the disposal of mankind. He has hitherto

declined to avail himself of my assistance. Miserable man

!

Finally, those sentiments dictate the lines—grateful, sympathic, paternal

lines—which appear in this place. I close the book. My strict sense of

propriety restores it (by the hands of my wife) to its place on the writer's

table. Events are hurrying me away. Circumstances are guiding me to

serious issues. Vast perspectives of success unrol themselves before my
eyes. I accomplish my destiny with a calmness which is terrible to myself.

Nothing but the homage of my admiration is my own. I deposit it, with

respectful tenderness, at the feet of Miss Halcombe.

I breathe my wishes for her recovery.

I condole with her on the inevitable failure of every plan that she has

formed for her sister's benefit. At the same time, I entreat her to believe

that the information which I have derived from her diary will in no respect

help me to contribute to that failure. It simply confirms the plan of con-

duct which I had previously arranged. I have to thank these pages for

awakening the finest sensibilities in my nature—nothing more.

To a person of similar sensibility, this simple assertion will explain anc

excuse everything.

Miss Halcombe is a person of similar sensibility.

Li that permission, I sign myself,

Fosco.
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T7tc Story continued by Frederick Fairlie, Esq., of Limmeridge Bouse.*

Ir b the grand misfortune of my life that nobody will let me alone.

Why—I ask everybody—why worry me ? Nobody answers that ques-

tion ; and nobody lets me alone. Eelatives, friends, and strangers all com-

bine to annoy me. What have I done ? I ask myself, I ask my servant,

Louis, fifty times a day—what have I done? Neither of us can tell.

Most extraordinary

!

The last annoyance that has assailed me is the annoyance of being called

cpon to write this Narrative. Is a man in my state of nervous wretched-

ness capable of writing narratives ? When I put this extremely reasonable

objection, I am told that certain very serious events, relating to my niece,

have happened within my experience ; and that I am the fit person to

describe them on that account. I am threatened, if I fail to exert myself

In the manner required, with consequences which I cannot so much as

think of, without perfect prostration. There is really no need to threaten

me. Shattered by my miserable health and my family troubles, I am
incapable of resistance. If you insist, you take your unjust advantage ol

me : and I give way immediately. I will endeavour to remember what I

can (under protest), and to write whsi I can (also under protest) ; and

what I can't remember and can't write, Louis must remember, and write

for me. He is an ass, and I am an invalid : and we are likely to make all

sorts of mistakes between us. How humiliating

!

I am told to remember dates. Good heavens ! I never did such a thing

in my life—how am I to begin now ?

I have aSked Louis. He is not quite such an ass as I have hitherto

supposed. He remembers the date of the event, within a week or two

—

and I remember the name of the person. The date was towards the end of

June, or the beginning of July ; and the name (in my opinion a remarkably

vulgar one) was Fanny.

At the end of June, or the beginning of July, then, I was reclining, in

my customary state, surrounded by the various objects of Art which I have

collected about me to improve the taste of the barbarous people in my
neighbourhood. That is to say, I had the photographs of my pictures, and

prints, and coins, and so forth, ail about me, which I intend, one of these

days, to present (the photographs, I mean, if the clumsy English language

will let me mean anything)—to present to the Institution at Carlisle

* The manner in which Mr. Fairlie's Narrative, and other Narratives that

are shortly to follow it, wore originally obtained, forms the subject of an

explanation which will appear at a later period.
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horrid place !), with a view to improving the tastes of the Mcnibers (Goth?

and Vandals to a man). It might be supposed that a gentleman who was

in course of conferring a great national benefit on his countrymen, was the

last gentleman in the world to be unfeelingly worried about private

difficulties and family affairs. Quite a mistake, I assure you, in my case.

However, there I was, reclining, with my art-treasures about me, and

wanting a quiet morning. Because I wanted a quiet morning, of course

Louis came in. It was perfectly natural that I should inquire what the

deuce he meant by making his appearance, when I had not rung my bell.

I seldom swear—it is such an ungentlemanlike habit—but when Louis

answered by a grin, I think it was also perfectly natural that I should

damn him for grinning. At any rate, I did.

This rigorous mode of treatment, I have observed, invariably brings

persons in the lower class of life to their senses. It brought Louis to his

senses. He was so obliging as to leave off grinning, and inform me that a

Young Person was outside, wanting to see me. He added (with the odious

talkativeness of servants), that her name was Fanny.

"Who is Fanny?"
" Lady Glyde's maid, sir."

" What does Lady Glyde's maid want with me f
" A letter, sir—"
" Take it."

" She refuses to give it to anybody but you, sir."

"Who sends the letter?"

"Miss Halcomhe, sir."

The moment I heard Miss Halcombe's name, I gave lip. It is a habit oi

mine always to give up to Miss Halcombe. I find, by experience, that it

saves noise. I gave up on this occasion. Dear Marian !

" Let Lady Glyde's maid come in, Louis. Stop ! Do her shoes creak ?"

I was obliged to ask the question. Creaking shoes invariably upset me
for the day. I was resigned to see the Young Person, but I was not

resigned to let the Young Person's shoes upset me. There is a limit even

to my endurance.

Louis affirmed distinctly that her shoes were to be depended upon. I

waved my hand. Ho introduced her. Is it necessary to say that she

expressed her sense of embarrassment by shutting up her mouth and

breathing through her nose ? To the student of female human nature in

the lower orders, surely not.

Let me do the girl justice. Her shoes did not creak. But why do

Young Persons in service all perspire at the hands ? Why have they all

got fat noses, and hard cheeks ? And why are their faces so sadly un-

finished, especially about the corners of the eyelids ? I am not strong

esougb to think deeply myself, on any subject ; but I appeal to profea-
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sional men who are. Why have we no variety in our breed of Young
Persons ?

" You have a letter for me, from Miss Halcombe? Put it down on the

table, please ; and don't upset anything. How is Miss Halcombe ?"

" Very well, thank you, sir."

" And Lady Glyde?"

I received no answer. The Young Person's face became more unfinished

than ever ; and, I think she began to cry. I certainly saw something moist

about her eyes. Tears or perspiration ? Louis (whom I have just con-

sulted) is inclined to think, tears. He is in her class of life ; and he ought

to know best. Let us say, tears.

Except when the refining process of Art j udiciously removes from them

all resemblance to Nature, I distinctly object to tears. Tears are scientifi-

cally described as a Secretion. I can understand that a secretion may be

healthy or unhealthy, but I cannot see the interest of a secretion from a

sentimental point of view. Perhaps my own secretions being all wrong
together, I am a little prejudiced on the subject. No matter. I behaved,

on this occasion, with all possible propriety and feeling. I closed my eyes,

and said to Louis,

"Endeavour to ascertain what she means."

Louis endeavoured, and the Young Person endeavoured. They suc-

ceeded in confusing each other to such an extent that I am bound in

common gratitude to say, they really amused me. I think I shall send for

them again, when I am in low spirits. I have just mentioned this idea to

Louis. Strange to say, it seems to make him uncomfortable. Poor

devil

!

Surely, I am not expected to repeat my niece's maid's explanation of her

tears, interpreted in the English of my Swiss valet ? The thing is mani-

festly impossible. I can give my own impressions and feelings perhaps.

Will that do as well ? Please say, Yes.

My idea is that she began by telling me (through Louis) that her master

had dismissed her from her mistress's service. (Observe, throughout, the

strange irrelevancy of the Young Person. Was it my fault that she had lost

her place ?) On her dismissal, she had gone to the inn to sleep. (/ don't

keep the inn—why mention it to me ?) Between six o'clock and seven,

Miss Halcombe had come to say good-by, and had given her two letters,

one for me, and one for a gentleman in London. (7 am not a gentleman in

London—hang the gentleman in London !) She had carefully put the two

letters into her bosom (what have I to do with her bosom ?) ; she had been

very unhappy, when Miss Halcombe had gone away again ; she had not

tiad the heart to put bit or drop between her lips till it was near bedtime

;

and then, when it was close on nine o'clock, she had thought she should

like a cup of tea. (Am I responsible for any of these vulgar fluctuations,
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which begin with unhappiness and end with tea ?) Just as she was warm"

ing the pot (I give the words on the authority of Louis, who says he knows

what they mean, and wishes to explain, but I snub him on principle)

—

just as she was warming the pot, the door opened, and she was struck of a

heap (her own words again, and perfectly unintelligible, this time, to Louis,

as well as to myself) by the appearance, in the inn parlour, of her lady-

ship, the Countess. I give my niece's maid's description of my sister's

title with a sense of the highest relish. My poor dear sister is a tiresome

woman who married a foreigner. To resume : the door opened ; her lady-

ship, the Countess, appeared in the parlour, and the Young Person was

struck of a heap. Most remarkable

!

I must really rest a little before I can get on any farther. When I have

reclined for a few minutes, with my eyes closed, and when Louis has

refreshed my poor aching temples with a little eau-de-Cologne, I may be

able to proceed.

Her ladyship, the Countess

No. I am able to proceed, but not to sit up. I will recline, and dictate.

Louis has a horrid accent ; but he knows the language, and can write.

How very convenient

!

Her ladyship, the Countess, explained her unexpected appearance at the

inn by telling Fanny that she had come to bring one or two little messages

which Miss Halcombe, in her hurry, had forgotten. The Young Person

thereupon waited anxiously to hear what the messages were ; but the

Countess seemed disinclined to mention them (so like my sister's tiresome

way!), until Fanny had had her tea. Her ladyship was surprisingly kind

and thoughtful about it (extremely unlike my sister), and said, " I am
sure, my poor girl, you must want your tea. We can let the messages

wait till afterwards. Come, come, if nothing else will put you at your

ease, I'll make the tea, and have a cup with you." I think those were the

words, as reported excitably, in my presence, by the Young Person. At
any rate, the Countess insisted on making the tea, and carried her ridiculous

ostentation of humility so far as to take one cup herself, and to insist on

the girl's taking the other. The girl drank the tea ; and, according to her

5>wn account, solemnised the extraordinary occasion, five minutes afterwards,

by fainting dead away, for the first time in her life. Here again, I use

her own words. Louis thinks they were accompanied by an increased

secretion of tears. I can't say, myself. The effort of listening being quite

as much as I could manage, my eyes were closed.

Where did I leave off? Ah, yes—she fainted, after drinking a cup of

tea with the Countess : a proceeding which might have interested me, if I

had been her medical man ; but, being nothing of the sort, I felt bored by
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hearing of it, nothing more. When she came to herself, in half an hour's

time, she was on the sofa, and nohody was with her but the landlady.

The Countess, finding it too late to remain any longer at the inn, had gone

away as soon as the girl showed signs of recovering ; and the landlady had

been good enough to help her up-stairs to bed.

Left by herself, she had felt in her bosom (I regret the necessity of refer-

ring to this part of the subject a second time), and had found the two

tetters there, quite safe, but strangely crumpled. She had been giddy in

the night ; but had got up well enough to travel in the morning. She had

put the letter addressed to that obtrusive stranger, the gentleman in

London, into the post ; and had now delivered the other letter into my
hands, as she was told. This was the plain truth ; and, though she could

not blame herself for any intentional neglect, she was sadly troubled in her

mind, and sadly in want of a word of advice. At this point, Louis thinks

the secretions appeared again. Perhaps they did ; but it is of infinitely

greater importance to mention that, at this point also, I lost my patience,

opened my eyes, and interfered.

" What is the purport of all this ?" I inquired.

My niece's irrelevant maid stared, and stood speechless.

" Endeavour to explain," I said to my servant. " Translate me, Louis."

Louis endeavoured, and translated. In other words, he descended

immediately into a bottomless pit of confusion ; and the Young Person

followed him down. I really don't know when I have been so amused.

1 left them at the bottom of the pit, as long as they diverted me.

V'hen they ceased to divert me, I exerted my intelligence, und pulled them

up again.

It is unnecessary to say that my interference enabled me, in due course

of time, to ascertain the purport of the Young Person's remarks.

I discovered that she was uneasy in her mind, because the train of

events that she had just described to me, had prevented her from receiving

those supplementary messages which Miss Halcombe had intrusted to the

Countess to deliver. She was afraid the messages might have been of great

importance to her mistress's interests. Her dread of Sir Percival had-

deterred her from going to Blackwater Park late at night to inquire about

them ; and Miss Halcornbe's own directions to her, on no account to miss

the train in the morning, had prevented her from waiting at the inn the

next day. She was most anxious that the misfortune of her fainting-fit

should not lead to the second misfortune of making her mistress think her

neglectful, and she would humbly beg to ask me whether I would advise

her to write her explanations and excuses to Miss Halcombe, requesting to

receive the messages by letter, if it was not too late. I make no apologies

fer this extremely prosy paragraph. I have been ordered to write it.

There are people, unaccountable as it may appear, who actually take more
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flitercst in wnat my niece's maid said to me on this occasion, than in wha*

I said to my niece's maid. Amusing perversity!

•' I should feel very much obliged to you, sir, if you would kincly tell

me what I had better do," remarked the Young Person.

" Let things stop as they are," I said, adapting my language to my
listener. " I invariably let things stop as they are. Yes. Is that all ?"

"If you think it would be a liberty in me, sir, to write, of course 1

wouldn't venture to do so. But I am so very anxious to do all I can to

serve my mistress faithfully
"

People in the lower class of life never know when or how to go out of

a room. They invariably require to be helped out by their betters. ]

thought it high time to help the Young Person out. I did it with two

judicious words

:

" Good morning !"

Something, outside or inside this singular girl, suddenly creaked. Louij,

who was looking at her (which I was not), says she creaked when she

curtseyed. Curious. Was it her shoes, her stays, or her bones ? Louis

thinks it was her stays. Most extraordinary !

As soon as I was left by myself, I had a little nap—I really wanted it.

When I awoke again, I noticed dear Marian's letter. If I had had the

least idea of what it contained, I should certainly not have attempted to

open it. Being, unfortunately for myself, quite innocent of all suspicion, I

read the letter. It immediately upset me for the day.

I am, by nature, one of the most easy-tempered creatures that ever lived

—I make allowances for everybody, and I take offence at nothing. But, as

I have before remarked, there are limits to my endurance. I laid down
Marian's letter, and felt myself—justly felt myself—an injured man.

I am about to make a remark. It is, of course, applicable to the very

serious matter now under notice—or I should not allow it to appear in this

place.

Nothing, in my opinion, sets tne odious seinsnness ofmankind in sucn a

repulsively vivid light, as the treatment, in all classes of society, which the

Single people receive at the hands of the Married people. When you have

once shown yourself too considerate and self-denying to add a family of

your own to an already overcrowded population, you are vindictively

marked out by your married friends, who have no similar consideration

and no similar self-denial, as the recipient of half their conjugal troubles,

and the born friend of all their children. Husbands and wives talk of tho

cares of matrimony; and bachelors and spins' ers bear them. Take my
own case. I considerately remain single ; and my poor dear brother,

Philip, inconsiderately marries. What does he do when he dies? Ha
leaves his daughter to me. She is a sweet girl. She is also a dreadful
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responsibility. Why lay her on my shoulders ? Because 1 am bound, ift

the harmless character of a single man, to relieve my married connexions of

all their own troubles. I do my best with my brother's responsibility ; I

marry my niece, with infinite fuss and difficulty, to the man her father

wanted her to marry. She and her husband disagree, and unpleasant con*

sequences follow. What does she do with those consequences? Sha

transfers them to me. Why transfer them to me ? Because I am bound,

in the harmless character of a single man, to relieve my married connexions

of all their own troubles. Poor single people ! Poor human nature

!

It is quite unnecessary to say that Marian's letter threatened me. Every-

body threatens me. All sorts of horrors were to fall on my devoted head,

if I hesitated to turn Limmeridge House into an asylum for my niece and

her misfortunes. I did hesitate, nevertheless.

I have mentioned that my usual course, hitherto, had been to submit to

dear Marian, and save noise. But, on this occasion, the consequences

involved in her extremely inconsiderate proposal, were of a nature to make
me pause. If I opened Limmeridge House as an asylum to Lady Glyde,

what security had I against Sir Percival Glyde's following her here, in a

state of violent resentment against me for harbouring his wife ? I saw

such a perfect labyrinth of troubles involved in this proceeding, that I

determined to feel my ground, as it were. I wrote, therefore, to dear

Marian, to beg (as she had no husband to lay claim to her) that she would

come here by herself, first, and talk the matter over with me. If she

could answer my objections to my own perfect satisfaction, then I assured

her that I wGuld receive our sweet Laura with the greatest pleasure—but

not otherwise.

I felt of course, at the time, that this temporising, on my part, would

probably end in bringing Marian here in a state of virtuous indignation,

banging doors. But, then, the other course of proceeding might end in

bringing Sir Percival here in a state of virtuous indignation, banging doors

also ; and, of the two indignations and hangings, I preferred Marian's

—

because I was used to her. Accordingly, I despatched the letter by return

of post. It gained me time, at all events—and, oh dear me ! what a point

that was to begin with.

When I am totally prostrated (did I mention that I was totally prostrated

by Marian's letter ?), it always takes me three days to get up again. I was

very unreasonable—I expected three days of quiet. Of course I didn't get

them.

The third day's post brought me a most impertinent letter from a person

with whom I was totally unacquainted. He described himself as the

acting partner of our man of business—our dear, pig-headed old Gilmore—
»nd he informed me that he had lately received, by the post, a letter

addressed to him in Miss Halcombe's handwriting. Od opening the
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envelope, he had discovered, to his astonishment, that it contained nothing

Dut a blank sheet of note paper. This circumstance appeared to him so

suspicious (as suggesting to his restless legal mind that the letter had been

tampered with) that he had at once written to Miss Halcombe, and had

received no answer by return of post. In this difficulty, instead of acting

like a ssnsible man and letting things take their proper course, his next

absurd proceeding, on his own showing, was to pester me, by writing to

inquire if I knew anything about it. What the deuce should I know abouS

it? Why alarm me as well as himself? I wrote back to that effect. It

was one of my keenest letters. I have produced nothing with a sharper

epistolary edge to it, since I tendered his dismissal in writing to that

extremely troublesome person, Mr. Walter Hartright.

My letter produced its effect. I heard nothing more from the lawyer.

This perhaps was not altogether surprising. But it was certainly a

remarkable circumstance that no second letter reached me from Marian,

and that no warning signs appeared of her arrival. Her unexpected

absence did me amazing good. It was so very soothing and pleasant to

infer (as I did of course) that my married connexions had made it up again.

Five days of undisturbed tranquillity, of delicious single blessedness, quite

restored me. On the sixth day, I felt strong enough to send for my
photographer, and to set him at work again on the presentation copies of

my art treasures, with a view, as I have already mentioned, to the im-

provement of taste in this barbarous neighbourhood. I had just dismissed

him to his workshop, and had just begun coquetting with my coins, when
Louis suddenly made his appearance with a card in his hand.

" Another Young Person ?" I said. " I won't see her. In my state of

health, Young Persons disagree with me. Not at home."
" It is a gentleman this time, sir."

A gentleman of course made a difference. I looked at the card.

Gracious Heaven ! my tiresome sister's foreign husband. Count Fosco.

Is it necessary to say what my first impression was, when I looked at

my visitor's card ? Surely not ? My sister having married a foreigner,

there was but one impression that any man in his senses could possibly feel.

Of course the Count had come to borrow money of me.
" Louis," I said, " do you think lie would go away, if you gave him five

shillings ?"

Louis looked quite shocked. He surprised me inexpressibly, by declaring

that my sister's foreign husband was dressed superbly, and looked the
picture of prosperity. Under these circumstances, my first impression
altered to a certain extent. I now took it for granted, that the Count had
matrimonial difficulties of his own to contend with, and that he had coine,

like the rest of the family, to cast them all on my shoulder.i.
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" Did he mention his business ?" I asked.

" Count Fosco said he had come here, sir, because Miss Halconibe was

unable to leave Blackwater Park."

Fresh troubles, apparently. Not exactly his own, as 1 had supposed,

but dear Marian's* Troubles, any way. Oh dear !

" Show him in," I said, resignedly.

The Count's first appearance really startled me. He was such an alarm-

ingly large person, that I quite trembled. I felt certain that he would

shake the floor, and knock down my art-treasures. He did neither the

one nor the other. He was refreshingly dressed in summer costume ; his

manner was delightfully self-possessed and quiet—he had a charming

smile. My first impression of him was highly favourable. It is not

creditable to my penetration—as the sequel will show—to acknowledge

this ; but I am a naturally candid man, and I do acknowledge it, notwith-

standing.

" Allow me to present myself, Mr. Fairlie," he said. " I come from

Blackwater Park, and I have the honour and the happiness of being

Madame Fosco's husband. Let me take my first, and last, advantage of

that circumstance, by entreating you not to make a stranger of me. I beg

you will not disturb yourself—I beg you will not move."

" You are very good," I replied. " I wish I was strong enough to get

up. Charmed to see you at Limmeridge. Please take a chair."

" I am afraid you are suffering to-day," said the Count.

" As usual," I said. " I am nothing but a bundle of nerves dressed up

to look like a man."
" I have studied many subjects in my time," remarked this sympathetic

person. "Among others the inexhaustible subject of nerves. May 1

make a suggestion, at once the simplest and the most profound ? Will

you let me alter the light in your room ?"

" Certainly—if you will be so very kind as not to let any of it in on

me."

He walked to the window. Sucn a contrast to dear Marian ! so ex-

tremely considerate in all his movements

!

" Light," he said, in that delightfully confidential tone which is so sooth-

ing to an invalid, " is the first essential. Light stimulates, nourishes,

preserves. You can no more do without it, Mr. Fairlie, than if you were »

flower. Observe. Here, where you sit, I close the shutters, to compose

you. There, where you do not sit, I draw up the blind and let in the

invigorating sun. Admit the light into your room, if you cannot bear

it on yourself. Light, sir, is the, grand decree of Providence. You accept

Providence with your own restrictions. Accept light—on the same terme."

I thought this very convincing and attentive. He had taken me in—Up
to that point about the light, he had certainly taken me in.
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" Yoa see me confused," he said, returning to his place—" on my word

of honour, Mr. Fairlie, you see me confused in your presence."

" Shocked to hear it, I am sure. May I inquire why ?"

" Sir, can I enter this room (where you sit a sufferer), and see you sur-

rounded by these admirable objects of Art, without discovering that you

are a man whose feelings are acutely impressionable, whose sympathies are

perpetually alive ? Tell me, can I do this ?"

If I had been strong enough to sit up in my chair, I should of course

have bowed. Not being strong enough, I smiled my acknowledgments

instead. It did just as well, we both understood one another.

" Praj follow my train of thought," continued the Count. " I sit hero,

a man of refined sympathies myself, in the presence of another man of

refined sympathies also. I am conscious of a terrible necessity for lacerat-

ing those sympathies by referring to domestic events of a very melancholy

kind. "What is the inevitable consequence? I have done myself the

honour of pointing it out to you, already. I sit confused."

Was it at this point that I began to suspect he was going to bore meV T

rather think it was.

" Is it absolutely necessary to refer to these unpleasant matters ?" I in-

quired. " In our homely English phrase, Count Fosco, won't they keep ?"

The Count, with the most alarming solemnity, sighed and shook his

head.

-" Must I really hear them ?"

He shrugged his shoulders (it was the first foreign thing he had done,

since he had been in the room) ; and looked at me in an unpleasantly pene-

trating manner. My instincts told me that I had better close my eyes. I

obeyed my instincts.

" Please break it gently," I pleaded. " Anybody dead ?"

" Dead !" cried the Count, with unnecessary foreign fierceness. " Mr.

Fairlie ! your national composure terrifies me. In the name of He?ven,

what have I said, or done, to make you think me the messenger of

death ?"

" Pray accept my apologies," I answered. " You have said and done

nothing. I make it a rule, in these distressing cases, always to anticipate

the worst. It breaks the blow, by meeting it half way, and so on. Inex-

pressibly relieved, I am sure, to hear that nobody is dead. Anybody ill ?"

I opened my eyes, and looked at him. Was he very yellow, when ho

came in ? or had he turned very yellow, in the last minute or two ? I

really can't say ; and I can't ask Louis, because he was not in the room at

the time.

" Anybody ill ?" I repeated ; observing that my national composure stiU

appeared to affect him.
" That is part of my bad news, Mr. Fairlie, Yes. Somebody is ill."
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LO"" Grieved, 1 am sure. Which of them is it?"

"To my profound sorrow, Miss Halcombe. Perhaps fyou were in some

degree prepared to hear this ? Perhaps, when you found that Miss Hal-

combe did not come here by herself, as you proposed, and did not write a

second time, your affectionate anxiety may have made you fear that she

was ill?"

I have no doubt my affectionate anxiety had led to that melancholy

apprehension, at some time or other ; but, at the moment, my wretched

memory entirely failed to remind me of the circumstance. However, I

said, Yes, in justice to myself. I was much shocked. It was so very un-

characteristic of such a robust person as dear Marian to be ill, that I could

only suppose she had met with an accident. A horse, or a false step on

the stairs, or something of that sort.

" Is it serious ?" I asked.

" Serious—beyond a doubt," he replied. " Dangerous—I hope and trust

not. Miss Halcombe unhappily exposed herself to be wetted through by a

heavy rain. The cold that followed was of an aggravated kind ; and it has

now brought with it the worst consequence—Fever."

When I heard the word, Fever, and when I remembered, at the same

moment, that the unscrupulous person who was now addressing me had

just come from Blackwater Park, I thought I should have fainted od the

spot.

" Good God !" I saic. " Is it infectious ?"

' Not at present," he answered, with detestable composure. " It may
tnrn to infection—but no such deplorable complication had taken place

wnen I left Blackwater Park. I have felt the deepest interest in the case,

Mr. Fairlie—I have endeavoured to assist the regular medical attendant in

watching it—accept my personal assurances of the uninfectious nature of

the fever, when I last saw it."

Accept his assurances ! I never was farther from accepting anything in

my life. I would not have believed him on his oath. He was too yellow

to be believed. He looked like a walking-West-Indian-epidemic. He was

big enough to carry typhus by the ton, and to dye the very carpet he

walked on with scarlet fever. In certain emergencies, my mind is remark-

ably soon made up. I instantly determined to get rid of him.
" You will kindly excuse an invalid," I said—" but long conferences of

any kind invariably upset me. May I beg to know exactly what the ob-

ject is to which I am indebted for the honour cf your visit ?"

I fervently hoped that this remarkably broad hint would throw him off

his balance—confuse him—reduce him to polite apologies—in short, get

him out of the room. On the contrary, it only settled him in his chair.

He became additionally solemn and dignified and confidential. He held

up two of his horrid fingers, and gave me another of his unpleasantly pene-
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trating looks. What was I to do ? 1 was not strong enough to quarra.

with him. Conceive my situation, if you please. Is language adequate to

describe it ? I think not.

" The objects of my visit," he went on, quite irrepressibly, " are num-
bered on my fingers. They are two. First, I come to bear my testimony,

with profound sorrow, to the lamentable disagreements between Sir Per-

cival and Lady Glyde. I am Sir Percival's oldest friend ; I am related to

Lady Glyde by marriage ; I am an eye-witness of all that has happened at

Blackwater Park. In those three capacities I speak with authority, with

confidence, with honourable regret. Sir ! I inform you, as the head of Lady
Glyde's family, that Miss Halcombe has exaggerated nothing in the letter

which she wrote to your address. I affirm that the remedy which that ad-

mirable lady has proposed, is the only remedy that will spare you the

horrors of public scandal. A temporary separation between husband and

wife is the one peaceable solution of this difficulty. Part them for the

present ; and when all causes of irritation are removed, I, who have now
the honour of addressing you—I will undertake to bring Sir Percival to

reason. Lady Glyde is innocent, Lady Glyde is injured ; but—follow my
thought here!—she is, on that very account (I say it with shame), the

cause of irritation while she remains under her husband's roof. No other

house can receive her with propriety, but yours. I invite you to open it
!"

Cool. Here was a matrimonial hailstorm pouring in the South of Eng-
land ; and I was invited, by a man with fever in every fold of his coat, to

come out from the North of England, and take my share of the pelting. I

tried to put the point forcibly, just as I have put it here. The Count de-

liberately lowered one of his horrid fingers ; kept he other up ; and went
on—rode over me, as it were, without even the common coachmanlike

attention of crying "Hi!" before he knocked me down.
" Follow my thought once more, if you please," he resumed. " My first

object you have heard. My second object in coming to this house is to do

what Miss Halcombe's illness has prevented her from doing for herself.

My large experience is consulted on all difficult matters at Blackwater

Park ; and my friendly advice was requested on the interesting subject 01

your letter to Miss Halcombe. I understood at once—for my sympathies
are your sympathies—why you wished to see her here, before you pledged

yourself to inviting Lady Glyde. You are most right, sir, in hesitating to

receive the wife, until you are quite certain that the husband will not exert

his authority to reclaim her. I agree to that. I also agree that such

delicate explanations as this difficulty involves, are not explanations which
can be properly disposed of by writing only. My presence here (to my
own great inconvenience) is the proof that I speak sincerely. As for the

explanations themselves, I-—Fosco—I who know Sir Percival much better

than Miss Halcombe knows him, affirm to you, on my honour and my
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word, that he will not come near this house, or attempt to communicnto

with this house, while his wife is living in it. His affairs are embarrassed.

Offer him his freedom, by means of the absence of Lady Glyde. I promise

you he will take his freedom, and go back to the Continent, at the earliest

moment when he can get away. Is this clear to you as crystal ? Yes, it

is. Have you questions to address to me? Be it so; I am here to

answer. Ask, Mr. Fairlie—oblige me by asking, to your heart's content."

He had said so much already in spite of me ; and he looked so dreadfully

capable of saying a great deal more, also in spite of me, that I declined his

amiable invitation, in pure self-defence.

" Many thanks," I replied. " I am sinking fast. In my state of health,

I must take things for granted. Allow me to do so on this occasion. "VVe

quite understand each other. Yes. Much obliged, I am sure, for your

kind interference. If I ever get better, and ever have a second opportunity

of improving our acquaintance
"

He got up. I thought he was going. No. More talk ; more time for

the development of infectious influences—in my room, too ; remember

that, in my room

!

" One moment, yet," he said ;
" one moment, before I take my leave. ]

ask permission, at parting, to impress on you an urgent necessity. It is

this, sir ! "You must not think of waiting till Miss Halcombe recovers,

before you receive Lady Glyde. Miss Halcombe has the attendance of the

doctor, of the housekeeper at Blackwater Park, and of an experienced nurse

as well—three persons for whose capacity and devotion I answer with my
life. I tell you that. I tell you, also, that the anxiety and alarm of her

sister's illness has already affected the health and spirits of Lady Glyde,

and has made her totally unfit to be of use in the sick-room. Her position

with her husband grows more and more deplorable and dangerous, every

day. If you leave her any longer at Blackwater Park, you do nothing

whatever to hasten her sister's recovery, and, at the same time, you risk

ike public scandal, which you, and I, and all of us, are bound, in the

sacred interests of the Family, to avoid. With all my soul, I advise you to

remove the serious responsibility of delay from your own shoulders, by

writing to Lady Glyde, to come here at once. Do your affectionate, you
honourable, your inevitable duty ; and, whatever happens in the future, no

one can lay the blame on you. I speak from my large experience ; I offer

my friendly advice. Is it accepted—Yes, or No ?"

I looked at him—merely looked at him—with my sense of his amazing
assurance, and my dawning resolution to fring for Louis, and have him
thown out of the room, expressed in every line of my face. It is perfectly

incredible, but quite true, that my face did not appear to produce the

slightest impression on him. Born without nerves—evidentJv, born with-

out nerves.
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" You hesitate ?" he said. "Mr. Fairlie! I understand that hesitation.

i'ou object—see, sir, how my sympathies look straight down into your

thoughts !—you ohject that Lady Glyde is not in health and not in spirits

to take the long journey, from Hampshire to this place, by herself. Her

own maid is removed from her, as you know ; and, of other servants fit to

travel with her, from one end of England to another, there are none at

Blackwater Park. You object, again, that she cannot comfortably stop and

rest in London, on her way here, because she cannot comfortably go alone

to a public hotel where she is a total stranger. In one breath, I grant both

objections—in another breath, I remove them. Follow me, if you please,

for the last time. It was my intention, when I returned to England with

Sir Percival, to settle myself in the neighbourhood of London. That pui -

pose has just been happily accomplished. I have taken, for six months, a

.little furnished house, in the quarter called St. John's Wood. Be so oblig-

ing as to keep this fact in your mind ; and observe the programme I now

propose. Lady Glyde travels to London (a short journey)—I myself meet

her at the station—I take her to rest and sleep at my house, which is also

the house of her aunt—when she is restored, I escort her to the station

again—she travels to this place, and her own maid (who is now under your

roof) receives her at the carriage-door. Here is comfort consulted ; hero

are the interests of propriety consulted ; here is your own duty—duty of

hospitality, sympathy, protection, to an unhappy lady in need of all three

—smoothed and made easy, from the beginning to the end. I cordially

invite you, sir, to second my efforts in the sacred interests of the Family.

I seriously advise you to write, by my hands, offering the hospitality of

your house (and heart), and the hospitality of my house (and heart), to

that injured and unfortunate lady whose cause I plead to-day."

He waved his horrid hand at me ; he struck his infectious breast ; he

addressed me oratorically—as if I was laid.up in the House of Commons.
It was high time to take a desperate course of some sort. It was also high

time to send for Louis, and adopt the precaution of fumigating the room.

In this trying emergency, an idea occurred to me—an inestimable idea

which, so to speak, killed two intrusive birds with one stone. I determined

to get rid of the Count's tiresome eloquence, and of Lady Glyde's tiresome

troubles, by complying with this odious foreigner's request, and writing the

letter at once. There was not the least danger of the invitation being

accepted, for there was not the least chance that Laura would consent to

leave Blackwater Park, while Marian was lying there ill. How this charm-

ingly convenient obstacle could have escaped the officious penetration of

the Count, it was impossible to conceive—but it Tiad escaped him. My
dread that he might yet discover it, if I allowed him aDy more time to

think, stimulated me to such an amazing degree, that I struggled into a

sitting position ; seized, really seized, the writing materials by my sido

;
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and produced the letter as rapidly as if I had been a common clerk in an

office. "Dearest Laura, Please come, whenever you like. Break tha

^ourney by sleeping in London at your aunt's house. Grieved to hear of

dear Marian's illness. Ever affectionately yours." I handed these lines,

at arm's length, to the Count—I sank back in my chair—I said, " Excuse

me ; I am entirely prostrated ; I can do no more. Will you rest and lunch

down stairs ? Love to all, and sympathy, and so on. Good morning."

He made another speech—the man was absolutely inexhaustible. I

closed my eyes ; I endeavoured to hear as little as possible. In spite of my
endeavours, I was obliged to hear a great deal. My sister's endless husband

congratulated himself and congratulated me, on the result of our interview

,

he mentioned a great deal more about his sympathies and mine ; he deplored

my miserable health ; he offered to write me a prescription ; he impressed

on me the necessity of not forgetting what he had said about the import-

ance of light ; be accepted my obliging invitation to rest and lunch ; he

recommended mo to expect Lady Glyde in two or three days' time ; he begged

my permission to look forward to our next meeting, instead of paining him-

self and paining me, by saying farewell ; he added a great deal more, which,

I rejoice to think, I did not attend to at the time, and do not remember
now. I heard his sympathetic voice travelling away from me by degrees

—but, large as he was, I never heard him. He had the negative merit of

being absolutely noiseless. I don't know when he opened the door, or when
he shut it. 1 ventured to make use of my eyes again, after an interval ot

silence- - and he was gone.

I rang for Louis, and retired to my bath-room. Tepid water, strengthened

with aromatic vinegar, for myself, and copious fumigation, for my study,

were the obvious precautions to take ; and of course I adopted them. I

rejoice to say, they proved successful. I enjoyed my customory siesta. I

awoke moist and cool.

My first inquiries were for the Count. Had we really got rid of him ?

Yes—he had gone away by the afternoon train. Had he lunched ; and, if

so, upon what ? Entirely upon fruit-tart and cream. What a man

!

What a digestion

!

Am I expected to say anything more ? 1 "believe not. I believe I have

reached the limits assigned to me. The shocking circumstances which

happened at a later period, did not, I am thankful to say, happen in my
presence. I do beg and entreat that nobody will be so very unfeeling as to

lay any part of the blame of those circumstances on me. I did everything

for the best. I am not answerable for a deplorable calamity, which it was
quite impossible to foresee. I am shattered by it ; 1 have suffered under it,

bs nobody else has suffered. My servant, Louis (who is really attached

to me, in his unintelligent way), thinks I shall never get over it. He sees
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me dictating at this moment, with my handkerchief to my eyes. I wish

to mention, in justice to myself, that it was not my fault, and that I am
quite exhausted and heartbroken. Need I say more ?

The Story continued by Eliza Michelson, Eousekeeper at Blackwater Park.

I.

I am asked to state plainly what I know of the progress of Miss Halcombe's

illness, and of the circumstances under which Lady Glyde left Blackwater

Park for London.

The reason given for making this demand on me is, that my testimony

is wanted in the interests of truth. As the widow of a clergyman of the

Church of England (reduced by misfortune to the necessity of accepting a

situation), I have been taught to place the claims of truth above all other

considerations. I therefore comply with a request which I might otherwise,

through reluctance to connect myself with distressing family affairs, have

hesitated to grant.

I made no memorandum at the time, and I cannot therefore be sure to a

day, of the date ; but I believe I am correct in stating that Miss Halcombe's

serious illness began during the last fortnight or ten days in June. The
breakfast hour was late at Blackwater Park—sometimes as late as ten,

never earlier than half-past nine. On the morning to which I am now
referring, Miss Halcombe (who was usually the first to come down) did not

make her appearance at the table. After the family had waited a quarter

of an hour, the upper housemaid was sent to see after her, and came run-

ning out of the room dreadfully frightened. I met the servant on the

stairs, and went at once to Miss Halcombe to see what was the matter.

The poor lady was incapable of telling me. She was walking about her

room with a pen in her hand, quite light-headed, in a state of burning fever.

Lady Glyde (being no longer in Sir Percival's service, I may, without

impropriety, mention my former mistress by her name, instead of calling

Jaer My Lady) was the first to come in, from her own bedroom. She was
so dreadfully alarmed and distressed, that she was quite useless. The
Count Posco, and his lady, who came up-stairs immediately afterwards,

were both most serviceable and kind. Her ladyship assisted me to get Miss

Halcombe to her bed. His lordship the Count, remained in the sitting-

room, and, having sent for my medicine-chest, made a mixture for Miss

Halcombe, and a cooling lotion to be applied to her head, so as to lose no
time before the doctor came. We applied the lotion ; but we could not get

her to take the mixture. Sir Percival undertook to send for the doctor.

He despatched a groom, on horseback, for the nearest medical man, Mr.

Dawson, of Oak Lodge.

Mr. Dawson arrived in less than an hour's time. He was a respectable
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elderly man, well known, all round the country ; and we were ruuoli

alarmed when we found tliat he considered the case to be a very serious one.

His lordship the Count, affably entered into conversation with Mr. Daw-

son, and gave his opinions with a judicious freedom. Mr. Dawson, not over-

oourteously, inquired if his lordship's advice was the advice of a doctor
;

and being informed that it was the advice of one who had studied medicine,

unprofessionally, replied that he was not accustomed to consult with

amateur-physicians. The Count, with truly Christian meekness of temper,

smiled, and left the room. Before he went out, he told me that he might

be found, in case he was wanted in the course of the day, at the boat-

house on the banks of the lake. ' Why he should have gone there, 1 can-

not say. But he did go ; remaining away the whole day till seven o'clock,

which was dinner-time. Perhaps, he wished to set the example of keeping

the house as quiet as possible. It was entirely in his character to do so.

Ele was a most considerate nobleman.

Miss Halcombe passed a very bad night ; the fever coming and going, and

getting worse towards the morning, instead of better. No nurse fit to wait

on her being at hand in the neighbourhood, her ladyship the Countess, and

myself, undertook the duty, relieving each other. Lady Clyde, most un-

wisely, insisted on sitting up with us. She was much too nervous and too

delicate in health to bear the anxiety of Miss Halcombe's illness calmly.

She only did herselt harm, without being of the least real assistance. A
more gentle and affectionate lady never lived ; but she cried, and she was

frightened—two weaknesses which made her entirely unfit to be present in

a sick-room.

Sir Percival and the Count came in the morning to make their inquiries.

Sir Percival (from distress, I presume, at his lady's affliction, and at Misa

Halcombe's illness) appeared much confused and unsettled in his mind.

His lordship testified, on the contrary, a becoming composure and interest.

He had his straw hat in one hand, and his book in the other ; and he men-

tioned to Sir Percival, in my hearing, that he would go out again and study

at the lake. " Let us keep the house quiet," he said. " Let us not smoke

in-doors, my friend, now Miss Halcombe ia ill. You go your way, and ]

will go mine. When I study, I like to be alone. Good morning, Mrs,

Michelson."

Sir Percival was not civil enough—perhaps, I ought, in justice to say,

not composed enough—to take leave of me with the same polite attention,

Tne only person in the house, indeed, who treated me, at that time or al

any other, on the footing of a lady in distressed circumstances, was th<

Count. He had the manners of a. true nobleman ; he was considerate to-

wards every one. Even the young person (Fanny by name) who attendee

on Lady Glyde, was not beneath his notice. When she was sent away bj

Sir Percival, his lordship (showing me his sweet little birds at tlu
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time) was most; kindly anxious to know what had become of her, whero

she was to go the day she left Blackwater Park, and so on. It is in

such little delicate attentions that the advantages of aristocratic birth always

show themselves. I make no apology for introducing these particulars

they are brought forward in justice to his lordship, whose character, I have

reason to know, is viewed rather harshly in certain quarters. A noblemaD

who can respect a lady in distressed circumstances, and can take a fatherly

interest in the fortunes of an humble servant girl, shows principles and feel-

ings of too high an order to be lightly called in question. I advance no

opinions—I offer facts only. My endeavour through life is to judge not,

that I be not judged. One of my beloved husband's finest sermons was on

that text. I read it constantly—in my own copy of the edition printed by
subscription, in the first days of my widowhood—and, at every fresh

perusal, I derive an increase of spiritual benefit and edification.

There was no improvement in Miss Halcombe ; and the second night was
even worse than the first. Mr. Dawson was constant in his attendance.

The practical duties of nursing were still divided between the Countess and

myself; Lady Glyde persisting in sitting up with us, though we both

entreated her to take some rest. " My place is by Marian's bedside," was
her only answer. " Whether I am ill, or well, nothing will induce me bo

lose sight of her."

Towards mid-day, I went down- stairs to attend to some of my regular

duties. An hour afterwards, on my way back to the sick-room, I saw the

Count (who bad gone out again early, for the third time), entering the hall,

to all appearance in the highest good spirits. Sir Percival, at the same

moment, put his head out of the library-door, and addressed his noble

friend, with extreme eagerness, in these words :

" Have you found her ?"

His lordship's large face became dimpled all over with placid smiles
;

but he made no reply in words. At the same time, Sir Percival turned his

head, observed that I was approaching the stairs, and looked at me in the

most rudely angry manner possible.

" Come in here and tell me about it," he said, to the Count. " When-
ever there are women in a house, they're always sure to be going up or

down stairs."

" My dear Percival," observed his lordship, kindly, " Mrs. Michelson has

duties. Pray recognise her admirable performance of them as sincerely as

I do ! How is the sufferer, Mrs. Michelson ?"

" No better, my lord, I regret to say."

"Sad—most sad!" remarked the Count. "You look fatigued, Mra.

Michelson. It is certainly time you and my wife had some help in nursing

.

I think I may be the means of offering you that help. Circumstances

have happened which will oblige Madame Fosco to travel to London either
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to-morrow or the day after. She will go away in the morning, and return

at night ; and she will bring hack with her, to relieve you, a nurse of excel-

lent conduct and capacity, who is now disengaged. The woman is known
to my wife as a person to be trusted. Before she comes here, say nothing

about her, if you please, to the doctor, because he will look with an evil

eye on any nurse of my providing. When she appears in this house, she

will speak for herself ; and Mr. Dawson will be obliged to acknowledge that

there is no excuse for not employing her. Lady Glyde will say the same.

Pray present my best respects and sympathies to Lady Glyde."

I expressed my grateful acknowledgments for his lordship's kind con-

sideration. Sir Percival cut them short by calling to his noble friend

(using, I regret to say, a profane expression) to come into the library, and

not tc keep him waiting there any longer.

I proceeded upstairs. We are poor erring creatures ; and however well

established a woman's principles may be, she cannot always keep on her

guard against the temptation to exercise an idle curiosity. I am ashamed

to say that an idle curiosity, on this occasion, got the better of my prin-

ciples, and made me unduly inquisitive about the question which Sir Per-

cival had addressed to his noble friend, at the library door. Who was the

Count expected to find, in the course of his studious morning rambles at

Blackwater Park ? A woman, it was to be presumed, from the terms of

Sir Percival's inquiry. I did not suspect the Count of any impropriety—

1

knew his moral character too well. The only question I asked myself

was—Had he found her ?

To resume. The night passed as usual, without producing any change

for the better in Miss Halcombe. The next day she seemed to improve a

little. The day after that, her ladyship the Countess, without mentioning

the object of her journey to any one in my hearing, proceeded by the

morning train to London ; her noble husband, with his customary atten-

tion, accompanying her to the station.

\t I was now left in sole charge of Miss Halcombe, with every apparent

chance, in consequence of her sister's resolution not to leave the bedside, of

having Lady Glyde herself to nurse next.

The only circumstance ot any importance that happened in tlie course ol

the day, was the occurrence of another unpleasant meeting between the

doctor and the Count.

His lordship, on returning from the station, stepped up into Miss Hal-

combe's sitting-room to make his inquiries. I went out from the bedroom

to speak to him ; Mr. Dawson and Lady Glyde being both with the patient

at the time. The Count asked me many questions about the treatment

and the symptoms. I informed him that the treatment was of the kind

described as " saline ;" and that the symptoms, between the attacks of

fever, were certainly those of increasing weakness and exhaustion. Jast
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ss I was mentioning these last particulars, Mr. Dawson came out fiom the

bedroom.

" Good morning, sir," said his lordship, stepping forward in the most

urbane manner, and stopping the doctor, with a high-bred resolution

impossible to resist, " I greatly fear you find no improvement in the symp-

toms to-day ?"

" I find decided improvement," answered Mr. Dawson.
" You still persist in your lowering treatment of this case of fever ?" con-

tinued his lordship.

" I persist in the treatment which is justified by my own professional

experience," said Mr. Dawson.
" Permit me to put one question to you on the vast subject of pro-

fessional experience," observed the Count. " I presume to offer no more

advice—I only presume to make an inquiry. You live at some distance,

sir, from the gigantic centres of scientific activity—London and Paris.

Have you ever heard of the wasting effects of fever being reasonably and

intelligibly repaired by fortifying the exhausted patient with brandy, wine,

ammonia, and quinine ? Has that new heresy of the highest medical

authorities ever reached your ears—Yes, or No?"
" When a professional man puts that question to me, I shall be glad to

answer him," said the doctor, opening the door to go out. " You are not a

professional man ; and I beg to decline answering you."

Buffeted in this inexcusably uncivil way, on one cheek, the Count, like

a practical Christian, immediately turned the other, and said, in the

sweetest manner, "Good morning, Mr. Dawson."

If my late beloved husband had been so fortunate as to know his lord-

ship, how highly he and the Count would have esteemed each other

!

Her ladyship the Countess returned by the last train that night, and

brought with her the nurse from London. I was instructed that this

person's name was Mrs. Kubelle. Her personal appearance, and her im-

perfect English, when she spoke, informed me that she was a foreigner.

I have always cultivated a feeling of humane indulgence for foreigners.

They do not possess our blessings aDd advantages ; and they are, for the

most part, brought up in the blind errors of popery. It has also always

been my precept and practice, as it was my clear husband's precept and

practice before me (see Sermon sxix, in the Collection by the late Eev.

Samuel Michelson, M.A.), to do as I would be clone by. On both these

accounts, I will not say that Mrs. Kubelle struck me as being a small,

wiry, sly person, of fifty or thereabouts, with a dark brown or Creole

complexion, and watchful light gray eyes. Nor will I mention, for the

reasons just alleged, that I thought her dress, though it was of the plainest

black silk, inappropriately costly in texture and unnecessarily refined in
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trimming and finish, for a person in her position in life. 1 should Dot like

these things to be said of me, and therefore it is my duty not to say them

of Mrs. Rubelle. I will merely mention that her manners were—not

perhaps unpleasantly reserved—but only remarkably quiet and retiring
;

that she looked about her a great deal, and said very little, which might

have arisen quite as much from her own modesty, as from distrust of her

position at Elackwater Park ; and that she declined to partake of supper

(which was curious, perhaps, but surely not suspicious ?), although I

myself politely invited her to that meal, in my own room.

At the Count's particular suggestion (so like his lordship's forgiving

kindness !), it was arranged that Mrs. Kubelle should not enter on her

duties, until she had been seen and approved by the doctor the next

morning. I sat up that night. Lady Glyde appeared to be very unwilling

that the new nurse should be employed to attend on Miss Halcombe. Such

want of liberality towards a foreigner on the part of a lady of her education

and refinement surprised me. I ventured to say, " My lady, we must all

remember not to be hasty in our judgments on our inferiors—especially

when they come from foreign parts." Lady Glyde did not appear to attend

to me. She only sighed, and kissed Miss Halcombe's hand as it lay on the

counterpane. Scarcely a judicious proceeding in a sick-room, with a

patient whom it was highly desirable not to excite. But poor Lady

Glyde knew nothing of nursing—nothing whatever, I am sorry to say.

The next morning, Mrs. Kubelle was sent to the sitting-room, to be

approved by the doctor, on his way through to the bedroom.

I left Lady Glyde with Miss Halcombe, who was slumbering at the

time, and joined Mrs. Kubelle, with the object of kindly preventing her

from feeling strange and nervous in consequence of the uncertainty of her

situation. She did not appear to see it in that light. She seemed to bo

quite satisfied, beforehand, that Mr. Dawson would approve of her ; and

she sat calmly looking out of window, with every appearance of enjoying

the country air. Some people might have thought such conduct suggestive

of brazen assurance. I beg to say that I more liberally set it down to

extraordinary strength of mind.

Instead of the doctor coming up to us, I was sent for to see the doctor.

I thought this change of affairs rather odd, but Mrs. Kubelle did not appear

to be affected by it in any way. I left her still calmly looking out of the

window, and still silently enjoying the country air.

Mr. Dawson was waiting for me, by himself, in the breakfast-room.

" About this new nurse, Mrs. Michelstn," said the doctor.

« Yes, sir ?"

" I find that she has been brought here from London by the wife of that

fat old foreigner, who is always trying to interfere with me. Mrs. Michel-

son, the fat o]d foreigner is a Quask."
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This was very rude. I was naturally shocked at it.

"Are you aware, sir," I said, " that you are talking of a nobleman ?"

" Pooh ! He isn't the first Quack with a handle to his name. They're

all Counts—hang 'em !"

" He would not be a friend of Sir Percival Glyde's, sir, if he was not a

member of the highest aristocracy—excepting the English aristocracy, of

course."

" Very well, Mrs. Michelson, call him what you like ; and let us get

back to the nurse. I have been objecting to her already."

" Without having seen her, sir ?"

" Yes ; without having seen her. She may be the best nurse in exist-

ence ; but she is not a nurse of my providing. I have put that objection to

Sir Percival, as the master of the house. He doesn't support me. He says

a nurse of my providing would have been a stranger from London also

;

and he thinks the woman ought to have a trial, after his wife's aunt has

taken the trouble to fetch her from London. There is some justice in that

,

and I can't decently say No. But I have made it a condition that she id

to go at once, if I find reason to complain of her. This proposal being ono

which I have some right to make, as medical attendant, Sir Percival haa

consented to it. Now, Mrs. Michelson, I know I can depend on you ; and

I want you to keep a sharp eye on the nurse, for the first day or two, and

to see that she gives Miss Halcombe no medicines but mine. This foreign

nobleman of yours is dying to try his quack remedies (mesmerism included)

on my patient ; and a nurse who is brought here by his wife may be a

little too willing to help him. Tou understand ? Very well, then, we may
go upstairs. Is the nurse there ? I'll say a word to her, before she goes

into the sick-room."

We found Mrs. Kubelle still enjoying herself at the window. When I

introduced her to Mr. Dawson, neither the doctor's doubtful looks nor the

doctor's searching questions appeared to confuse her in the least. She

answered him quietly in her broken English ; and, though he tried hard ta

puzzle her, she never betrayed the least ignorance, so far, about any part of

her duties. This was doubtless the result of strength of mind, as I said

before, and not of brazen assurance, by any means.

We all went into the bedroom.

Mrs. Rubelle looked, very attentively, at the patient ; curtseyed to Lady
Glyde

; set one or two little things right in the room ; and sat down
quietly in a corner to wait until she was wanted. Her ladyship seemed

startled and annoyed by the appearance of the strange nurse. No one said

anything, for fear of rousing Miss Halcombe, who was still slumbering—
except the doctor, who whispered a question about the night. I softly

answered, " Much as usual ;" and then Mr. Dawson went out. Lady Glyda

followed him, I suppose to speak about Mrs. Rubelle. For my own part,
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f had made up my mind already that this quiet foreign person would koep

her situation. She had all her wits about her ; and she certainly understood

her business. So far, I could hardly have done much better by the bedside,

myself.

Eemembering Mr. Dawson's caution to me, I subjected Mrs. Eubelle to

a severe scrutiny, at certain intervals, for the next three or four days. I

over and over again entered the room softly and suddenly, but I never

found her out in any suspicious action. Lady Glyde, who watched her as

attentively as I did, discovered nothing either. I never detected a sign of

the medicine bottles being tampered with ; I never saw Mrs. Eubelle say a

word to the Count, or the Count to her. She managed Miss Halcombe

with unquestionable care and discretion. The poor lady wavered backwards

and forwards between a sort of sleepy exhaustion which was half faintness

and half slumbering, and attacks of fever which brought with them more or

less of wandering in her mind. Mrs. Eubelle never disturbed her in ths

first case, and never startled her in the second, by appearing too suddenly

at the bedside in the character of a stranger. Honoui to whom honour is

due (whether foreign or English)—and I give her privilege impartially to

Mrs. Eubelle. She was remarkably uncommunicative about herself, and

fihe was too quietly independent of all advice from experienced persons who
understood the duties of a sick-room—but, with these drawbacks, she was

a good nurse ; and she never gave either Lady Glyde or Mr. Dawson the

6hadow of a reason for complaining of her.

The next circumstance of importance that occurred in the house was the

temporary absence of the Count, occasioned by business which took him to

London. He went away (I think) on the morning of the fourth day after

the arrival of Mrs. Eubelle ; and, at parting, he spoke to Lady Glyde, very

seriously, in my presence, on the subject of Miss Halcombe.
" Trust Mr. Dawson," he said, " for a few days more, if you please. But,

if there is not some change for the better, in that time, send for advice

from London, which this mule of a doctor must accept in spite of himself.

Offend Mr. Dawson, and save Miss Halcombe. I say this seriously, on my
word of honour and from the bottom of my heart."

His lordship spoke with extreme feeling and kindness. But poor Lady
Glyde's nerves were so completely broken down that she seemed quite

frightened at him. She trembled from head to foot ; and allowed him to

take his leave, without uttering a word on her side. She turned to me,

when he had gone, and said," Oh, Mrs. Michelson, I am heart-broken about

my sister, and I have no friend to advise me ! Do you think Mr. Dawson
is wrong ? He told me himself this morning, that there was no fear, and

no need to send for another doctor."

"With all respect to Mr. Dawson," I answered, "in your ladyship's

tilace 1 should remember the Count's advice."
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Lady Glyde turned away from me suddenly, with an appearance (A

iespair, for which I was quite unable to account.

" His advice !" she said to herself. " God help us

—

his advice
!"

The Count was away from Blackwater Park, as nearly as I remember, a

week.

Sir Percival seemed to feel the loss of his lordship in various ways, and

appeared also, I thought, much depressed and altered by the sickness and

sorrow in the house. Occasionally, he was so very restless, that I could

not help noticing it; coming and going, and wandering here and there

and everywhere in the grounds. His inquiries about Miss Halcombe, and

about his lady (whose failing health seemed to cause him sincere anxiety)

were most attentive. I think his heart was much softened. If some kind

clerical friend—some such friend as he might have found in my lat6

excellent husband—had been near him at this time, cheering moral pro-

gress might have been made with Sir Percival. I seldom find myself mis-

taken on a point of this sort ; having had experience to guide me in my
happy married days.

Her ladyship the Countess, who was now the only company for Sir

Percival down stairs, rather neglected him, as 1 considered. Or, perhaps,

it might have been that he neglected her. A stranger might almost have

supposed that they were bent, now they were left together alone, on

actually avoiding one another. This, of course, could not be. But it did

so happen, nevertheless, that the Countess made her dinner at luncheon-

time, and that she always came up-stairs towards evening, although Mrs.

Eubelle had taken the nursing duties entirely off her hands. Sir Percival

dined by himself ; and William (the man out of livery) made the remark,

in my hearing, that his master had put himself on half rations of food and

on a double allowance of drink. I attach no importance to such an insolent

observation as this, on the part of a servant. I reprobated it at the time

and I wish to be understood as reprobating it once more on this occasion.

In the course of the next few days, Miss Halcombe did certainly seem to

all of us to be mending a little. Our faith in Mr. Dawson revived. He
appeared to be very confident about the case , and he assured Lady Glyde.

when she spoke to him on the subject, that he would himself propose tc

send for a physician, the moment he felt so much as the shadow of a doubt

crossing his own mind.

The only person among us who did not appear to be relieved by these

words, was the Countess. She said to me privately, that she could not feel

6asy about Miss Halcombe, on Mr. Dawson's authority, and that she

should wait anxiously for her husband's opinion, on his return. That
return, his letters informed her, would take place in three days' time. The
Ooaut and Countess corresponded regularly every morning, during bifl
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lordship's absence. They were in that respect, as in all others, a pattern to

married people.

On the evening of the third day, I noticed a change in Miss Halcombc,

which caused me serious apprehension. Mr-s. Eubelle noticed it too. We
said nothing on the subject to Lady Glyde, who was then lying asleep,

completely overpowered by exhaustion, on the sofa in the sitting-room.

Mr. Dawson did not pay his evening visit till later than usual. As
soon as he set eyes on Ms patient, I saw his face alter. He tried to hide

it ; but he looked both confused and alarmed. A messenger was sent to

his resiuence for his medicine-chest, disinfecting preparations were used in

the room, and a bed was made up for him in the house by his own direc-

tions. "Has the fever turned to infection?" I whispered to him. "I
am afraid it has," he answered ;

" we shall know better to-morrow morn-

ing."

By Mr. Dawson's own directions Lady Glyde was kept in ignorance of

this change for the worse. He himself absolutely forbade her, on account

of her health, to join us in the bedroom that night. She tried to resist

—

there was a sad scene—but he had his medical authority to support him

;

and he carried his point.

The next morning, one of the men-servants was sent to London, at

eleven o'clock, with a letter to a physician in town, and with orders to

bring the new doctor back with him by the earliest possible train. Half

an hour after the messenger had gpne, the Count returned to Blackwater

Park.

The Countess, on her own responsibility, immediately brought him in to

see the patient. There was no impropriety that I could discover in her

taking this course. His lordship was a married man ; he was old enough

to be Miss Halcombe's father ; and he saw her in the presence of a female

relative, Lady Glyde's aunt. Mr. Dawson nevertheless protested against

his presence in the room ; but, I could plainly remark, the doctor was too

much alarmed to make any serious resistance on this occasion.

The poor suffering lady was past knowing any one about her. She

seemed to take her friends for enemies. When the Count approached her

bedside, her eyes, which had been wandering incessantly round and round

the room before, settled on his face, with a dreadful stare of terror, which

I shall remember to my dying day. The Count sat down by her ; felt her

pulse, and her temples ; looked at her very attentively ; and then turned

round upon the doctor with such an expression of indignation and con-

tempt in his face, that the words failed on Mr. Dawson's lips, and ho

stood, for a moment, pale with anger and alarm—pale and perfectly speech-

less.

His lordship looked next at me.
" When did the change happen?" he asked.
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i told Mm the time.

" Has Lady Glyde been in the room since ?"

I replied that she had not. The doctor had absolutely forbidden her tfl

come into the room, on the evening before, and had repeated the order again

in the morning.

"Have you and Mrs. Eubelle been made aware of the full extent of the

mischief?"—was his next question.

We were aware, I answered, that the malady was considered infectious/

He stopped me, before I could add anything more.

" It is Typhus Fever," he said.

In the minute that passed, while these questions and answers were goi/jg

on, Mr. Dawson recovered himself, and addressed the Count with bis

customary firmness.

" It is not typhus fever," he remarked, sharply. " I protest against this

intrusion, sir. ISTo one has a right to put questions here, but me. I have

done my duty to the best of my ability
"

The Count interrupted him—not by words, but only by pointing to the

bad. Mr. Dawson seemed to feel that silent contradiction to his assertion

of his own ability, and to grow only the more angry under it.

" I say I have done my duty," he reiterated. " A physician has been

sent for from London. I will consult on the nat"re of the fever with him,

and with no one else. I insist on your leaving the room."

" I entered this room, sir, in the sacred interests of humanity," said tha

Count. "And in the same interests, if the coming of the physician is

delayed, I will enter it again. I warn you once more that the fever has

turned to Typhus, and that your treatment is responsible for this lament-

able change. If that unhappy lady dies, I will give my testimony in a

court of justice that your ignorance and obstinacy have been the cause of

her death."

13efore Mr. Dawson could answer, before the Count could leave us, the

door was opened from the sitting-room, and we saw Lady Glyde on the

threshold.

" I must, and will come in," she said, with extraordinary firmness.

Instead of stopping her, the Count moved into the sitting-room, and

made way for her to go in. On all other occasions, he was the last man in

the world to forget anything ; but, in the surprise of the moment, he

apparently forgot the danger of infection from typhus, and the urgent

necessity of forcing Lady Glyde to take proper care of herself.

To my astonishment, Mr. Dawson showed more presence of mind. He
stopped her ladyship at the first step she took towards the bedside. " I am
sincerely sorry, I am sincerely grieved," he said. " The fever may, I fear,

to infectious. Until I am certain that it is not, I entreat you to keep oaJ

of ihe room."
u
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She straggled for a moment ; then suddenly dropped her arms, and smk
forward. She had fainted. The Countess and I took her from the doctor,

and carried her into her own room. The Count preceded us, and waited in

the passage, till I came out, and told him that we had recovered her from

the swoon.

I went hack to the dcctor to tell him, by Lady Glyde's desire, that she

insisted on speaking to him immediately. He withdrew at once to quiet

her ladyship's agitation, and to assure her of the physician's arrival in the

course of a few hours. Those hours passed very slowly. Sir Percival and

the Count were together down stairs, and sent up, from time to time, to

make their inquiries. At last, between five and six o'clock, to our great

relief, the physician came.

He was a younger man than Mr. Dawson ; veiy serious, and very

decided. What he thought of the previous treatment, I cannot say ; but

it struck me as curious that he put many more questions to myself and to

Mrs. Eubelle than he put to the doctor, and that he did not appear to listen

with much . interest to what Mr. Dawson said, while he was examining

Mr. Dawson's patient. I began to suspect, from what I observed in this

way, that the Count had been right about the illness all the way through

;

and I was naturally confirmed in that idea, when Mr. Dawson, after some

little delay, asked the one important question which the London doctor had

been sent for to set at rest.

" What ia your opinion of the fever ?" he inquired.

" Typhus," replied the physician. " Typhus fever beyond all doubt."

That quiet foreign person, Mrs. Eubelle, crossed her thin, brown hands

in front of her, and looked at me with a very significant smile. The Count

himself could hardly have appeared more gratified, if he had been present

in the room, and had heard the confirmation of his own opinion.

After giving us some useful directions about the management of the

patient, and mentioning that he would come again in five days' time, the

physician withdrew to consult in private with Mr. Dawson. He would

offer no opinion on Miss Halcombe's chances of recovery : he said it was

impossible at that stage of the illness to pronounce, one way or the other.

The five days passed anxiously.

Countess Fosco and myself took it by turns to relieve Mrs. Eubelle

;

Miss Halcombe's condition growing worse and worse, and requiring oui

utmost care and attention. It was a terribly trying time. Lady Glyde

(supported, as Mr. Dawson said, by the constant strain of her suspense od

her sister's account) rallied in the most extraordinary manner, and showed

a firmness and determination for which I should myself never have given

her credit. She insisted on coming into the sick-room, two or three times

every day, to look at Miss Halcombe with her own eyes
;
promising not to
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go too close to the bed, if the doctor would consent to her wishes, so far.

Mf- Dawson very unwillingly made the concession required of him : 1

think he saw that it was hopeless to dispute with her. She came in every

day ; and she self-denyingly kept her promise. I felt it personally so dis-

tressing (as reminding me of my own affliction during my husband's last

illness) to see how she suffered under these circumstances, that I must beg

not to dwell on this part of the subject any longer. It is more agreeable

to me to mention that no fresh disputes took place between Mr. Dawson

and the Count. His lordship made all his inquiries by deputy ; and

remained continually in company with Sir Percival, down-stairs.

On the fifth day, the physician came again, and gave us a little hope

,

He said the tenth day from the first appearance of the typhus would pro-

bably decide the result of the illness, and he arranged for his third visit to

take place on that date. The interval passed as before—except that the

Count went to London again, one morning, and returned at night.

On the tenth day, it pleased a merciful Providence to relieve our house-

hold from all further anxiety and alarm. The physician positively assured

us that Miss Halcombe was out of danger. " She wants no doctor, now

—

all she requires is careful watching and nursing, for some time to come

;

and that I see she has." Those were his own words. That evening I read

my husband's touching sermon on Recovery from Sickness, with more
happiness and advantage (in a spiritual point of view) than I ever remembei
to have derived from it before.

The effect of the good news on poor Lady Clyde was, I grieve to say,

quite overpowering. She was too weak to bear the violent reaction ; and

in another day or two, she sank into a state of debility and depression,

which obliged her to keep her room. Rest and quiet, and change of ait

afterwards, were the best remedies which Mr. Dawson could suggest for hei

benefit. It was fortunate that matters were no worse, for, on the very day

after she took to her room, the Count and the doctor had another disagree-

ment ; and, this time, the dispute between them was of so serious a nature,

that Mr. Dawson left the house.

I was not present at the time ; but I understood that the subject of dis-

pute was the amount of nourishment which it was necessary to give to

assist Miss Halcombe's convalescence, after the exhaustion of the fever.

Mr. Dawson, now that his patient was safe, was less inclined than ever to

submit to unprofessional interference ; and the Count (I cannot imagine
why) lost all the self-control which he had so judiciously preserved on
former occasions, and taunted the doctor, over and over again, -with his

mistake about the fever, when it changed to typhus. The unfortunate

affair ended in Mr. Dawson's appealing to Sir Percival, and threatening

(now that he could leave without absolute danger to Miss Halcombe) to

withdraw from bis attendance at Blackwater Park, if the Count's interfer-
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ence was not peremptorily suppressed from that moment. Sir Perclvni's

reply (though not designedly uncivil) had only resulted in making matters

worse ; and Mr. Dawson had thereupon withdrawn from the house, in a

state of extreme indignation at Count Foseo's usage of him, and had sent

in his bill the next morning.

We were now, therefore, left without the attendance of a medical man.
Although there was no actual necessity for another doctor—nursing and
watching being, as the physician had observed, all that Miss Halcombe
required—I should still, if my authority had been consulted, have obtained

professional assistance, from some other quarter, for form's sake.

The matter did not seem to strike Sir Percival in that light. He said it

would be time enough to send for another doctor, if Miss Halcombe showed

any signs of a relapse. In the mean while, we had the Count to consult in

any minor difficulty ; and we need not unnecessarily disturb our patient,

in her present weak and nervous condition, by the presence of a stranger at

her bedside. There wag much that was reasonable, no doubt, in these

considerations ; but they left me a little anxious, nevertheless. Nor was 1

quite satisfied, in my own mind, of the propriety of our concealing the doctor's

absence, as we did, from Lady Clyde. It was a merciful deception, I admit

—for she was in no state to bear any fresh anxieties. But still it was a

deception ; and, as such, to a person of my principles, at best a doubtful

proceeding.

A second perplexing circumstance which happened on the same day, and

which took me completely by surprise, added greatly to the sense ot

uneasiness that was now weighing on my mind.

I was sent for to see Sir Percival in the library. The Count, who was

with him when I went in, immediately rose and left us alone together. Sir

Percival civilly atked me to take a seat ; and then, to my great astonish-

ment, addressed me in these terms :

"I want to speak to you, Mrs. Michelson, about a matter which 1

decided on some time ago, and which I should have mentioned before, but

for the sickness and trouble in the house. In plain words, I have reasons

for wishing to break up my establishment immediately at this place

—

leaving you in charge, of course, as usual. As soon as Lady Glyde and

Miss Halcombe can travel, they must both have change of air. My friends,

Count Fosco and the Countess, will leave us, before that time, to live in

the neighbourhood of London. And I have reasons for not opening the

house to any more company, with a view to economising as carefully as I

can. I don't blame you —but my expenses here are a great deal too heavy.

In short, I shall sell the horses, and get rid of all the servants at once. I

never do things by halves, as you know ; and I mean to have the house

clear of a pack of useless people by this time to-morrow."
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I iistoned to him, perfectly aghast with astonishment

" Do you mean, Sir Fercival, that I am to dismiss the in-door servants*,

tinder my charge, without the usual month's warning ?" I asked.

" Certainly, I do. We may all he out of the house before another

month ; and 1 am not going to leave the servants here in idleness, with no

master to wait on."

"Who is to do the cooking, Sir Percival, while you are still staying

here ?"

" Margaret Porcher can roast and boil—keep her. What do I want with

a cook, if I don't mean to give any dinner-parties ?"

" The servant you have mentioned is the most unintelligent servant in

the house, Sir Percival "

" Keep her, I tell you ; and have a woman in from the village to do the

cleaning, and go away again. My weekly expenses must and shall he

lowered immediately. I don't send for you to make objections, Mrs.

Michelson—I send for you to carry out my plans of economy. Dismiss the

whole lazy pack of in-door servants to-morrow, except Porcher. She is

as strong as a horse—and we'll make her work like a horse."

" You will excuse me for reminding you, Sir Percival, that if the servants

go to-morrow, they must have a month's wages in lieu of a month's

warning."

" Let them ! A month's wages saves a month's waste and gluttony id

the servants'-hall."

This last remark conveyed an aspersion of the most offensive kind on my
management. I had too much self-respect to defend myself under so gross

an imputation. Christian consideration for the helpless position of Miss

Halcombe and Lady Glyde, and for the serious inconvenience which my
sudden absence might inflict on them, alone prevented me from resigning my
situation on the spot. I rose immediately. It would have lowered me in

my own estimation to have permitted the interview to continue a moment
longer.

" After that last remark, Sir Percival, I have nothing more to say. Your
directions shall be attended to." Pronouncing those words, I bowed my
head with the most distant respect, and went out of the room.

The next day, the servants left in a body. Sir PerciVal himself dis-

missed the grooms and stablemen ; sending them, with all the horses but

one, to London. Of the whole domestic establishment, in-doors and out,

there now remained only myself, Margaret Porcher, and the gardener ; this

last iiving in his own cottage, and being wanted to take care of the one

horse that remained in the stables.

With the house left in this strange and lonely condition ; with the

mistress of it ill in her room ; with Miss Halcombe still as helpless as a

child ; and with the doctor's attendance withdrawn from us in enmity—it



294 THE WOMAN IN WHITE.

was Eurely not unnatural that my spirits should sink, and my customary

composure be very hard to maintain. My mind was ill at ease. I wished

the poor ladies both well again ; and I wished myself away from Blackwater

Park.

II.

The next event that occurred was of so singular a nature, that it might

have caused me a feeling of superstitious surprise, if my rnind had not been

fortified by principle against any pagan weakness of that sort. The uneasy

sense of something wrong in the family which had made me wish myself

away from Blackwater Park, was actually followed, strange to say, by my
departure from the house. It is true that my absence was for a temporary

period only : but the coincidence was, in my opinion, not the less remark-

able on that account.

My departure took place under the following circumstances :

A day or two after the servants all left, I was again sent for to see Sir

Percival. The undeserved slur which he had cast on my management of

the household, did not, I am happy to say, prevent me from returning good

for evil to the best of my ability, by complying with his request as readily

and respectfully as ever. It cost me a struggle with that fallen nature

which we all share in common, before I could suppress my feelings. Being

accustomed to self-discipline, I accomplished the sacrifice.

I found Sir Percival and Count Fosco sitting together, again. On this

occasion his lordship remained present at the interview, and assisted in the

development of Sir Percival's views.

The subject to which they now requested my attention, related to the

healthy change of air by which we all hoped that Miss Halcombe and Lady
Glyde might soon be enabled to profit. Sir Percival mentioned that both

the ladies would probably pass the autumn (by invitation of Frederick

Pairlie, Esquire) at Limmeridge House, Cumberland. But before they

went there, it was his opinion, confirmed by Count Fosco (who here took

up the conversation and continued it to the end), that they would benefit

by a short residence first in the genial climate of Torquay. The great

object, therefore, was to engage lodgings at that place, affording all the

comforts and advantages of which they stood in need ; and the great

difficulty was to find an experienced person capable of choosing the sort of

residence which they wanted. In this emergency, the Count begged to in-

quire, on Sir Percival's behalf, whether I would object to give the ladies the

benefit of my assistance, by proceeding myself to Torquay in their interests.

It was impossible for a person in my situation, to meet any proposal,

made in these terms, with a positive objection.

I could only venture to represent the serious inconvenience ot my leaving

Blackwater Park, in the extraordinary absence of all the in-door servants,
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with the one exception of Margaret Porcher. But Sir Percival and Ma
lordship declared that they were both willing to put up with inconvenience

for the sake of the invalids. I next respectfully suggested writing to an

agent at Torquay ; but I was met here by being reminded of the imprudence

of taking ledgings without first seeing them. I was also informed that the

Countess (who would otherwise have gone to Devonshire herself) could not,

in Lady Glyde's present condition, leave her niece ; and that Sir Percival

and the Count had business to transact together, which would oblige them
to remain at Blackwater Park. In short, it was clearly shown me, that if

I did not undertake the errand, no one else could be trusted with it.

Under these circumstances, I could only inform Sir Percival that my
services were at the disposal of Miss Halcom-be and Lady Glyde.

It was thereupon arranged that»I should leave the next morning ; that I

should occupy one or two days in examining all the most convenient houses

in Torquay ; and that I should return, with my report, as soon as I con-

veniently could. A memorandum was written for me by his lordship,

stating the requisites which the place I was sent to take must be found

to possess ; and a note of the pecuniary limit assigned to rce, was added by

Sir Percival.

My own idea, on reading over these instructions, was, that no such

residence as I saw described could be found at any watering-place in

England ; and that, even if it could by chance be discovered, it would

certainly not be parted with for any period, on such terms as I was per-

mitted to offer. I hinted at these difficulties to both the gentlemen ; but

Sir Percival (wno undertook to answer me) did not appear to feel them.

It was not for me to dispute the question. I said no more ; but I felt a

very strong conviction that the business on which I was sent away was so

beset by difficulties that my errand was almost hopeless at starting.

Before I left, I took care to satisfy myself that Miss Halcombe was going

on favourably.

There was a painful expression of anxiety in her face, which made mo
fear that her mind, on first recovering itself, was not at ease. But she was
certainly strengthening more rapidly than I could have ventured to antici-

pate
; and she was able to send kind messages to Lady Glyde, saying that

she was fast getting weLl, and entreating her ladyship not to exert herself

again too soon. I left her in charge of Mrs. Rubelle, who was still as

quietly independent of every one else in the house as ever. When 1

knocked at Lady Glyde's door, before going away, I was told that she

was still sadly weak and depressed ; my informant being the Countess,

who was then keeping her company in her room. Sir Percival and the

Count were walking on the road to the lodge, as I was driven by in the

chaise. I bowed to them, and quitted the house, with riot a living soul left

in the servants' offices but Margaret Porcher.
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Every one must feel, what I have felt myself since that time, that these

circumstances were more than unusual—they were almost suspicious. Let

me, however, say again, that it was impossible for me, in my dependent

position, to act otherwise than I did.

The result of my errand at Torquay was exactly what I had foreseen.

No such lodgings as I was instructed to take could be found in the whole

place ; and the terms I was permitted to give were much too low for the

purpose, even if I had been able to discover what [ wanted. I accordingly

returned to Blackwater Park ; and informed Sir Percival, who met me at

the door, that my journey had been taken in vain. He seemed too much
occupied with some other subject to care about the failure of my errand,

and his first words informed me that even in the short time of my absence,

another remarkable change had taken place in the house.

The Count and Countess Fosco had left Blackwater Park for their new

residence in St. John's Wood.
I was not made a,ware of the motive for this sudden departure—I was

only told that the Count had been very particular in leaving his kind com-

pliments to me. When I ventured on asking Sir Percival whether Lady

Clyde had any one to attend to her comforts in the absence of the Countess,

he replied that she had Margaret Porcher to wait on her ; and he added

that a woman from the village had been sent for to do the work down stairs.

The answer really shocked me—there was such a glaring impropriety in

permitting an under-housemaid to fill the place of confidential attendant on

Lady Grlyde. I went up-stairs at once, and met Margaret on the bedroom-

landing. Her services had not been required (naturally enough); her

mistress having sufficiently recovered, that morning, to be able to leave her

bed. I asked, next, after Miss Halcombe ; but I was answered in a slouch-

ing, sulky way, which left me no wiser than I was before. I did not

choose to repeat the question, and perhaps provoke an impertinent reply.

It was in every respect more becoming, to a person in my position, to

present myself immediately in Lady Glyde's room.

I found that her ladyship had certainly gained in health during the last

few days. Although still sadly weak and nervous, she was able to get up

without assistance, and to walk slowly about her room, feeling no worse

effect from the exertion than a slight sensation of fatigue. She had been

made a little anxious that morning about Miss Halcombe, through having

received no news of her from any one. I thought this seemed to imply a

blamable want of attention on the part of Mrs. Eubelle ; but I said nothing,

and remained with Lady Glyde, to assist her to dress. When she was

ready, we both left the room together to go to Miss Halcombe.

We were stopped in the passage by the appearance of Sir Percival. Ko
looked as if he had been purposely waiting there to see us.

" Where are you going ?" he said +o Lady Glyde.
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"To Marian's room," she answered.

"it may spare you a disappointment," remarked Sir Percival, "if 1 tell

jou at once that you will not find her there."

" Not find her there !"

" No. She left the house yesterday morning with Fosco and his wife."

Lady Glyde was not strong enough to bear the surprise of this extra-

ordinary statement. She turned fearfully pale ; and leaned back against

the wall, looking at her husband in dead silence.

I was so astonished myself, that I hardly knew what to say. I asked

Sir Percival if he really meant that Miss Halcornbe had left Blackwater

Park.

" I certainly mean it," he answered.

" In her state, Sir Percival ! Without mentioning her intentions to

Lady Glyde
!"

Before he could reply, her ladyship recovered herself a little, and spoke.

" Impossible !" she cried out, in a loud, frightened manner ; taking a

step or two forward from the wall. " Where was the doctor ? where was

Mr. Dawson when Marian went away ?"

"Mr. Dawson wasn't wanted, and wasn't here," said Sir Percival. " He
left of his own accord, which is enough of itself to show that she was -strong

enough to travel. How you stare ! If you don't believe she has gone,

look for yourself. Open her room door, and all the other room doors, if you

like."

She took him at his word, and I followed her. There was no one in

Miss Halcombe's room but Margaret Porcher, who was busy setting it to

rights. There was no one in the spare rooms, or the dressing-rooms, when we
locked into them afterwards. Sir Percival still waited for us in the passage.

As we were leaving the last room that we had examined, Lady Glyde

whispered, " Don't go, Mrs. Michelson ! don't leave me, for God's sake
!"

Before I could say anything in return, she was out again in the passage,

speaking to her husband.
" What does it mean, Sir Percival ? 1 insist—I beg and pray you will

tell me what it means !"

" It means," he answered, " that Miss Halcornbe was strong enough

yesterday morning to sit up, and be dressed ; and that she insisted on

taking advantage of Fosco's going to London, to go there too."

"To London L"

" Yes—on her way to Limmeridge."

Lady Glyde turned, and appealed to me,
" You saw Miss Halcornbe last," she said. " Tell me plainly, Mrs,

Michelson, did you think she looked fit to travel ?"

" Not in my opinion, your ladyship."

Sir Percival, on his side, instantly turned, and appealed to me also
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" Before you went away," lie said, " did you, or did you not, tell the

nurse that Miss Halcombe looked much stronger and better ?"

" I certainly made the remark, Sir Percival."

He addressed her ladyship again, the moment I offered that reply.

" Set one of Mrs. Michelson's opinions fairly against the other," he said,

" and try to he reasonable about a perfectly plain matter. If she had not been

well enough to be moved, do you think we should any of us have risked

letting her go ? She has got three competent people to look after her

—

Fosco and your aunt, and Mrs. Eubelle, who went away with them

expressly for that purpose. 'I hey took a whole carriage yesterday, and

made a bed for her on the seat, in case she felt tired. To-day, Fosco and

Mrs. Eubelle go on with her themselves to Cumberland
"

" Why does Marian go to Limmeridge, and leave me here by myself ?"

Baid her ladyship, interrupting Sir Percival.

" Because your uncle won't receive you till he has seen your sister first,"

he replied. "Have you forgotten the letter he wrote to her, at the

beginning of her illness ? It was shown to you
;
you read it yourself ; and

you ought to remember it."

" I do remember it."

"If you do, why should you be surprised at her leaving you? You
want to be back at Limmeridge ; and she has gone there to get your uncle's

leave for you, on his own terms."

Poor Lady Glyde's eyes filled with tears.

" Marian never left me before," she said, " without bidding me good-by."
" She would have bid you good-by this time," returned Sir Percival, " if

she had not been afraid of herself and of you. She knew you would try to

stop her ; she knew you would distress her by crying. Do you want to

make any more objections? If you do, you must come down stairs and ask

questions in the dining-room. These worries upset me. I want a glass ot

wine."

He left us suddenly.

His manner all through this strange conversation had been very unlike

what it usually was. He seemed to be almost as nervous and fluttered,

every now and then, as his lady herself. I should never have supposed

that his health had been so delicate, or his composure so easy to upset.

I tried to prevail on Lady Glyde to go back to her room ; but it was
useless. She stopped in the passage, with the look of a woman whose
mind was panic-stricken :

" Something has happened to my sister !" she said.

« Bemember, my lady, what surprising energy there is in Miss Halcombe,"

I suggested. " She might well make an effort which other ladies, in hei

situation, would be unfit for. I hope and believe there is nothing wrong—
I do indeed."
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"*1 must follow Marian!" said uer ladyship, with the same panic-

stricken look. " I must go where she has gone ; I must see that she ia

alive and well with my own eyes. Come ! come down with me to Sir

Percival."

I hesitated ; fearing that my presence might be considered an intrusion.

1 attempted to represent this to her ladyship ; but she was deaf to me.

She held my arm fast enough to force me to go down stairs with her ; and

ghe still clung to me with all the little strength she had, at the moment
when I opened the dining-roum door.

Sir Percival was sitting at the table with a decanter of wine before him.

He raised the glass to his lips, as we went in, and drained it at a draught.

Seeing that he looked at me angrily when he put it down again, I

attempted to make some apology for my accidental presence in the room.

" Do you suppose there are any secrets going on here ?" he broke out,

suddenly ;
" there are none—there is nothing underhand ; nothing kept

from you or from any one." After speaking those strange words, loudly

and sternly, he filled himself another glass of wine, and asked Lady Glyde

what she wanted of him.

" If my sister is fit to travel, I am fit to travel," said her ladyship, with

more firmness than she had yet shown. " I come to beg you will make
allowances for my anxiety about Marian, and let me follow her at once, by

the afternoon train."

" You must wait till to-morrow," replied Sir Percival ;
" and then, it

you don't hear to the contrary, you can go. I don't suppose you are at all

likely to hear to the contrary—so I shall write to Fosco by to-night's

post."

He said those last words, holding his glass up to the light, and looking

at the wine in it, instead of at Lady Glyde. Indeed, he never ouce

looked at her throughout the conversation. Such a singular want of good

breeding in a geatleman of his rank, impressed me, I own, very pain-

fully.

" Why should you write to Count Fosco ?" she asked, in extreme

surprise.

"To tell him to expect you by the mid-day train," said Sir Percival.

"He will meet you at the station, when you get to London, and take you

on to sleep at your aunt's, in St. John's Wood."
Lady Clyde's hand began to tremble violently round my arm—why I

could not imagine.

" There is no necessity for Count Fosco to meet me," she said. " I would

rather not stay in London to sleep."

" You must. You can't take the whole journey to Cumberland in one

day. You must rest a night in London—and I don't choose you to gc by

yourself to an hotel. Fosco made tlr.3 offer to your uncle to give you
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house-room on the way down ; and your uncle has accepted it. Here !

here is a letter from him, addressed to yourself. I ought to have seat it

up this morning ; but I forgot. Read it, and see what Mr. Fairlie himseli

says to you."

Lady Glyde looked at the letter for a moment ; and then placed it in my
hands.

"Read it," she said, faintly. "I don't know what is the matter with

ne. I can't read it, myself."

It was a note of only four lines—so short and so careless, that it quite

struck me. If I remember correctly, it contained no more than these

words

:

" Dearest Laura, Please come, whenever you like. Break the journey

by sleeping at your aunt's house. Grieved to hear of dear Marian's illness.

Affectionately yours, Frederick Fairlie."

" I would rather not go there—I would rather not stay a night in

London," said her ladyship, breaking out eagerly with those words, before

I had quite done reading the note, short as it was. " Don't write to Count

Fosco ! Pray, pray don't write to him !"

Sir Percival filled another glass from the decanter, so awkwardly that he

upset it, and spilt all the wine over the table. " My sight seems to be

failing me," he muttered to himself, in an odd, muffled voice. He slowly

set the glass up again, refilled it, and drained it once more at a draught.

I began to fear, from his look and manner, that the wine was getting into

his head.

" Pray don't write to Count Fosco 1" persisted Lady Glyde, more earnestly

than ever.

" Why not, 1 should like to know ?" cried Sir Percival, with a sudden

burst of anger that startled us both. " Where can you stay more properly

in London than at the place your uncle himself chooses for you—at your

aunt's house ? Ask Mrs. Michelson."

The arrangement proposed was so unquestionably the right and the

proper one, that I could make no possible objection to it. Much as I sym-
pathized with Lady Glyde in other respects, I could not sympathize with

her in her unjust prejudices against Count Fosco. I never before met with

any lady, of her rank and station, who was so lamentably narrow-minded

on the subject of foreigners. Neither her uncle's note, nor Sir Percival's

increasing impatience, seemed to have the least effect on her. She still

objected to staying a night in London ; she still implored her husband not

to write to the Count.

" Drop it !" said Sir Percival, rudely turning his back on us. " If yon

haven't sense enough to know what is best for yourself, other people must

know for you. The arrangement is made ; and there is an end of it. Ton
ire only wanted to do what Miss Halcombe has done before yon "
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" Marian ?" repeated her ladyship, in a bewildered manner; "Marian

Bleeping in Count Fosco's house !"

"Yes, in Count Fosco's house. She slept there, last night, to break the

journey. And you are to follow her example, and do what your uncle tells

you. You are to sleep at Fosco's, to-morrow night, as your sister did, to

break the journey. Don't throw too many obstacles in my way ! don't

make me repent of letting you go at all 1"

He started to his feet; and suddenly walked out into the verandah,

through the open glass doors.

"Will your ladyship excuse me," I whispered, " if I suggest that we had

better not wait here till Sir Pcrcival comes back ? I am very much afraid

he is over-excited with wine."

She consented to leave the room, in a weary, absent manner.

As soon as we were safe up-stairs again, I did all I could to compose her

ladyship's spirits. I reminded her that Mr. Fairlie's letters to Miss Hal-

combe and to herself did certainly sanction, and even render necessary,

sooner or later, the course that had been taken. She agreed to this, and

even admitted, of her own accord, that both letters were strictly in character

with her uncle's peculiar disposition—but her fears about Miss Halcombe,

and her unaccountable dread of sleeping at the Count's house in London,

still remained unshaken in spite of every consideration that I could urge.

I thought it my duty to protest against Lady Glyde's unfavourable opinion

of his lordship, and I did so, with becoming forbearance and respect.

" Your ladyship will pardon my freedom," I remarked, in conclusion

"but it is said, 'by their fruits ye shall know them.' I am sure thn

Count's constant kindness and constant attention from the very beginning o!

Miss Halcombe's illness, merit our best confidence and esteem. Even hia

lordship's serious misunderstanding with Mr. Dawson was entirely attri-

butable to his anxiety on Miss Halcombe's account."

" What misunderstanding?" inquired her ladyship, with a look of sudden

interest.

I related the unhappy circumstances under which Mr. Dawson had with-

drawn his attendance—mentioning them all the more readily, because I dis-

approved of Sir Percival's continuing to conceal what had happened (as he

had done in my presence) from the knowledge of Lady Glyde.

Her ladyship started up, with eveiy appearance of being additionally

agitated and alarmed by what I had told her.

" Worse ! worse than I thought !" she said, walking about the room, in a

bewildered manner. " The Count knew Mr. Dawson would never consent

to Marian's taking a journey—he purposely insulted the doctor to get him
out of the house."

"Oh, my lady! my lady!" I remonstrated.

" Mrs. Michelson !" she went on, vehemently ;
" no words that ever were
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spoken will persuade me that my sister is in that man's power and in that

man's house, with her own consent. My horror of him is such, that nothing

Sir Percival could say, and no letters my uncle could write, wotild induce

me, if I had only my own feelings to consult, to eat, drink, or sleep under his

roof. But my misery of suspense about Marian gives me the courage to

follow her anywhere—to follow her even into Count Fosco's house."

I thought it right, at this point, to mention that Miss Halcombe had

already gone on to Cumberland, according to Sir Percival's account of the

matter.

" I am afraid to believe it !" answered her ladyship. " I am afraid she

is still in that man's house. If I am wrong—if she has really gone on to

Limmeridge—I am resolved I will not sleep to-morrow night under Count

Fosco's roof. My dearest friend in the world, next to my sister, lives near

London. You have heard me, you have heard Miss Halcombe, speak of

Mrs. Vesey ? I mean to write, and propose to sleep at her house. I don't

know how I shall get there— I don't know how I shall avoid the Count-
but to that refuge I will escape in some way, if my sister has gone to Cum-
berland. All I ask of you to do, is to see yourself that my letter to Mrs.

Vesey goes to London to-night, as certainly as Sir Percival's letter goes to

Count Fosco. I have reasons for not trusting the post-bag down stairs.

Will you keep my secret, and help me in this? it is the last favour,

perhaps, that I shall ever ask of you."

I hesitated—I thought it all very strange—I almost feared that her lady-

ship's mind had been a little affected by recent anxiety and suffering. At
my own risk, however, I ended by giving my consent. If the letter had

been addressed to a stranger, or to any one but a lady so well known to me
by report as Mrs. Vesey, I might have refused. I thank God—looking to

what happened afterwards—I thank God I never thwarted that wish, or

any other, which Lady Glyde expressed to me, on the last day of her resi-

dence at Blackwater Park.

The letter was written, and given into my hands. I myself put it into

the post-box in the village, that evening.

We saw nothing more of Sir Percival for the rest of the day.

I slept, by Lady Glyde's own desire, in the next room to hers, with the

door open between us. There was something so strange and dreadful in

the loneliness and emptiness of the house, that I was glad, on my side, to

have a companion near me. Her ladyship sat up late, reading letters and
burning them, and emptying her drawers and cabinets of little things she

prized, as if she never expected to return to Blackwater Park. Her sleep

was sadly disturbed when she at last went to bed ; she cried out in it,

several times—once, so loud that she woke herself. Whatever her dreams

were, she did not think fit to communicate them to me. Perhaps, in my
situation, I had no right to expect, that she should do so. It matters little.
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now. I was sorry for her—I was indeed heartily sorry for her all the

same.

The next day was fine and sunny. Sir Percival came up, after breakfast,

to tell us that the chaise would be at the door at a quarter to twelve ; the

train to London stopping at our station, at twenty minutes after. He
informed Lady Glyde that he was obliged to go out, but added that he

hoped to be back before she left. If any unforeseen accident delayed him, I

was to accompany her to the station, and to take special care that she was

in time for the train. Sir Percival communicated these directions very

hastily ; walking here and there about the room all the time. Her lady-

ship looked attentively after him, wherever he went. He never once

looked at her in return.

She only spoke when he had done ; and then she stopped him as he

approached the door, by holding out her hand.

" I shall see you no more," she said, in a very marked manner. " This

is our parting—our parting, it may be for ever. Will you try to forgive

me, Percival, as heartily as I forgive you f"

His face turned of an awful whiteness all over ; and great beads of

perspiration broke out on his bald forehead. " I shall come back," ne said

—and made for the door, as hastily as if his wife's farewell words had

frightened him out of the room.

I had never liked Sir Percival—but the manner in which he left Lady

Glyde made me feel ashamed of having eaten his bread and lived in his

service. I thought of saying a few comforting and Christian words to the

poor lady ; but there was something in her face, as she looked after her

husband when the door closed on him, that made me alter my mind and

keep silence.

At the time named, the chaise drew up at the gates. Her ladyship was

right—Sir Percival never came back. I waited for him till the last moment
—and waited in vain.

No positive responsibility lay on my shoulders ; and yet, I did not feei

easy in my mind. " It is of your own free will," I said, as the chaise

drove through the lodge-gates, " that your ladyship goes to London ?"

" I will go anywhere," she answered, " to end the dreadful suspense that

I am suffering at this moment."

She had made me feel almost as anxious and as uncertain about Miss

Halcombe as she felt herself. I presumed to ask her to write me a line,

if all went well in London. She answered, * Most willingly, Mrs.

Michelson." " We all have our crosses to bear, my lady," I said, seeing

her silent and thoughtful, after she had promised to write. She made no

reply : she seemed to be too much wrapped up in her own thoughts to

attend to me. " I fear your ladyship rested badly last night," I remarked

«lter waiting a little. " Yes," she said ;
" I was terribly disturbed by
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dreams." " Indeed, my lady ?" I thought she was going to tell me her

dreams ; but no, when she spoke next it was only to ask a question.

" You posted the letter to Mrs. Yesey with your own hands ?" " Yes, my
lady."

" Did Sir Percival say, yesterday, that Count Fosco was to meet me at

the terminus in London?" " He did, my lady."

She sighed heavily when I answered that last question, and said nc

more.

We arrived at the station, with hardly two minutes to spare. The
gardener (who had driven us) managed about the luggage, while I took the

ticket. The whistle of the train was sounding, when I joined her ladyship

on the platform. She looked very strangely, and pressed her hand over

her heart, as if some sudden pain or fright had overcome her at that

moment,
" I wish you were going with me !" she said, catching eagerly at my

arm, when i gave her the ticket.

If there had been time ; if I had felt the day before, as I felt then, I

would have made my arrangements to accompany her—even though the

doing so had obliged me to give Sir Percival warning on the spot. As it

was, her wishes expressed at the last moment only, were expressed too late

for me to comply with them. She seemed to understand this herself

before I could explain it, and did not repeat her desire to have me for a

travelling companion. The train drew up at the platform. She gave the

gardener a present for his children, and took my hand, in her simple,

hearty manner, before she got into the carriage.

"You have been very kind tc me and to my sister," she said—"kind

when we were both friendless. I shall remember you gratefully, as long as

[ live to remember any one. Good-by—and God bless you !"

She spoke those words with a tone and a look which brought the

tears into my eyes—she spoke them as if she was bidding me farewell for

ever.

" Good-by, my lady," I said, putting her into the carriage, and trying

to cheer her ;
" good-by, for the present only

;
good-by, with my best and

kindest wishes for happier times i"

She shook her head, and shuddered as she settled herself in the carriage.

The guard closed the door. " Do you believe in dreams ?" she whispered

to me, at the window. " My dreams, last night, were dreams I have never

had before. The terror of them is hanging over me still." The whistle

Bounded before I could answer, and the train moved. Her pale quiet face

looked at me, for the last time ; looked sorrowfully and solemnly from the

window. She waved her hand—and I saw her no more.

Towards five o'clock on the afternoot of that same day, having a little
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time to mysel/ in the midst of the household duties which now prisEa]

tipon me, I sat down alone in my own room, to try and compose my mind
with the volume of my husband's Sermons. For the first time in my life,

I found my attention wandering over those pious and cheering words.

Concluding that Lady Glyde's departure must have disturbed me lar more
seriously than I had myself supposed, I put the book aside, and went out

to take a turn in the garden. Sir Percival had not yet returned, to my
knowledge, so I could feel no hesitation about showing myself in the

grounds.

On turning the corner of the house, and gaining a view of the garden,

I was startled by seeing a stranger walking in it. The stranger was a

woman—she was lounging along the path, with her back to me, and was

gathering the flowers.

As I approached, she heard me, and turned round.

My blood curdled in my veins. The strange woman in the garden was
Mrs. Eubelle

!

I could neither move, nor speak. She came up to me, as composedly at

ever, with her flowers in her hand.
" What is the matter, ma'am ?" she said, quietly.

" You here !" I gasped out. " Not gone to London ! Not gone to

Cumberland !"

Mrs. Eubelle smelt at her flowers with a smile of malicious pity.

" Certainly not," she said. " I have never left Blackwater Park."

I summoned breath enough and courage enough for another question.

"Where is Miss Halcombe?"

Mrs. Eubelle fairly laughed at me, this time ; and replied in theue

words

:

" Miss Halcombe, ma'am, has not left Blackwater Park, either."

When I heard that astounding answer, all my thoughts were startled

back on the instant to my parting with Lady Glyde. I can hardly say I

reproached myself—but, at that moment, I think 1 would have given many
a year's hard savings to have known four hours earlier what I knew now.

Mrs. Eubelle waited, quietly arranging her nosegay, as if she expected

me to say something.

I could say nothing. I thought of Lady Glyde's worn-out energies and

weakly health ; and I trembled for the time when the shock of the discovery

that I had made would fall on her. For a minute, or more, my fears for

the poor ladies silencea me. At the end of that time, Mrs. Eubelle looked

up sideways from her flowers, and said, "Here is Sir Percival, ma'am,

returned from his ride."

I saw him as soon as she did. He came towards us, slashing vioiotuly

at the flowers with his riding-whip. When he was near enough to see my
x
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face, he stopped, struck at his boot with the whip, and burst out laughing,

so harshly and so violently, that the birds flew away, startled, from Up
tree by which he stood.

"Well, Mrs. Michelson," he said; "you have found it out nfc last-

have you ?"

I made no reply. He turned to Mrs. Eubelle.

" When did you show yourself in the garden ?"

" I showed myself about half an hour ago, sir. You said I might take

my liberty again, as soon as Lady Glyde had gone away to London."

"Quite right. I don't blame you—I only asked the question." Ha

waited a moment, and then addressed himself once more to me. " You

can't believe it, can you ?" he said, mockingly. " Here ! come along and

see for yourself."

He led the way round to the front of the house. I followed him ; and

Mrs. Eubelle followed me. After passing through the iron gates, he

stopped, and pointed with his whip to the disused middle wing of the

building.

" There !" he said. " Look up at the first floor. You know the old

Elizabethan bedrooms ? Miss Halcombe is snug and safe in one of the best

of them, at this moment. Take her in, Mrs. Eubelle (you have got your

key ?) ; take Mrs. Michelson in, and let her own eyes satisfy her that there

is no deception, this time."

The tone in which he spoke to me, and the minute or two that had

passed since we left the garden, helped me to recover my spirits a little.

What I might have done, at this critical moment, if all my life had been

passed in service, I cannot say. As it was, possessing the feelings, the

principles, and the bringing-up of a lady, I could not hesitate about the right

course to pursue. My duty to myself, and my duty to Lady Glyde, alike

forbade me to remain in the employment of a man who had shamefully

deceived us both by a series of atrocious falsehoods.

" I must beg permission, Sir Percival, to speak a few words to you in

private," I said. " Having done so, I shall be ready to proceed with this

person to Miss Halcombe's room."

Mrs. Eubelle, whom I had indicated by a slight turn of my head,

insolently sniffed at her nosegay, and walked away, with great deliberation,

towards the house door.

" Well," said Sir Percival, sharply; "what is it now ?"

" I wish to mention, sir, that I am desirous of resigning the situation I

now hold at Blackwater Park." That was literally how I put it. I waa

resolved that the first words spoken in his presence should be words which

expressed my intention to leave his service.

He eyed me with one of his blackest looks, and thrust his hands savagely

Into the pockets of his riding-coat.



THE WOMAN IN WHITS. S07

" Why ?" he said ;
" why, I should like to know T

" It is not for me, Sir Percival, to express an opinion on what has taken

place in this house. I desire to give no offence. I merely wish to say that

I do not feel it consistent with my duty to Lady Glyde and to myself to

remain any longer in your service."

" Is it consistent with your duty to me to stand there, oasting suspicion

on me to my face?" he broke out, in his most violent manner. "I see

what you're driving at. You have taken your own mean, underhand view

of an innocent deception practised on Lady Glyde, for her own good. It

was essential to her health that she should have a change of air immediately

—and, you know as well as I do, she would never have gone away, if she

had been told Miss Halcombe was still left here. She has been deceived in

her own interests—and 1 don't care who knows it. Go, if you like—there

are plenty of housekeepers as good as you, to be had for the asking. Go
when you please—but take care how you spread scandals about me and my
affairs, when you're out of my service. Tell the truth, and nothing but

the truth, or it will be the worse for you ! See Miss Halcombe for your-

self p see' if she hasn't been as well taken care of in one part of the house as

in the other. Eemember the doctor's own orders that Lady Glyde was to

have a change of air at the earliest possible opportunity. Bear all that well

in mind—and then say anything against me and my proceedings if you

dare
!"

He poured out these words fiercely, all in a breatn, walking backwards

and forwards, and striking about him in the air with his whip.

Nothing that he said or did shook my opinion of the disgraceful series of

falsehoods that he had told, in my presence, the day before, or of the cruel

deception by which he had separated Lady Glyde fwm her sister, and had

sent her uselessly to London, when she was half distracted with anxiety on

Miss Halcombe's account. I naturally kept these thoughts to myself, and

said nothing more to irritate him ; but I was not the less resolved to

persist in my purpose. A soft answer turneth away wrath; and I

suppressed my own feelings, accordingly, when it was my turn to reply.

" While I am in your service, Sir Percival," I said, " I hope I know my
duty well enough not to inquire into your motives. When I am out ot

your service, I hope I know my own place well enough not to speak of

matters which don't concern me "

" When do you want to go ?" he asked, interrupting me without cere-

mony. " Don't suppose I am anxious to keep you—don't suppose I care

about your leaving the house. I am perfectly fair and open in this matteij,

from first to last. When do you want to go ?'

" I should wish to leave at your earliest convenience, Sir Percival."

"My convenience has nothing to do with it. I shall be out of the house,

for good and all, to-morrow morning; and I can settle your accounts
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tonight. If you want to study anybody's convenience, it Lad tetter be

Miss Halcombe's. Mrs. Eubelle's time is up to-day ; and she has reasonn

for wishing to be in London to-night. If you go at once, Miss Halcombel

won't have a soul left here to look after her."

I hope it is unnecessary for me to say that I was quite incapable of

deserting Miss Halcombe in such an emergency as had now befallen Lady
Glyde and herself. After first distinctly ascertaining from Sir Percival

that Mrs. Eubelle was certain to leave at once if I took her place, and

after also obtaining permission to arrange for Mr. Dawson's resuming his

attendance on his patient, I willingly consented to remain at Blackwater

Park, until Miss Halcombe no longer required my services. It was settled

that I should give Sir Percival's solicitor a week's notice before I left : and

that he was to undertake the necessary arrangements for appointing my
successor. The matter was discussed in very few words. At its conclusion,

Sir Percival abruptly turned on his heel, and left me free to join Mrs. Eubelle.

That singular foreign person had been sitting composedly on the door-sten,

all this time, waiting till I could follow her to Miss Halcombe's room.

I had hardly walked half way towards the house, when Sir Percival,

who had withdrawn in the opposite direction, suddenly stopped, and called

me back.

" Why are you leaving my service ?" he asked.

The question was sg extraordinary, after what had just passed between

us, that I hardly knew what to say in answer to it.

" Mind ! I don't know why you are going," he went on. " You must
give a reason for leaving me, I suppose, when you get another situation.

What reason ? The breaking up of the family ? Is that it ?"

" There can be no positive objection, Sir Percival, to that reason "

"Very well! Thai's all I want to know. If people apply for your

character, that's your reason, stated by yourself. You go in consequence

Df the breaking up of the family."

He turned away again, before I could say another word, and walked out

rapidly into the grounds. His manner was as strange as his language. I

acknowledge he alarmed me.

Even the patience of Mrs. Eubelle was getting exhausted, when I joined

ner at the house door.

" At last !" she said, with a shrug of her lean foreign shoulders. She led

the way into the inhabited side of the house, ascended the stairs, and opened
with her key the door at the end of the passage, which communicated with
the old Elizabethan rooms—a door never previously used, in my time, at

Blackwater Park. The rooms themselves I knew well, having entered

them myself, on various occasions, from the other side of the house. Mrs.
Eubelle stopped at the third door aiong the old gallery, handed me the key
of It, with the key of the door of communication, and told me I should find
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Mifld Halcombe in that room. Before I went in, I thought it desirable tc

make her understand that her attendance had ceased. Accordingly, I told

her in plain words that the charge of the sick lady henceforth devolved

entirely on myself.

"I am glad to hear it, ma'am," said Mrs. Kubelle. " I want to go ver'j

much."
" Do you leave to-day ?" I asked, to make sure of her.

"Now that you have taken charge, ma'am, I leave in half an hours

time. Sir Percival has kindly placed at my disposition the gardener, and

the chaise, whenever I want them. I shall want them in half an hour's

time, to go to the station. I am packed up, in anticipation, already. I

wish you good day, ma'am."

She dropped a brisk curtsey, and walked back along the gallery, hum-
ming a little tune, and keeping time to it cheerfully with the nosegay in

her hand. I am sincerely thankful to say, that was the last I saw of Mrs.

Rubelle.

When I went into the room, Miss Halcombe was asleep. I looked at her

anxiously, as she lay in the dismal, high, old-fashioned bed. She was
certainly not in any respect altered for the worse, since I had seen her last.

She had not been neglected, I am bound to admit, in any way that I could

perceive. The room was dreary, and dusty, and dark ; but the window
(looking on a solitary court-yard at the back of the house) was opened to

let in the fresh air, and all that could be done to make the place comfortable

had been done. The whole cruelty of Sir Percival's deception had fallen on

poor Lady Glyde. The only ill usage which either he or Mrs. Kubelle had
inflicted on Miss Halcombe, consisted, so far as I could see, in the first

offence of hiding her away.

I stole back, leaving the sick lady still peacefully asleep, to give the

gardener instructions about bringing the doctor. I begged the man, after

he had taken Mrs. Kubelle to the station, to drive round by Mr. Dawson's,

and leave a message, in my name, asking him to call and see me. I knew
he would come on my aocount, and I knew he would remain when he found

Count Fosco had left the house.

In due course of time, the gardener returned, and said that he had
driven round by Mr. Dawson's residence, after leaving Mrs. Rubelle at the

station. The doctor sent me word that he was poorly in health himself,

but that he would call, if possible, the next morning.

Having delivered his message, the gardener was about to withdraw, but

1 stopped him to request that he would come back before dark, and sit up,

that night, a one of the empty bedrooms, so as to be within call, in case I

wanted him. He understood readily enough my unwillingness to be left

alone all night, in the most desolate part of that desolate house, and we
arranged that he should come in between eight and nine.



310 THE WOMAN IN WHITE.

He came punctually ; and I found cause to be thankful that I had
adopted the precaution of calling him in. Before midnight, Sir PercivaFs

strange temper broke out in the most violent and most alarming maimer

;

and if the gardener had not been on the spot to pacify him on the instant, ]

am afraid to think what might have happened.

Almost all the afternoon and evening, he had been walking about the

house and grounds in an unsettled, excitable manner ; having, in all pro*

bability, as I thought, taken an excessive quantity of wine at his solitary

dinner. However that may be, I heard his voice calling loudly and angrily,

in the new wing of the house, as I was taking a turn backwards and for-

wards along the gallery, the last thing at night. The gardener immo
diately ran down to hira ; and I closed the door of communication, to keep

the alarm, if possible, from reaching Miss Halcombe's ears. It was full

half an hour before the gardener came back. He declared that his master

was quite out of his senses—not through the excitement of drink, as I had
supposed, but through a kind of panic or frenzy of mind, for which it was
impossible to account. He had found Sir Percival walking backwards and

forwards by himself in the hall ; swearing, with every appearance of the

most violent passion, that he would not stop another minute alone in such

a dungeon as his own house, and that he would take the first stage of his

journey immediately, in the middle of the night. The gardener, on

approaching him, had been hunted out, with oaths and threats, to get the

horse and chaise ready instantly. In a quarter of an hour Sir Percival had

joined him in the yard, had jumped into the chaise, and, lashing the horse

into a gallop, had driven himself away, with his face as pale as ashes in the

moonlight. The gardener had heard him shouting and cursing at the

lodge-keeper to get up and open the gate—had heard the wheels roll

furiously on again, in the still night, when the gate was unlocked—and

knew no moret

The next day, or a day or two after, I forget which, the chaise was

brought back from Knowlesbury, our nearest town, by the ostler at the old

inn. Sir Percival had stopped there, and had afterwards left by the train

—

for what destination the man could not tell. I never received any further

information, either from himself, or from any one else, of Sir Percival's

proceedings ; and I am not even aware, at this moment, whether he is in

England or out of it. He and I have not met, since he drove away, like

an escaped criminal, from his own house ; and it is my fervent hope and
prayer that we may never meet again.

My own part of this sad family story is now drawing to an end.

I have been informed that the particulars of Miss Halcombe's waking,

and of what passed between us when she found me sitting by her bedside,

are not material to the purpose which is to be answered by the ytreaent
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narrative. It will be sufficient for me to say, in this place, that she waa

not herself conscious of the means adopted to remove her from the inhabited

to the uninhabited part of the house. She was in a deep sleep at the time,

whether naturally or artificially produced she could not say. In my ab-

sence at Torquay, and in the absence of all the resident servants, except

Margaret Porcher (who was perpetually eating, drinking, or sleeping, when

she was not at work), the secret transfer of Miss Halcombe from one part

of the house to the other was no doubt easily performed. Mrs. Kubelle (as

I discovered for myself, in looking about the room) had provisions, and all

other necessaries, together with the means of heating water, broth, and so

on, without kindling a fire, placed at her disposal during the few days of

her imprisonment with the sick lady. She had declined to answer the

questions which Miss Halcombe naturally put ; but had not, in other

respects, treated her with unkindness or neglect. The disgrace of lending

herself to a vile deception is the only disgrace with which i can conscien-

tiously charge Mrs. Kubelle.

I need write no particulars (and 1 am relieved to know it) of the effect

produced on Miss Halcombe by the news of Lady Glyde's departure, or by

the far more melancholy tidings which reached us only too soon afterwards

at Blackwater Park. In both cases I prepared her mind beforehand as

gently and as carefully as possible ; having the doctor's advice to guide me,

in the last case only, through Mr. Dawson's being too unwell to come to

the house for some days after I had sent for him. It was a sad time, a

time which it afflicts me to think of, or to write of, now. The precious

blessings of religious consolation which I endeavoured to convey, were long

in reaching Miss Halcombe's heart ; but I hope and believe they came
home to her at last. I never left her till her strength was restored. The
train which took me away from that miserable house, was the train which

took her away also. We parted very mournfully in London. I remained

with a relative at Islington ; and she went on to Mr. Fairlie's house in

Cumberland.

I have only a few lines more to write, before I close this painful state-

ment. They are dictated by a sense of duty.

In the first place, I wish to record my own personal conviction that no

blame whatever, in connexion with the events which I have now related,

attaches to Count Fosco. I am informed that a dreadful suspicion has

been raised, and that some very serious constructions are placed upon his

lordship's conduct. My persuasion of the Count's innocence remains, how-

ever, quite unshaken. If he assisted Sir Percival in sending me to Tor-

quay, he assisted under a delusion, for which, as a foreigner and a stranger,

he was not to blame. If he was concerned in bringing Mrs. Kubelle to

Blackwater Park, it was his misfortune and not his fault, when that foroign

person was base enough to assist a deception planned and carried out by
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the master of the house. I protest, in the interests of morality, against

blame being gratuitously and wantonly attached to the proceedings of the

Count.

In the second place, I desire to express my regret at my own inability to

remember the precise day on which Lady Glyde left Blackwater Park for

London. I am told that it is of the last importance to ascertain the exact

date of that lamentable journey ; and I have anxiously taxed my memory
to recal it. The effort has been in vain. I can only remember now that

it was towards the latter part of July. We all know the difficulty, after a

lapse of time, of fixing precisely on a past date, unless it has been pre-

viously written down. That difficulty is greatly increased, in my case, by

the alarming and confusing events which took place about the period o.'

Lady Glyde's departure. I heartily wish I had made a memorandum at

the time. I heartily wish my memory of the date was as vivid as my
memory of that poor lady's face, when it looked at me sorrowfully for the

last time from the carriage window.

The Stobt continued in several Narratives.

1. The Narrative of Hester Pinhorn, Cook in the Service of Count
Fosco.

[Taken downfrom her own statement.'}

I am sorry to say that I have never learnt to read or write. I have been a

hard-working woman all my life, and have kept a good character. I know
that it is a sin and wickedness to say the thing which is not ; and I will

truly beware of doing so on this occasion. All that I know, I will tell

,

and I humbly beg the gentleman who takes this down to put my language

right as he goes on, and to make allowances for my being no scholar.

Jn this last summer, I happened to be out of place (through no fault of

my own) ; and I heard of a situation, as plain cook, at Number Five,

Forest-road, St. John's Wood. I took the place, on trial. My master's

name was Fosco. My mistress was an English lady. He was Count and

she was Countess. There was a girl to do housemaid's work, when, I got

there. She was not over clean or tidy—but there was no harm in her. 1

and she were the only servants in the house.

Our master and mistress came after we got in. And, as soon as they

did come, we were told, down stairs, that company was expected from the

country.

The company was my mistress's niece, and the back bedroom on the

first floor was got ready for her. My mistress mentioned to me that Lady
Glyde (that was her name) was in poor health, and that I must be par-

ticular in my cooking accordingly. She was to come that day, as well as

I can remember—but whatever you do, don't trust my memory in the
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matter. I am sorry to say it's no use asking me about days of the month,

and such-like. Except Sundays, halfmy time I take no heed of them ; being

3 hard-working woman and no scholar. All I know is, Lady Glyde came

;

and, when she did come, a fine fright she gave us all, surely. I don't

know how master brought her to the house, being hard at work at the

time. But he did bring her, in the afternoon, I think ; and the housemaid

opened the door to them, and showed them into the parlour. Before she

had been long down in the kitchen again with me, we heard a hurry-

Bkurry, upstairs, and the parlour bell ringing like mad, and my mistress'a

voice calling out for help.

We both ran up ; and there we saw the lady laid on the sofa, with her

face ghastly white, and her hands fast clenched, and her head drawn down
io one side. She had been taken with a sudden fright, my mistress said

;

and master he told us she was in a fit of convulsions. I ran out, knowing

the neighbourhood a little better than the rest of them, to fetch the nearest

doctor's help. The nearest help was at Goodricke's and Garth's, who
worked together as partners, and had a good name and connexion, as I

have heard, all round St. John's Wood. Mr. Goodricke was in ; and he

came back with me directly.

It was some time before he could make himself of much use. The poor

unfortunate lady fell out of one fit into another—and went on so, till she

was quite wearied out, and as helpless as a new-born babe. We then got

her to bed. Mr. Goodricke went away to his house for medicine, and came
back again in a quarter of an hour or less. Besides the medicine he

brought a bit of hollow mahogany wood with him, shaped like a kind of

trumpet ; and, after waiting a little while, he put one end over the lady's

heart and the other to his ear, and listened carefully.

When he had done, he says to my mistress, who was in the room,

"This is a very serious case," he says; "I recommend you to write to

Lady Glyde's friends directly." My mistress says to him, " Is it heart-

disease?" And he says, "Yes; heart-disease of a most dangerous kind."

He told her exactly what he thought was the matter, which I was not

slever enough to understand. But I know this, he ended by saying that

he was afraid neither his help nor any other doctor's help was likely to be

of much service.

My mistress took this ill news more quietly than my master. He was a

big, fat, odd sort of elderly man, who kept birds and white mice, and

gpoke to them as if they were so many Christian children. He seemed

terribly cut up by what had happened. " Ah ! poor Lady Glyde ! poor

dear Lady Glyde !" he says—and went stalking about, wringing his fat

nands more like a play-actor than a gentleman. For one question my
mistress asked the doctor about the lady's chances of getting round, he

naked a good fifty at least. I declare be quite tormented us all—and, when
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he was quiet at last, out he went into the bit of back garden, j (eking

trumpery little nosegays, and asking me to take them up-stairs and make
the sick-room look pretty with them. As if that did any good . I think

he must have been, at times, a little soft in his head. But he was not a

bad master : he had a monstrous civil tongue of his own ; and a jolly, easy,

coaxing way with him. I liked him a deal better than my mistress. She

was a hard one, if ever there was a hard one yet.

Towards night-time, the lady roused up a little. She had been so

wearied out, before that, by the convulsions, that she never stirred hand or

foot, or spoke a word to anybody. She moved in the bed now ; and stared

about her at the room and us in it. She must have been a nice-looking

lady, when well, with light hair, and blue eyes, and all that. Her rest

was troubled at night—at least so I heard from my mistress, who sat up
alone with her. I only went in once before going to bed, to see if I could

be of any use ; and then she was talking to herself, in a confused, rambling

manner. She seemed to want sadly to speak to somebody, who was absent

from her somewhere. I couldn't catch the name, the first time ; and the

second time master knocked at the door, with his regular mouthful of

questions, and another of his trumpery nosegays.

When I went in, early the next morning, the lady was clean worn out

again, and lay in a kind of faint sleep. Mr. Goodricke brought his partner,

Mr. Garth, with him to advise. They said she must not be disturbed out

of her rest, on any account. They asked my mistress a many questions,

at the other end of the room, about what thu lady's health had been in past

times, and who had attended her, and whether she had ever suffered much
and long together under distress of mind, I remember my mistress said,

" Yes," to that last question. And Mr. Goodricke looked at Mr. Garth,

and shook his head ; and Mr. Garth looked at Mr. Goodricke, and shook

his head. They seemed to think that the distress might have something

to do with the mischief at the lady's heart. She was but a frail thing to

look at, poor creature ! Very little strength, at any time, I should say

—

rery little strength.

Later on the same morning, when she woke, the lady took a sudden

turn, and got seemingly a great deal better. I was not let in again to see

her, no more was the housemaid, for the reason that she was not to be dis-

turbed by strangers. What I heard of her being better was through my
master. He was in wonderful good spirits about the change, and looked in

at the kitchen window from the garden, with his great big curly-brimmed

white hat on, to go out.

" Good Mrs. Cook," says he, " Lady Glyde is better. My mind is more
easy than it was ; and I am going out to stretch my big legs with a sunny
little summer walk. Shall I order for you, shall I market for you, .Mrs.

Cook ? What are you making there ? A nice tart for dinner ? Much
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crest, if you please—much crisp crust, my dear, that melts and crumbles

delicious in the mouth." That was his way. He was past sixty, and fond

of pastry. Just think of that

!

The doctor came again in the forenoon, and saw for himself that Lady

Glyde had woke up better. He forbid us to talk to her, or to let her talk

to us, in case she was that way disposed ; saying she must be kept quiet

before all things, and encouraged to sleep as much as possible. She did

not seem to want to talk whenever I saw her—except overnight, when I

couldn't make out what she was saying—she seemed too much worn down,

Mr. Goodricke was not nearly in such good spirits about her as master.

He said nothing when he came down stairs, except that he would call again

st five o'clock.

About that time (which was before master came home again), the bell

rang hard from the bedroom, and my mistress ran out into the landing, and

tailed to me to go for Mr. Goodricke, and tell him the lady had fainted.

I got on my bonnet and shawl, when, as good luck would have it, the

doctor himself came to the house for his promised visit.

I let him in, and went up-stairs along with him. " Lady Glyde

was just as usual," says my mistress to him at the door ;
" she was awake,

and looking about her, in a strange, forlorn manner, when I heard her givo

a sort of half cry, and she fainted in a moment." The doctor went up to

the bed, and stooped down over the sick lady. He looked very serious, all

on a sudden, at the sight of her ; and put his hand on her heart.

My mistress stared hard in Mr. Goodricke's face. " Not dead !" says

she, whispering, and turning all of a tremble from head to foot.

"Yes," says the doctor, very quiet and grave. "Dead. I was afraid it

would happen suddenly, when I examined her heart yesterday." My
mistress stepped back from the bedside, while he was speaking, and

trembled and trembled again. "Dead!" she whispers to herself; "dead

so suddenly ! dead so soon ! What will the Count say 1" Mr. Goodricke

advised her to go down-stairs, and quiet herself a little. " You have been

sitting up all night," says he ;
" and your nerves are shaken. This

person," says he, meaning me, " this person will stay in the room, till I can

send for the necessary assistance." My mistress did as he told her. " I

must prepare the Count," she says. " I must carefully prepare the Count."

And so she left us, shaking from head to foot, and went out.

" Your master is a foreigner," says Mr. Goodricke, when my mistress

had left us. " Does he understand about registering the death ?" ' 1

can't rightly tell, sir," says I ;
" but I should think not." The doctor

considered a minute ; and then, says he, " I don't usually do such things,"

Bays he, " but it may save the family trouble in this case, if I register the

death myself. I shall pass the district office in half an hour's time ; and I

«m easily look in. Mention, if you please, that I will do so." "' Yes, sir,'
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says I, " with, thanks, Fm sure, for your kindness in thinking of it." " You
•ion't mind staying here, till I can send you the proper person ?" says he.

" No, sir," says I ; " I'll stay with the poor lady, till then. I suppose

nothing more could be done, sir, than was done ?" says I. " No," says he

;

" nothing ; she must have suffered sadly before ever I saw her : the caaa

was hopeless when I was called in." " Ah, dear me ! we all come to it,

sooner or later, don't we, sir ?" says I. He gave no answer to that ; he

didn't seem to care about talking. He said, " Good day," and went

out.

I stopped by the bedside from that time, till the time when Mr. Good-

ricke sent the person in, as he had promised. She was, by name, Jane

Gould. I considered her to be a respectable-looking woman. She made

no remark, except to say that she understood what was wanted of her, and

that she had winded a many of them in her time.

How master bore the news, when he first heard it, is more than I can

tell ; not having been present. "When I did see him, he looked awfully

overcome by it, to be sure. He sat quiet in a corner, with his fat hands

hanging over his thick knees, and his head down, and his eyes looking at

nothing. He seemed not so much sorry, as scared and dazed like, by what

had happened. My mistress managed all that was to be done about the

funeral. It must have cost a sight of money : the coffin, in particular,

being most beautiful. The dead lady's husband was away, as we heard, in

foreign parts. But my mistress (being her aunt) settled it with her friends

in the country (Cumberland, I think) that she should be buried there, in

the same grave along with her mother. Everything was done handsomely,

in respect of the funeral, I say again ; and master went down to attend the

burying in the country himself. He looked grand in his deep mourning,

with his big solemn face, and his slow walk, and his broad hatband—that

he did

!

In conclusion, I have to say, in answer to questions put to me.

(1) That neither I nor my fellow-servant ever saw my master give

Lady Glyde any medicine himself.

(2) That he was never, to my knowledge and belief, left alone in the

room with Lady Glyde.

(3) That -I am not able to say what caused the sudden fright, which my
mistress informed me had seized the lady on her first coming into the

house. The cause was never explained, either to me or to my fellow-

servant.

The above statement has been read over in my presence. I have nothing

to add to it, or to take away from it. I say, on my cath as a Christian

woman, This is the truth. .

(Signed) Hester Pinhoen, Her + Mark,
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2. Tlie Narrative of the Doctor.

To the Registrar of the Sub-District in which the under-mentioned Death

took place.—I hereby certify that I attended Lady Glyde, aged Twenty-One

ast Birthday ; that I last saw her, on Thursday, the 25th July, 1850 ; that

she died on the same day at No. 5, Forest-road, St. John's Wood ; and that

the cause of her death was, Aneurism. Duration of Disease, not known.

(Signed) Alfred Goodeickk.

Prof. Title. M.R.C.S. Eng. L.S.A.

Address. 12, Croydon Gardens, St. John's Wood.

3. The Narrative of Jane Gould.

I was the person sent in by Mr. Goodricke, to do what was right and

needful by the remains of a lady, who had died at the house named in the

certificate which precedes this. I found the body in charge of the servant,

Hester Pinhorn. I remained with it, and prepared it, at the proper time,

for the grave. It was laid in the coffin, in my presence ; and I afterwards

saw the coffin screwed down, previous to its removal. When that had

been done, and not before, I received what was due to me, and left the

house. I refer persons who may wish to investigate my character to

Mr. Goodricke. He will bear witness that I can be trusted to tell the

truth.

(Signed) Jane Gould.

4. The Narrative of the Tombstone.

Sacred to the Memory of Laura, Lady Glyde, wife of Sir Percival Glyde,

Bart., of Blackwater Park, Hampshire ; and daughter of the late Philip

Fairlie, Esq., of Limmeridge House, in this parish. Born, March 27th,

1829 ; married, December 22nd, 1849 ; died, July 25th, 1850.

5. Tlie Narrative of Walter Hartright.

Early in the summer of 1850, I, and my surviving companions, left the

wilds and forests of Central America for home. Arrived at the coast, we
took ship there for England. The vessel was wrecked in the Gulf of

Mexico ; I was among the few saved from the sea. It was my third

escape from peril of death. Death by disease, death by 'the Indians,

death by drowning—all three had approached me ; all three had passed

me by.

The survivors of the wreck were rescued by an American vessel, bound
for Liverpool. The ship reached her port on the thirteenth day of October,

1850. We landed late in the afternoon ; and I arrived in London the same

night.

These pages are not the record of my wanderings and my dangers away
itoax home. The motives which led me from my country and my friends
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to a new world of adventure and peril are known. From that self-imposed

erile T came back, as I had hoped, prayed, believed I should come back—

a

changed man. In the waters of a new life I had tempered my nature

afresh. In the stern school of extremity and danger my will had learnt tc

be strong, my heart to be resolute, my mind to rely on itself. I had gone

out to fly from my own future. I came back to face it, as a man should.

To face it with that inevitable suppression of myself, which I knew it

would demand from me. I had parted with the worst bitterness of the

past, but not with my heart's remembrance of the sorrow and the tender-

ness of that memorable time. I had not ceased to feel the one irreparable

disappointment of my life—I bad only learnt to bear it. Laura Fairlie

was in all my thoughts when the ship bore me away, and I looked my last

at England. Laura Fairlie was in all my thoughts when the ship brought

me back, and the morning light showed the friendly shore in view.

My pen traces the old letters as my heart goes back to the old love. I

write cf her as Laura Fairlie still. It is hard to think of her, it is hard to

speak of her, by her husband's name.

There are no more words of explanation to add, on my appearing for the

second time in these pages. This narrative, if I have the strength and

Ihe courage to write it, may now go on.

My first anxieties and first hopes, when the morning came, centered in

my mother and my sister. I felt the necessity of preparing them for tha

joy and surprise of my return, after in absence, during which it had been

impossible for them to receive any tidings of me for months past. Early in

the morning, I sent a letter to the Hampstead Cottage ; and followed il

myself in an hour's time.

When the first meeting was over, when our quiet and composure of othei

days began gradually to return to us, 1 saw something in my mother's face

which told me that a secret oppression lay heavy on her heart. There was
more than love—there was sorrow in the anxious eyes that looked on me
so tenderly; there was pity in the kind hand that slowly and fondly

strengthened its hold on mine. "We had no concealments from each other.

She knew how the hope of my life had been wrecked—she knew why I had
left her. It was on my lips to ask as composedly as I could, if any letter

had come for me from Miss Halcombe—if there was any news of her sister

that I might hear. But, when I looked in my mother's face, I lost courage

tc put the question even in that guarded form. I could only say, doubtin°-ly

and restrainedly,

" You havo something to tell me."

My sister, who had been sitting opposite to us, rose suddenly, without a

word of explanation—rose, and left the room.

My mother moved closer to me on the sofa, aad put her arms round my
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neck. Those fond arms trembled ; the tears flowed fast over the faithful

loving face.

"Walter!" she whispered—"my own darling! my heart is heavy for

you. Oh, my son ! my son ! try to remember that I am still left
!"

My head sank on her bosom. She had said all, in saying those words.
* * * » *

It was the morning of the third day since my return—the morning of the

sixteenth of October.

1 had remained with them at the Cottage ; I had tried hard not to

embitter the happiness of my return, to them, as it was embittered to me.

I had done all man could to rise after the shock, and accept my life re-

signedly—to let my great sorrow come in tenderness to my heart, and not

in despair. It was useless and hopeless. No tears soothed my aching

Dyes; no relief came to me from m/ sister's sympathy or my mother's

love.

On that third morning, I opened my heart to them. At last the words

passed my lips which I had longed to speak on the day when my mother

told me of her death.

"Let me go away alone, for a little while," I said. "I shall bear it

better when I have looked once more at the place where I first saw her

—

when I have knelt and prayed by the grave where they have laid her to

rest."

I departed on my journey—my journey to the grave < if Laura Fairlie.

It was a quiet autumn afternoon, when I stopped at the solitary station,

and set forth alone, on foot, by the well-remembered road. The waning

aun was shining faintly through thin white clouds ; the air was warm
»nd still ; the peacefulness of the lonely country was over-shadowed and

saddened by the influence of the falling year.

1 reached the moor ; I stood again on the brow of the hill ; I looked on,

along the path—and there were the familiar garden trees in the distance,

the clear sweeping semicircle of the drive, the high white walls of Limme-
ridge House. The chances and changes, the wanderings and dangers of

months and months past, all shrank and shrivelled to nothing in my mind.

It was like yesterday, since my feet had last trodden the fragrant heathy

ground ! I thought I should see her coming to meet me, with her little

straw hat shading her face, her simple dress fluttering in the air, and her

well-filled sketch-book ready in her hand.

Oh, Death, thou hast thy sting ! oh, Grave, thou hast thy victory

!

I turned aside ; and there below me, in the glen, was the lonesome gray

church ; the porch where I had waited for the coming of the woman in

white; the hills encircling the quiet burial-ground; the brook bubbling

oold over its stony bed. There was the marble cross, fair and white, at the

head of the tomb—the tomb that now rose over mother and daughter alike.
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I approached the grave. I crossed once more the low stone stile, and

bared my head as I touched the sacred ground. Sacred to gentleness and

goodness ; sacred to reverence and grief.

I stopped before the pedestal from which the cross rose. On one side of

it, on the side nearest to me, the newly-cut inscription met my eyes—the

hard, clear, cruel black letters which told the story of her life and death. I

tried to read them. I did read, as far as the name. " Sacred to the

Memory of Laura " The kind blue eyes dim with tears ; the fair head

drooping wearily ; the innocent, parting words which implored me to leave

her—oh, for a happier last memory of her than this ; the memory I took

away with me, the memory I bring back with me to her grave

!

A second time I tried to read the inscription. I saw, at the end, the

date of her death ; and above it

Above it, there were lines on the marble, there was a name among them,

which disturbed my thoughts of her. I went round to the other side of

the grave, where there was nothing to read—nothing of earthly vileness to

force its way between her spirit and mine.

I knelt down by the tomb. I laid my hands, I laid my head, on tho

broad white stone, and closed my weary eyes on the earth around, on the

light above. I let her come back to me. Oh, my love ! my love ! my
heart ,may speak to you now I It is yesterday again, since we parted

—

yesterday, since your dear hand lay in mine—yesterday, since my eyes

looked their last on you. My love ! my love !

Time had flowed on ; and Silence had fallen, like thick night, over its

course.

The first sound that came, after the heavenly peace, rustled faintly, like

a passing breath of air, over the grass of the burial-ground. I heard it

nearing me slowly, until it came changed to my ear—came like footsteps

moving onward—then stopped.

I looked up.

The sunset was near at hand. The clouds had parted; the slanting

light fell mellow over the hills. The last of the day was cold and clear and

still in the quiet valley of the dead.

Beyond me, in the burial-ground, standing together in the cold clearness

of the lower light, I saw two women. They were looking towards the

tomb ; looking towards me.

Two.

They came a little on ; and stopped again. Their veils were down, and

hid their faces from me. When they stopped, one of them raised her veiL

In the still evening light, I saw the face of Marian Halcombe.
Changed, changed as if years had passed over it ! The eyes large and

wild, and looking at me with a strange terror in them. The face worn
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and waste-d piteously. 1'ain and fear and grief written on her as with a

brand.

I took one step towards her from the grave. She never moved—she

never spoke. The veiled woman with her cried out faintly. I stopped.

The springs of my life fell low ; and the shuddering of an unutterable dread

crept over me from head to foot.

The woman with the veiled face moved away from her companion, and

came towards me slowly. Left by herself, standing by herself, Marian

Hflcombe spoke. It was the voice that I remembered—the voice not

Changed, like the frightened eyes and the wasted face.

"My dream! my dream!" I heard her say those words softly, in the

»wful silence. She sank on her knees, and raised her clasped hands to the

heaven. " Father ! strengthen him. Father ! help him, in his hour o'

need."

The woman came on ; slowly and silently came on. I looked at her—al

her, and at none other, from that moment.

The voice that was praying for me, faltered and sank low—then rose

on a sudden, and called affrightedly, called despairingly to me to como
away.

But the veiled woman had possession of me, body and soul. She stopped

on one side of the grave. We stood face to face, with the tombstone

between us. She was close to the inscription on the side of the pedestal.

Her gown touched the black letters.

The voice came nearer, and rose and rose more passionately still,

" Hide your face ! don't look at her ! Oh, for God's sake spare him !
"

The woman lifted her veil.

** Sacred to the Memory of Laura, Lady Glyde
—

"

Laura, Lady Glyde, was standing by the inscription, and was looking at

in* oyer the grave.

r37i« Rocond Enoch of the Story closes fare.]
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THE THIKD EPOCH.

The Story continued by Walteb Hartbkibt

L
I ofei: a new page. I advance my narrative by one week.

The history of the interval which I thus pass over must remain unre-

corded. My heart turns faint, my mind sinks in darkness and confusion

when I think of it. This must not be, if I, who write, am to guide, as I

ought, you who read. This must not be, if the clue that leads through the

windings of the Story is to remain, from end to end, untangled in my
hands.

A life suddenly changed—its whole purpose created afresh ; its hopes

and fears, its struggles, its interests, and its sacrifices, all turned at once

and for ever into a new direction—this is the prospect which now opena

before me, like the burst of view from a mountain's top. I left my narra-

tive in the quiet shadow of Limmeridge church : I resume it, one week

later, in the stir and turmoil of a London street.

The street is in a populous and a poor neighbourhood. The ground floor

of one of the houses in it is occupied by a small newsvendor's shop ; and

the first floor and the second are let as furnished lodgings of the humblest

kind.

I have taken those two floors in an assumed name. On the upper floor

I live, with a room to work in, a room to sleep in. On the lower floor,

under the same assumed name, two women live, who are described as my
sisters. I get my bread by drawing and engraving on wood for the cheap

periodicals. My sisters are supposed to help me by taking in a little

needlework. Our poor place of abode, our humble calling, our assumed

relationship, and our assumed name, are all used alike as a means of hiding

us in the house-forest of London. We are numbered no longer with the
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people whose lives are open and known. I am an obscure, unnoticed man.

without patron or friend to help me. Marian Halcombe is nothing now,

but my eldest sister, who provides for our household wants by the toil ol

her own hands. We two, in the estimation of others, are at once the

dupes and the agents of a daring imposture. We are supposed to be the

accomplices of mad Anne Catherick, who claims the name, the place, and

the living personality of dead Lady Glyde.

That is our situation. That is the changed aspect in which we three

must appear, henceforth, in this narrative, for many and many a page to

come.

In the eye of reason and of law, in the estimation of relatives and friends,

according to every received formality of civilised society, " Laura, Lady
Glyde," lay buried with her mother in Limmeridge churchyard. Torn in

her own lifetime from the list of the living, the daughter of Philip Fairlia

and the wife of Percival Glyde might still exist for her sister, might still

exist for me, but to all the world besides she was dead. Dead to her uncle

who had renounced her ; dead to the servants of the house, who had failed

to recognise her ; dead to the persons in authority who had transmitted hei

fortune to her husband and her aunt ; dead to my mother and my sister,

who believed me to be the dupe of an adventuress and the victim of a fraud

;

socially, morally, legally—dead.

And yet alive ! Alive in poverty and in hiding. Alive, with the pooi

drawing-master to fight her battle, and to win the way back for her to hei

place in the -world of living beings.

Did no suspicion, excited by my own knowledge of Anne Catherick'a

resemblance to her, cross my mind, when her face was first revealed to me ?

Not the shadow of a suspicion, from the moment when she lifted her vei(

by the side of the inscription which recorded her death.

Before the sun of that day had set, before the last glimpse of the home
which was closed against her had passed from our view, the farewell words

I spoke, when we parted at Limmeridge House, had been recalled by both

of us ; repeated by me, recognised by her. " If ever the time comes, when
the devotion of my whole heart and soul and strength will give you a

moment's happiness, or spare you a moment's sorrow, will you try to

remember the poor drawing-master who has taught you ?" She, who now
remembered so little of the trouble and terror of a later time, remembered

those words, and laid her poor head innocently and trastinply on the boson?

of the man who had spoken them. In that moment, when she called me
by my name, when she said, " They have tried to make me forget every-

thing, Walter ; but I remember Marian, and I remember you "—in that

moment, I, who had long since given her my love, gave her my life, and

thanked God that it was mine to bestow on her. Yes! the time had

Dome. From thousands on thousands of miles away ; through forest end
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wildorness, where companions stronger than I had fallen by my aide,

through peril of death thrice renewed, and thrice escaped, the Hand that

'eads men on the dark road to the future, had led me to meet that time.

Forlorn and disowned, sorely tried and sadly changed ; her beauty faded,

her mind clouded ; robbed of her station in the world, of her place among
living creatures—the devotion I had promised, the devotion of my whole

heart and soul and strength might be laid blamelessly, now, at those dear

feet. In the right of her calamity, in the right of her friendlessness, she

was mine at last ! Mine to support, to protect, to cherish, to restore.

Mine to love and honour as father and brother both. Mine to vindicate

through all risks and all sacrifices—through the hopeless struggle against

Rank and Power, through the long fight with armed deceit and fortified

Success, through the waste of my reputation, through the loss of my
friends, through the hazard of my life.

II.

My position is defined ; my motives are acknowledged. The story of

Marian and the story of Laura must come next.

I shall relate both narratives, not in the words (often interrupted, often

inevitably confused) of the speakers themselves, but in the words of the

brief, plain, studiously simple abstract which I committed to writing for

my own guidance, and for the guidance of my legal adviser. So the

tangled web will be most speedily and most intelligibly unrolled.

The story of Marian begins, where the narrative of the housekeeper at

Blackwater Park left off.

On Lady Glyde's departure from her husband's house, the fact of thai

departure, and the necessary statement of the circumstances under which
it had taken place, were communicated to Miss Halcombe by the house-

keeper. It was not till some days afterwards (how many days exactly,

Mrs. Michelson, in the absence of anv written memorandum on the subject,

could not undertake to say) than a letter arrived from Madame Fosco

announcing Lady Glyde's sudden death in Count Fosco's house. The
letter avoided mentioning dates, and left it to Mrs. Michelson's discretion to

break the news at once to Miss Halcombe, or to defer doing so until that

lady's health should be more firmly established.

Having consulted Mr. Dawson (who had been himself delayed, by ill

health, in resuming his attendance at Blackwater Park), Mrs. Michelson,

by the doctor's advice, and in the doctor's presence, communicated the

news, either on the day when the letter was received, or on the day after.

It is not necessary to dwell here upon the effect which the intelligence of

Lady Glyde's sudden death produced on her sister. It is only useful to

the present purpose to say that shs was not able to travel tor more th*n



THE WOMAN IN WHITE. 325

three weeks afterwards. At the end of that time she proceeded to London,

accompanied by the housekeeper. They parted there ; Mrs. Michelson pre-

viously informing Miss Ilalcombe of her address, in case they might wish

to communicate at a future period.

On parting with the housekeeper, Miss Halcombe went at once to the

office of Messrs. Gilmore and Kyrle, to consult with the latter gentleman,

In Mr. Gilmore's absence. She mentioned to Mr. Kyrle, what she had

thought it desirable to conceal from every one else (Mrs. Michelson included)

—her suspicion of the circumstances under which Lady Glyde was said to

have met her death. Mr. Kyrle, who had previously given friendly proof

of his anxiety to serve Miss Halcombe, at once undertook to make such

inquiries as the delicate and dangerous nature of the investigation proposed

to him would permit.

To exhaust this part of the subject before going farther, it may be hero

mentioned that Count Fosco offered every facility to Mr. Kyrle, on that

gentleman's stating that he was sent by Miss Halcombe to collect such par-

ticulars as had not yet reached her of Lady Glyde's decease. Mr. Kyrle was

placed in communication with the medical man, Mr. Goodricke, and with

the two servants. In the absence of any means of ascertaining the exact

date of Lady Glyde's departure from Blackwater Park, the result of the

doctor's and the servants' evidence, and of the volunteered statements of

Count Fosco and his wife, was conclusive to the mind of Mr. Kyrle. He
could only assume that the intensity of Miss Halcombe's suffering under

the loss of her sister, had misled her judgment in a most deplorable

manner ; and he wrote her word that the shocking suspicion to which sht

had alluded in his presence, was, in his opinion, destitute of the smallest

fragment of foundation in truth. Thus the investigation by Mr. Gilmore's

partner began and ended.

Meanwhile, Miss Halcombe had returned to Limmeridge House: and

had there collected all the additional information which she was able to

obtain.

Mr. Fairlie had received his firs*; intimation of his niece's death from his

sister, Madame Fosco ; this letter also not containing any exact reference to

dates. He had sanctioned his sister's proposal that the deceased lady

should be laid in her mother's grave in Limmeridge churchyard. Count

Fosco had accompanied the remains to Cumberland, and had attended the

funeral at Limmeridge, which took place on the 30th of July. It was fol-

lowed, as a mark of respect, by all the inhabitants of the village and the

aeighbourhood. On the next day, the inscription (originally drawn out, it

was said, by the aunt of the deceased lady, and submitted for approval to

her brother, Mr. Fairlie) was engraved on one side of the monument over

the tomb.

On the day of the funeral and for one day after it Count Foeoo had



826 THE WOMAN m -WHITR.

been received as a guest at Limmeridge House ; but no interview had taken

place between Mr. Fairlie and himself, by the former gentleman's desire.

They had communicated by writing ; and, through this medium, Count
Fosco had made Mr. Fairlie acquainted with the details of his niece's ).ast

illness and death. The letter presenting this information added no new
facts to the facts already known ; but one very remarkable paragraph was
contained in the postscript. It referred to Anne Catherick.

The substance of the paragraph in question was as follows :

It first informed Mr. Fairlie that Anne Catherick (of whom he might

hear full particulars from Miss Halcombe when she reached Limmeridge)

had been traced and recovered in the neighbourhood of Blackwater Park,

and had been, for the second time, placed under the charge of the medical

man from whose custody she had once escaped.

This was the first part of the postscript. The second part warned Mr.

Fairlie that Anne Catherick's mental malady had been aggravated by her

long freedom from control ; and that the insane hatred and distrust of Sir

Percival Glyde, which had been one of her most marked delusions in

former times, still existed, under a newly-acquired form. The unfortunate

woman's last idea in connection with Sir Percival, was the idea of annoying

and distressing him, and of elevating herself, as she supposed, in the estima-

tion of the patients and nurses, by assuming the character of his decease!

wife ; the scheme of this personation having evidently occurred to her, aftei

a stolen interview which she had succeeded in obtaining with Lady Glyde,

and at which she had observed the extraordinary accidental likeness between

the deceased lady and herself. It was to the last degree improbable that

she would succeed a second time in escaping from the Asylum ; but it was
just possible she might find some means of annoying the late Lady Glyde s

relatives with letters ; and, in that case, Mr. Fairlie was warned beforehand

how to receive them.

The postscript, expressed in these terms, was shown to Miss Halcombe,

when she arrived at Limmeridge. There were also placed in her possession

the clothes Lady Glyde had worn, and the other effects she had brought

with her to her aunt's house. They had been carefully collected and sent

to Cumberland by'Madame Fosco.

Such was the posture of affairs when Miss Halcombe reached Limme-
ridge, in the early part of September.

Shortly afterwards, she was confined to her room by a relapse ; her

weakened physical energies giving way under the severe mental affliction

from which she was now suffering. On getting stronger again, in a

month's time, her suspicion of the circumstances described as attending her

Bister's death, still remained unshaken. She had heard nothing, in the in-

terim, of Sir Percival Glyde ; but letters had reached her from Madame
Fosco, making the most affectionate inquiries on the part of her husband
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and herself. Instead of answering these letters, Miss Halcombe caused the

house in St. John's Wood, and the proceedings of its inmates, to be pri-

vately watched.

Nothing doubtful was discovered. The same result attended the next,

investigations, which were secretly instituted on the subject of Mrs. Ru-

belle. She had arrived in London, about six months before, with her hus-

band. They had come from Lyons ; and they had taken a house in the

neighbourhood of Leicester-square, to be fitted up as a boarding-house for

foreigners, who were expected to visit England in large numbers to see the

Exhibition of 1851. Nothing was known against husband or wife, in the

neighbourhood. They were quiet people ; and they had paid their way
honestly up to the present time. The final inquiries related to Sir Percival

Glyde. He was settled in Paris ; and living there quietly in a small

circle of English and French friends.

Foiled at all points, but still not able to rest, Miss Halcombe next

determined to visit the Asylum in which she then supposed Anne Cathe-

rick to be for the second time confined. She had felt a strong curiosity

about the woman in former days ; and she was now doubly interested

—

first, in ascertaining whether the report of Anne Catherick's attempted

personation of Lady Glyde was true ; and, secondly (if it proved to be

true), in discovering for herself what the poor creature's real motives were

for attempting the deceit.

Although Count Fosco's letter to Mr. Fairlie did not mention the address

of the Asylum, that important omission cast no difficulties in Miss Hal-

combe's way. When Mr. Hartright had met Anne Catherick at Limme-
ridge, she had informed him of the locality in which the house was situ-

ated ; and Miss Halcombe had noted down the direction in her diary, with

all the other particulars of the interview, exactly as she heard them from

Mr. Hartright's own lips. Accordingly, she looked back at the entry, and

extracted the address; furnished herself with the Count's letter to Mr.

Fairlie, as a species of credential which might be useful to her ; and started

by herself for the Asylum, on the eleventh of October.

She passed the night of the eleventh in London. It had been her inten-

tion to sleep at the house inhabited by Lady Glyde's old governess ; but

Mrs. Vesey's agitation at the sight of her lost pupil's nearest and dearest

friend was so distressing, that Miss Halcombe considerately refrained from

remaining in her presence, and removed to a respectable boarding-house in

the neighbourhood, recommended by Mrs. Vesey's married sister. The
next day, she proceeded to the Asylum, which was situated not far from

London, on the northern side of the metropolis.

She was immediately admitted to see the proprietor.

At first, he appeared to be decidedly unwilling to let her communicate

With his patient. But, on her showing him the postscript to Count Fosoo 8
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letter—on her reminding liim that she was the " Miss Halcornbe " there

referred to ; that she was a near rela< ive of the deceased Lady Glyde ; and
that she was therefore naturally interested, for family reasons, in observing

for herself the extent of Anne Catherick's delusion, in relation to her late

sister—the tone and manner of the owner of the Asylum altered, and he

withdrew hi3 objections. He probably felt that a continued refusal, under

these circumstances, would not only be an act of discourtesy in itself, but

would also imply that the proceedings in his establishment were not of a

nature to bear investigation by respectable strangers.

Miss Halcornbe's own impression was that the owner of the Asylum had
not been received into the confidence of Sir Percival and the Count. His

consenting at all to let her visit his patient seemed to afford one proof of

this, and his readiness in making admissions which could scarcely have

escaped the lips of an accomplice, certainly appeared to furnish another.

For example, in the course of the introductory conversation which took

place, he informed Miss Halcornbe that Anne Catherick had been brought

back to him, with the necessary order and certificates, by Count Fosco, on

the twenty-seventh of July ; the Count also producing a letter of explana-

tions and instructions, signed by Sir Percival Glyde. On receiving his

inmate again, the proprietor of the Asylum acknowledged that he had ob-

served some curious personal changes in her. Such changes, no doubt,

were not without precedent in his experience of persons mentally afflicted.

Insane people were often, at one time, outwardly as well as inwardly, un-

like what they were at another ; the change from better to worse, or from
worse to better, in the madness, having a necessary tendency to produce

alterations of appearance externally. He allowed for these ; and he allowed

also for the modification in the form of Anne Catherick's delusion, which
was reflected, no doubt, in her manner and expression. But he was still

perplexed, at times, by certain differences between his patient before shr

had escaped, and his patient since she had been brought back. Those
differences were too minute to be described. He could not say, of course,

that she was absolutely altered in height or shape or complexion, or in the

colour of her hair and eyes, or in the general form of her face : the change
was something that he felt, more than something that he saw. In short,

the case had been a puzzle from the first, and one more perplexity was
added to it now.

It cannot be said that this conversation led to the result of even partially

preparing Miss Halcornbe's mind for what was to come. But it produced,

nevertheless, a very serious effect upon her. She was so completely un-

nerved by it, that some little time elapsed before she could summon com-
posure enough to follow the proprietor of the Asylum to that part of the

Douse in which the inmates were confined.

On inquiry, it turned out that the supposed Anne Catherick was then
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taking exerciss in the grounds attached to the establishment. One of the

nurses volunteered to conduct Miss Halconibe to the place ; the proprietot

of the Asylum remaining in the house for a few minutes to attend to a

case which required his services, and then engaging to join his visitor in

the grounds.

The nurse led Miss Halcombe to a distant part of the property, which

was prettily laid out ; and, after looking abont her a little, turned into a

turf walk, shaded by a shrubbery on either side. About half way down

this walk, two women were slowly approaching. The nurse pointed to

them, and said, " There is Anne Catherick, ma'am, with the attendant

who waits on her. The attendant will answer any questions you wish to

put." With those words the nurse left her, to return to the duties of the

nouse.

Miss Halcombe advanced on her side, and the women advanced on theirs

When they were within a dozen paces of each other, one of the women
stopped for an instant, looked eagerly at the strange lady, shook off tho

nurse's grasp on her, and, the next moment, rushed into Miss Halcombe's

arms. In that moment Miss Halcombe recognised her sister—recognised

the dead-alive.

Fortunately for the success of the measures taken subsequently, no one

was present, at that moment, but the nurse. She was a young woman ;

and she was so startled that she was at first quite incapable of inter-

fering. When she was able to do so, her whole services were required by
Miss Halcombe, who had for the moment sunk altogether in the effort to

keep her own senses under the shock of the discovery. After waiting a few

minutes in the fresh air and the cool shade, her natural energy and courage

helped her a little, and she became sufficiently mistress of herself to feel

the necessity of recalling her presence of mind for her unfortunate sister's

sake.

She obtained permission to speak alone with the patient, on condition

that they both remained well within the nurse's view. There was no time
for questions—there was only time for Miss Halcombe to impress on tht

iinhappy lady the necessity of controlling herself, and to assure her of im-

mediate help and rescue if she did so. The prospect of escaping from the

Asylum by obedience to her sister's directions, was sufficient to quiet Lady
Glyde, and to make her understana what was required of her. Miss Hal-

combe next returned to the nurse, placed all the gold she then had in her

pocket (three sovereigns) in the nurse's hands, and asked when and where

she could speak to her alone.

The woman was at first surprised and distrustful. But, on Miss Hal-

combe's declaring that she only wanted to put some questions which she

ft'as too much agitated to ask at that moment, and that she had no inten-

liim of misleading the nurse into any dereliction of duty, the woman tocfe
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the money, and proposed three o'clock on the next day as the time for tha

interview. She might then slip out for half an hour, after the patients had
dined ; and sne would meet the lady in a retired place, outside the high

north wall which screened the grounds of the house. Miss Halcombe had

only time to assent, and to whisper to her sister that she should hear from

her on the next day, when the proprietor of the Asylum joined them. He
noticed his visitor's agitation, which Miss Halcombe accounted for by say-

ing that her interview with Anne Catherick had a little startled her, at

first. She took her leave as soon after as possible—that is to say, as soon

as she could summon courage to force herself from the presence of her un-

fortunate sister.

A very little reflection, when the capacity to reflect returned, convinced

her that any attempt to identify Lady Glyde and to rescue her by legal

means, would, even if successful, involve a delay that might be fatal to her

sister's intellects, which were shaken already by the horror of the situation

to which she had been consigned. By the time Miss Halcombe had got

back to London, she had determined to effect Lady Glyde's escape privately,

by means of the nurse.

She went at once to her stockbroker ; and sold out of the funds all the

little property she possessed, amounting to rather less than seven hundred

pounds. Determined, if necessary, to pay the price of her sister's liberty

with every farthing she had in the world, she repaired the next day, having

the whole sum about her, in bank-notes, to her appointment outside the

Asylum wall.

The nurse was there. Miss Halcombe approached the subject cautiously

by many preliminary questions. She discovered, among other particulars,

that the nurse who had, in former times, attended on the true Anne Cathe-

rick, had been held responsible (although she was not to blame for it) for

the patient's escape, and had lost her place in consequence. The same

penalty, it was added, would attach to the person then speaking to her, ii

the supposed Anne Catherick was missing a second time ; and, moreover,

the nurse, in this case, had an especial interest in keeping her place. She

was engaged to be married ; and she and her future husband were waiting

till they could save, together, between two and three hundred pounds to

start in business. The nurse's wages were good ; and she might succeed,

by strict economy, in contributing her small share towards the sum required

in two years' time.

On this hint, Miss Halcombe spoke. She declared that the supposed

Anne Catherick was nearly related to her ; that she had been placed in the

Asylum under a fatal mistake ; and that the nurse would be doing a good

and a Christian action in being the means of restoring them to one another.

Before there was time to start a single objection, Miss Halcombe took four

bank-notes of a hundred pounds eaoh from her pocket-book, and offered
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them to the woman, as a compensation for the risk she was to ran, and for

the loss of her place.

The nurse hesitated, through sheer incredulity and surprise. Miss Hal-

combe pressed the point on her firmly.

" You will be doing a good action," she repeated ;
" you will be helping

the most injured and unhappy woman alive. There is your marriage-por-

tion for a reward. Bring her safely to me, here ; and I will put these four

bank-notes into your hand, before I claim her."

" Will you give me a letter saying those words, which I can show to my
sweetheart, when he asks how I got the money?" inquired the woman.

" I will bring the letter with me, ready written and signed," answered

Miss Halcombe.
" Then I'll risk it," said the nurse.

" When ?"

" To-morrow."

It was hastily agreed between them that Miss Halcombe should return

early the next morning, and wait out of sight, among the trees—always,

however, keeping near the quiet spot of ground under the north wall. The

nurse could fix no time for her appearance ; caution requiring that she

should wait, and be guided by circumstances. On that understanding

they separated.

Miss Halcombe was at her place, with the promised letter, and the pro-

mised bank-notes, before ten the next morning. She waited more than an

hour and a half. At the end of that time, the nurse came quickly round

the comer of the wall, holding Lady Glyde by the arm. The moment they

met, Miss Halcombe put the bank-notes and the letter into her hand—and

the sisters were united again.

i- The nurse had dressed Lady Glyde, with excellent forethought, in a

bonnet, veil, and shawl of her own. Miss Halcombe only detained her to

suggest a means of turning the pursuit in a false direction, when the escape

was discovered at the Asylum/, She was to go back to the house ; to men-
tion in the hearing of the other nurses that Anne Catherick had been in-

quiring latterly, about the distance from London to Hampshire ; to wait

till the last moment, before discovery was inevitable ; and then to give the

alarm that Anne was missing. The supposed inquiries about Hampshire,

when communicated to the owner of the Asylum, would lead him to ima-

gine that his patient had returned to Blackwater Park, under the influence

of the delusion which made her persist in asserting herself to be Lady

Glyde ; and the first pursuit would, in all probability, be turned in that

direction.

The nurse consented to follow these suggestions—the more readily, as

they offered her the means of securing herself against any worse con-

sequences than the loss of her place, by remaining in the Asylum, and so
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maintaining the appearance of innocence, at least. She at once returned to

the house ; and Miss Halcombe- lost no time in taking her sister back with

her to London. They caught the afternoon train to Carlisle the same after-

noon, and arrived at Limmeridge, without accident or difficulty of any

kind, that night.

During the latter part of their journey, they were alone in the carriage,

and Miss Halcornbe was able to collect such remembrances of the past as

her sister's confused and weakened memory was able to recal. The terrible

story of the conspiracy so obtained, was presented in fragments, sadly

incoherent in themselves, and widely detached from each other. Imperfect

as the revelation was, it must nevertheless be recorded here before this

explanatory narrative closes with the events of the next day at Limmeridge

House.

Lady Glyde's recollection of the events which followed ner departure

from Blackwater Park began with her arrival at the London terminus of

the South Western Railway. She had omitted to make a memorandum
beforehand of the day on which she took the journey. All hope of fixin"

that important date, by any evidence of hers, or of Mrs. Michelson's, must
be given up for lost.

On the arrival of the train at the platform, Lady Glyde found Count

Fosco waiting for her. He was at the carriage door as soon as the porter

could open it. The train was unusually crowded, and there was great con-

fusion in getting the luggage. Some person whom Count Fosco brought

with him procured the luggage which belonged to Lady Glyde. It was

marked with her name. She drove away alone with the Count, in a

vehicle which she did not particularly notice at the time.

Her first question, on leaving the terminus, referred to Miss Halcombe.

The Count informed her that Miss Halcombe had not yet gone to Cumber-

land ; after-consideration having caused him to doubt the prudence of her

taking so long a journey without some days' previous rest.

Lady Glyde next inquired whether her sister was then staying in the

Count's house. Her recollection of the answer was confused, her only

distinct impression in relation to it being that the Count declared he was

then taking her to see Miss Halcombe. Lady Glyde's experience of London

was so limited, that she could not tell, at the time, through what streets

they were driving. But they never left the streets, and they never passed

any gardens or trees. When the carriage stopped, it stopped in a small

street, behind a square—a square in which there were shops, and public

buildings, and many people. From these recollections (of which Lady

Glyde was certain) it seems quite clear that Count Fosco did not take her

t<i his own residence in the suburb of St. John's Wood.
They entered the house, and went np-stairs to a back room, either on
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tbo first or second floor. The luggage was carefully brought ij. A female

.servant opened jthe door ; and a man with a dark beard, apparently a

foreigner, met them in the hall, and with great politeness showed them the

way up-stairs. In answer to Lady Glyde's inquiries, the Count assured

her that Miss Halcombe was in the house, and that she should be imme-

diately informed of her sister's arrival. He and the foreigner then went

away and left her by herself in the room. It was poorly furnished as a

sitting-room, and it looked out on the backs of houses.

The place was remarkably quiet ; no footsteps went up or down the

stairs—she only heard in the room beneath her a dull, rumbling sound cl

men'? voices talking. Before she had been long left alone, the Count

returned, to explain that Miss Halcombe was then taking rest, and could

not be disturbed for a little while. He was accompanied into the room by

a gentleman (an Englishman) whom he begged to present as a friend of

his.

After this singular introduction—in the course of which no names, to the

best of Lady Glyde's recollection, had been mentioned—she was left alone

with the stranger. He was perfectly civil ; but he startled and confused

her by some odd questions about herself, and by looking at her, while he

asked them, in a strange manner. After remaining a short time, he went

out ; and a minute or two afterwards a second stranger—also an Englishman

—came in. This person introduced himself as another friend x>f Count

Fosco's ; and he, in his turn, looked at her very oddly, and asked some

curious questions—never, as well as she could remember, addressing hei

by name ; and going out again, after a little while, like the first man. By
this time, she was so frightened about herself, and so uneasy about her

sister, that she had thoughts of venturing down stairs again, and claiming

the protection and assistance of the only woman she had seen in the house

—the servant who answered the door.

Just as she had risen from her chair, the Count came back into the

room.

The moment he appeared, she asked anxiously how long the meeting

between her sister and herself was to be still delayed. At first, he returned

an evasive answer ; but, on being pressed, he acknowledged, with great

apparent reluctance, that Miss Halcombe was by no means so well as he

had hitherto represented her to be. His tone and manner, in making this

reply, so alarmed Lady Glyde, or rather so painfully increased the uneasi-

ness which she had felt in the company of the two strangers, that a sudden

faintness overcame her, and she was obliged to ask for a glass of water.

The Count called from the door for water, and for a bottle of smelling-salts.

Both were brought in by the foreign-looking man with the beird. The
water, when Lady Glyde attempted to drink it, had so strange a taste that

H increased her faintness ; and she hastily took the bottle oi salts from
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3ount Fosoo, and smelt at it. Her head became giddy on the instant.

The Count caught the bottle as it dropped out of her band ; and the last

impression of which she was conscious was that he held it to her nostrils

again.

From this point, her recollections were found to be confused, fragmentary,

and difficult to reconcile with any reasonable probability.

Her own impression was that she recovered her senses later in the

evening ; that she then left the house ; that she went (as she had previously

arranged to go, at Blackwater Park) to Mrs. Vesey's ; that she drank tea

there ; and that she passed the night under Mrs. Vesey's roof. She was

totally unable to say how, or when, or in what company, she left the house

to which Count Fosco had brought her. But she persisted in asserting that

she had been to Mrs. Vesey's ; and, still more extraordinary, that she had

been helped to undress and get to bed by Mrs. Bubelle ! She could not

remember what the conversation was at Mrs. Vesey's, or whom she saw

there besides that lady, or why Mrs. Bubelle should have been present in

the house to help her.

Her recollection of what happened to her the next morning was still

more vague and unreliable.

She had some dim idea of driving out (at what hour she could not say)

with Count Fosco—and with Mrs. Bubelle, again, for a female attendant

But when, and why, she left Mrs. Vesey she could not tell ; neither did

she know what direction the carriage drove in, or where it set her down, or

whether the Count and Mrs. Bubelle did or did not remain with her all the

time she was out. At this point in her sad story there was a total blank.

She had no impressions of the faintest kind to communicate—no idea

whether one day, or more than one day, had passed—until she came to

herself suddenly in a strange place, surrounded by women who were all

unknown to her.

This was the Asylum. Here she first heard herself called by Anns

Catherick's name ; and here, as a last remarkable circumstance in the storj

of the conspiracy, her own eyes informed her that she had Anne Catherick's

clothes on. The nurse, on the first night in the Asylum, had shown her

the marks on each article of her underclothing as it was taken off, and had

said, not at all irritably or unkindly, " Look at your own name on youi

own clothes, and don't worry us all any more about being Lady Glyde,

She's dead and buried ; and you're alive and hearty. Do look at youi

clothes now ! There it is, in good marking ink ; and there you will find il

on all your old things, which we have kept in the house—Anne Catherick,

83 plain as print !" And there it was, when Miss Halcombe examined the

linen her sister wore, on the night of their arrival at Limmeridge House.

These were the only recollections- all of them uncertain, and some <X
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them contradictory—-which could be extracted from Lady Glyde, by careful

questioning, on the journey to Cumberland. Miss Halcombe abstained

from pressing her with any inquiries relating to events in the Asylum

:

her mind being but too evidently unfit to bear the trial of reverting to

them. It was known, by the voluntary admission of the owner of the

madhouse, that she was received there on the twenty-seventh of July.

From that date, until the fifteenth of October (the day of her rescue), she

had been under restraint ; her identity with Anne Catherick systematically

asserted, and [her sanity, from first to last, practically denied. Faculties

less delicately balanced, constitutions less tenderly organised, must have

suffered under such an ordeal as this. 1ST© man could have gone through

it, and come out of it unchanged.

Arriving at Limmeridge late on the evening of the fifteenth, Misa

Halcombe wisely resolved not to attempt the assertion of Lady Glyde's

identity, until the next day.

The first thing in the morning, she went to Mr. Fairlie's room ; and,

using all possible cautions and preparations beforehand, at last told him, in

10 many words, what had happened. As soon as his first astonishment and

alarm had subsided, he angrily declared that Miss Halcombe had allowed

herself to be duped by Anne Catherick. He referred her to Count Fosco's

letter, and to what she had herself told him of the personal resemblance

between Anne and his deceased niece ; and he positively declined to admit

to his presence even for one minute only, a madwoman whom it was an

insult and an outrage to have brought into his house at all.

Miss Halcombe left the room ; waited till the first heat of her indignation

had passed away ; decided, on reflection, that Mr. Fairlie should see his

niece in the interests of common humanity, before he closed his doors on

her as a stranger; and thereupon, without a word of previous warning,

took Lady Glyde with her to his room. The servant was posted at tho

door to prevent their entrance ; but Miss Halcombe insisted on passing

him, and made her way into Mr. Fairlie's presence, leading her sister by
the hand.

The scene that followed, though it only lasted for a few minutes, was toe

painful to be described—Miss Halcombe herself shrank from referring to it.

Let it be enough to say that Mr. Fairlie declared, in the most positive

terms, that he did not recognise the woman who had been brought into his

room ; that he saw nothing in her face and manner to make him doubt for

a moment that his niece lay buried in Limmeridge churchyard ; and that

he would call on the law to protect him if before the day was over she was
not removed from the house.

Taking the very worst view of Mr. Fairlie's selfishness, indolence, and

habitual want of feeling, it was manifestly impossible to suppose that he

was capable of such infamy as secretly recognising and openly diftowaing
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his brother's child. Miss Halcombe humanely and sensibly allowed all

due force to the influence of prejudice and alarm in preventing him from

fairly exercising his perceptions ; and accounted for what had happened, in

that way. But when she next put the servants to the test, and found that

they too were, in every case, uncertain, to say the least of it, whether the

lady presented to them was their young mistress, or Anne Catherick, of

whose resemblance to her they had all heard, the sad conclusion waa

inevitable, that the change produced in Lady Glyde's face and manner by
her imprisonment in the Asylum, waa far more serious than Miss Halcombe

had at first supposed. The vile deception which had asserted her death,

defied exposure even in the house where she was born, and among the

people with whom she had lived.

In a less critical situation, the effort need not have been given up as

hopeless, even yet.

For example, the maid, Fanny, who happened to be then absent from

Limmeridge, was expected back in two days ; and there would be a chance •

of gaining her recognition to start with, seeing that she had been in much
more constant communication with her mistress, and had been much more

heartily attached to her than the other servants. Again, Lady Glyde might

have been privately kept in the house, or in the village, to wait until her

health was a little recovered, and her mind was a little steadied again.

When her memory could be once more trusted to serve her, she would

naturally refer to persons and events, in the past, with a certainty and a

familiarity which no impostor could simulate ; and so the fact of her

identity, which her own appearance had failed to establish, might subse-

quently he proved, with time to help her, by the surer test of her own
words.

But the circumstances under which she had regained her freedom,

rendered all recourse to such means as these simply impracticable. The

pursuit from the Asylum, diverted to Hampshire for the time only, would

infallibly next take the direction of Cumberland. The persons appointed

to seek the fugitive, might arrive at Limmeridge House at a few hours'

notice ; and in Mr. Fairlie's present temper of mind, they might count on

the immediate exertion of his local influence and authority to assist them.

The commonest consideration for Lady Glyde's safety, forced on Miss

Halcombe the necessity of resigning the struggle to do her justice, and t>f

removing her at once from the place of all others that was now most

dangerous to her—the neighbourhood of her own home.

An immediate return to London was the first and wisest measure of

security which suggested itself. In the great city all traces of them might

be most speedily and most surely effaced. There were no preparations to

make—no farewell words of kindness to exchange with any one. On the

afternoon of that memorable day of the sixteenth, Miss Halcombe roused
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bersistci to a last exertion of courage ; and, without a living soul to wisti

them well at parting, the two took their way into the world alone, and

lurnod their backs for ever on Lirnmeridge House.

They had passed the hill above the churchyard, when Lady Glyde

insisted on turning back to look her last at her mother's grave. Miss

ILilcombe tried to shake her resolution ; but, in this one instance, tried in

vain. She was immovable. Her dim eyes lit with a sudden fire, and

flashed through the veil that hung over them ; her wasted fingers strength-

ened, moment by moment, round the friendly arm by which they had

held so listlessly till this time. I believe in my soul that the Hand of God

was pointing their way back to them ; and that the most innocent and the

most afflicted of His creatures was chosen, in that dread moment, to see it.

They retraced their steps to the burial-ground ; and by that act sealed

the future of our three lives.

III.

i'his was the story of the past—the story, so far as we knew it then.

Two obvious conclusions presented themselves to my mind, after hearing

It. In the first place, I saw darkly what the nature of the conspiracy had

been ; how chances had been watched, and how circumstances had been

handled to ensure impunity to a daring and an intricate crime. While all

details were still a mystery to me, the vile manner in which the personal

resemblance between the woman in white and Lady Glyde had been turned

to account, was clear beyond a doubt. It was plain that Anne Catherick

had been introduced into Count Fosco's house as Lady Glyde ; it was plain

that Lady Glyde had taken the dead woman's place in the Asylum—the

substitution having been so managed as to make innocent people (the

doctor and the two servants certainly ; and the owner of the madhouse in

all probability) accomplices in the crime.

The second conclusion came as the necessary consequence of the first.

We three had no mercy to expect from Count Fosco and Sir Percival

Glyde. The success of the conspiracy had brought with it a clear gain to

these two men of thirty thousand pounds—twenty thousand to one : ten

thousand to the other, through his wife. They had that interest, as well

as other interests, in ensuring their impunity from exposure ; and they

would leave no stone unturned, no sacrifice unattempted, no treachery

untried, to discover the place in which .their victim was concealed, and to

part her from the only friends she had in the world—Marian Halcombo
and myself.

The sense of this serious peril—a peril which every day ana every hour

might bring nearer and nearer to us—was the one influence that guidea me
In fixing the place of our retreat. I chose it in the far East of London,

where there were fewest idle people to lounge and look about them in the

z
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streets. I chose it in a poor and a populous neighbournood—because thg

harder the struggle for existence among the men and women about us, the

less the risk of their having the time or taking the pains to notice chance

strangers who came among them. These were the great advantages I

looked to ; but our locality was a gain to us also, in another and a hardly-

less important respect. We could live cheaply by the daily work of my
Hands ; and could save every farthing we possessed to forward the purpose

—the righteous purpose of redressing an infamous wrong—which, from first

to last, I now kept steadily in view.

In a week's time, Marian Halcombe and I had settled how the course oj

our new lives should be directed.

There were no other lodgers in the house ; and we had the means of

going in and out without passing through the shop. I arranged, for the

present at least, that neither Marian nor Laura should stir outside the door

without my being with them ; and that, in my absence from home, they

should let no one into their rooms on any pretence whatever. This rule

established, I went to a friend whom I had known in former days—a wood

engraver, in large practice—to seek for employment ; telling him, at the

same time, that I had reasons for wishing to remain unknown.

He at once concluded that I was in debt ; expressed his regret in the

usual forms ; and then promised to do what he could to assist me. I left

his false impression undisturbed ; and accepted the work he had to give.

He knew that he could trust my experience and my industry. I had,

what he wanted, steadiness and facility ; and though my earnings were but

email, they sufficed for our necessities. As soon as we could feel certain of

this, Marian Halcombe and I put together what we possessed. She had

between two and three hundred pounds left of her own property ; and I had

nearly as much remaining from the purchase-money obtained by the sale of

my drawing-master's practice before I left England. Together we made up

between us more than four hundred pounds. I deposited this little fortune

in a bank, to be kept for the expense of those secret inquiries and investiga-

tions which I was determined to set on foot, and to carry on by myself if I

could find no one to help me. We calculated our weekly expenditure to

the last farthing ; and we never touched our little fund, except in Laura's

interests and for Laura's sake.

The house-work, which, if we had dared trust a stranger near us, would

have been done by a servant, was taken on the first day, taken as her own

right, by Marian Halcombe. " What a woman's hands are fit for," she

said, " early and late, these hands of mine shall do." They trembled as

she held them out. The wasted arms told their sad story of the past, as

she turned up the sleeves of the poor plain dross that she wore for safety's

Bake ; but the unquenchable spirit of the woman burnt bright in her even

yet. I saw the big tears rise thick '» her eyes, and fall slowly over her
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cheeks as she looked at me. She dashed them away with a touch of her old

energy, and smiled with a faint reflexion of her old good spirits. " Don't

doubt my courage, Walter," she pleaded, " it's my weakness that cries, not

me. The house-work shall conquer it, if I can't." And she kept her word

--the victory was won when we met in the evening, and she sat down to

jest. Her large steady black eyes looked at me with a flash of their bright

firmness of bygone days. "I am not quite broken down yet," she said;

"I am worth trusting with my share of the work." Before I could

answer, she added in a whisper, " And worth trusting with my share in the

risk and the danger too. Remember that, if the time comes !"

I did remember it, when the time came.

As early as the end of October, the daily course of our lives had assumed

its settled direction ; and we three were as completely isolated in our place

of concealment, as if the house we lived in had been a desert island, and

the great network of streets and the thousands of our fellow creatures all

round us the waters of an illimitable sea. I could now reckon on some

leisure time for considering what my future plan of action should be, and

how I might arm myself most securely, at the outset, for the coming

struggle with Sir Percival and the Count.

I gave up all hope of appealing to my recognition of Laura, or to Marian's

recognition of her, in proof of her identity. If we had loved her less

dearly, if the instinct implanted in us by that love had not been far moie

certain than any exercise of reasoning, far keener than any process of

observation, even we might have hesitated, on first seeing her.

The outward changes wrought by the suffering and the terror of the past

had fearfully, almost hopelessly, strengthened the fatal resemblance between

Anne Catherick and herself. In my narrative of events at the time of my
residence in Limmeridge House, I have recorded, from my own observation

of the two, how the likeness, striking as it was when viewed generally

failed in many important points of similarity when tested in detail. In

those former days, if they had both been seen together, side by side, no

person could for a moment have mistaken them one for the other—as has

happened often in the instances of twins. I could not say this new. The
sorrow and suffering which I had once blamed myself for associating even

by a passing thought with the future ol Laura Fairlie, had set their pro-

faning marks on the youth and beauty of her face ; and the fatal re-

semblance which I had once seen and shuddered at seeing, in idea only,

was' now a real and living resemblance which asserted itself before my own
eyes. Strangers, acquaintances, friends even who could not look at her as

We looked, if she had been shown to them in the first days c£ her rescue

from the Asylum, might have doubted if she were the Laura Fairlie they

had once saen, and doubted without blame
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The oue remaining chance, which 1 had at first thought might be trusted

to serve us—the chance of appealing to her recollection of persons and

events with which no impostor could be familiar, was proved, by the sad

test of our later experience, to be hopeless. Every little caution that

Marian aud I practised towards her; every little remedy we tried, to

strengthen and steady slowly the weakened, shaken faculties, was a fresh

protest in itself against the risk of turning her mind back on the troubled

and the terrible past.

The only events of former days which we ventured on encouraging hei

to recal, were the little trivial domestic events of that happy time a\,

Limmeridge, when I first went there, and taught her to draw. The

day when I roused those remembrances by showing her the sketch of the

summer-house which she had given me on the morning of our farewell,

and which had never been separated from me since, was the birthday of

our first hope. Tenderly and gradually, the memory of the old walks and

drives dawned upon her ; and the poor weary pining eyes, looked at Marian

and at me with a new interest, with a faltering thoughtfulness in them,

which, from that moment, we cherished and kept alive. I bought her a

little box of colours, and a sketch-book like the old sketch-book which I

had seen in her hands on the morning when we first met. Once again

—

oh me, once again !—at spare hours saved from my work, in the dull

London light, in the poor London room, I sat by her side, to guide the

faltering touch, to help the feeble hand. Day by day, I raised and raised

the new interest till its place in the blank of her existence was at last

assured—till she could think of her drawing, and talk of it, and patiently

practise it by herself, with some faint reflection of the innocent pleasure in

my encouragement, the growing enjoyment in her own progress, which

belonged to the lost life and the lost happiness of past days.

We helped her mind slowly by this simple means ; we took her out

between us to walk, on fine days, in a quiet old City square, near at hand,

where there was nothing to confuse or alarm her ; we spared a few pounds

from the fund at the banker's to get her wine, and the delicate strengthen-

ing food that she required ; we amused her in the evenings with children's

games at cards, with scrap-books full of prints which I borrowed from the

engraver who employed me—by these, and other trifling attentions like

them, we composed her and steadied her, and hoped all things, as cheerfully

as we could, from time and care, and love that never neglected and nevei

despaired of her. But to take her mercilessly from seclusion and repose

;

to confront her with strangers, or with acquaintances who were little better

than strangers ; to rouse the painful impressions of ker past life which w
had so carefully hushed to rest—this, even in her own interests, we dared

not do. "Whatever sacrifices it cost, whatever long, weary, heart-breaking

rtelays it involved the w-ong that had been inflicted on her, if mortal
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laeans Coald grapple it, must be redressed without her knowledge and

without her help.

This resolution settled, it was next necessary to decide how the first risk

ihould bo ventured, and what the first proceedings should be.

After consulting with Marian, I resolved to begin by gathering together

rs many facts as could be collected—then, to ask the advice of Mr. Kyrle

(whom we knew we could trust) ; and to ascertain from him, in the first

instance, if the legal remedy lay fairly within our reach. I owed it to

Laura's interests not to stake her whole future on my own unaided exer-

tions, so long as there was the faintest prospect of strengthening our

position by obtaining reliable assistance of any kind.

The first source of information to which I applied, was the journal kept

at Blackwater Park by Marian Halcombe. There were passages in thia

diary, relating to myself, which she thought it best that I should not see.

Accordingly, she read to me from the manuscript, and I took the notes I

wanted as she went on. We could only find time to pursue this occupation

by sitting up late at night. Three nights were devoted to the purpose, and

were enough to put me in possession of all that Marian could tell.

My next proceeding was to gain as much additional evidence as I could

procure from other people, without exciting suspicion. I went myself to

Mrs. Vesey to ascertain if Laura's impression of having slept there, was

correct or not. In this case, from consideration for Mra. Vesey's age and

infirmity, and in all subsequent cases of the same kind from considerations

of caution, I kept our real position a secret, and was always careful to speak

of Laura as " the late Lady Glyde."

Mrs. Vesey's answer to my inquiries only confirmed the apprehensions

which I had previously felt. Laura had certainly written to say she would

pass the night under the roof of her eld friend—but she had never been

near the house.

Her mind in this instance, and, as I feared, in other instances besides,

confusedly presented to her something which she had only intended to do

in the false light of something which she had really done. The unconscious

contradiction of herself was easy to account for in this way—but it was
likely to lead to serious results. It was a stumble on the threshold at

starting ; it was a flaw in the evidence which told fatally against us.

.When I next asked for the letter which Laura had written to Mrs. Vesey
from Blackwater Park, it was given to me without the envelope, which had

Deen thrown into the waste-paper basket, and long since destroyed. In the

letter itself, no date was mentioned—not even the day of the week. It

only contained these lines :
—" Dearest Mrs. Vesey,_ I am in sad distresfl

and anxiety, and I may come to your house to-morrow night, and ask for

» bed. I can't tell you what is the matter in this letter—I write it in

eucfc feai of being found out that I can fix my mind on nothing, Pray be
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at home to see me. I will give you a thousand kisses, ana tell you every-

thing. Your affectionate Laura." What help was there in those lines?

None.

On returning from Mrs. Vesey's, I instructed Marian to write (observing

the same caution which I practised myself) to Mrs. Michelson. She was to

express, if she pleased, some general* suspicion of Count Fosco's conduct

;

and she was to ask the housekeeper to supply us with a plain statement ol

events, in the interests of truth. While we were waiting for the answer

which reached us in a week's time, I went to the doctor in St. John's

Wood ; introducing myse.lf as sent by Miss Halcombe, to collect, if possible,

more particulars of her sister's last illness than Mr. Kyrle had found the

time to procure. By Mr. Goodricke's assistance, I obtained a copy of tht

certificate of death, and an interview with the woman (Jane Gould) whc

had been employed to prepare the body for the grave. Through this

person, I also discovered a means of communicating with the servant,

Hester Pinhorn. She had recently left her place, in consequence of a

disagreement with her mistress ; and she was lodging with some people in

the neighbourhood whom Mrs. Gould knew. In the manner here indi-

cated, I obtained the Narratives of the housekeeper, of the doctor, of Jane

Gould, and of Hester Pinhorn, exactly as they are presented in these

pages.

Furnished with such additional evidence as these documents afforded, ]

considered myself to be sufficiently prepared for a consultation with Mr.

Kyrle ; and Marian wrote accordingly to mention my name to him, and tc

specify the day and hour at which I requested to see him on private

business.

There was time enough, in the morning, for me to take Laura out foi

her walk as usual, and to see her quietly settled at her drawing afterwards.

She looked up at me with a new anxiety in her face, as I rose to leave the

room ; and her fingers began to toy doubtfully, in the old way, with the

brushes and pencils on the table.

" You are not tired of me yet ?" she said. " You are not going away
because you are tired of me ? I will try to do better—I will try to gel

well. Are you as fond of me, Walter, as you used to be, now I am so pale

and thin, and so slow in learning to draw ?"

She spoke as a child might have spoken ; she showed me her thoughts a?

a child might have shown them. I waited a few minutes longer—waited

to tell her that she was dearer to me now than she had ever been in the

past times. " Try to get well again," I said, encouraging the new hope in

the future which I saw dawning in her mind ;
" try to get well again, foi

Marian's sake and for mine."

" Yes," she said to herself, returning to her drawing. " I must try

because they are both so fond of me." She suddenly looked up again
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"Dont be gone long ! I can't get on with my drawing, Walter, when yoa

&re not here to help me."
" I shall soon bo back, my darling—soon be back to see how you ara

getting on."

My voice faltered a little in spite of me. I forced myself from the room.

It was no time, then, for parting with the self-control which might yet

serve me in my need before the day was out.

As I opened the door, I beckoned to Marian to follow me to the stairs

[t was necessary to prepare her for a result which I felt might sooner oy

later follow my showing myself openly in the streets.

"I shall, in all probability, be back in a few hours," I said ; "and you

will take care, as usual, to let no one inside the doors in my absence. But

if anything happens "

" What can happen ?" she interposed, quickly. " Tell me plainly,

Walter, if there is any danger—and I shall know how to meet it."

" The only danger," I replied, " is that Sir Percival Glyde may have

been recalled to London by the news of Laura's escape. You are aware

that he had me watched before I left England ; and that he probably knows
me by sight, although I don't know him ?"

She laid her hand on my shoulder, and looked at me in anxious silence.

I saw she understood the serious risk that threatened us.

"It is not likely," I said, "that I shall be seen in London again so soon,

either by Sir Percival himself or by the persons in his employ. But it is

barely possible that an accident may happen. In that case, you will not

be alarmed if I fail to return to-night ; and you will satisfy any inquiry of

Laura's with the best excuse that you can make for me ? If I find the

least reason to suspect that I am watched, I will take good care that no

spy follows me back to this house. Don't doubt my return, Marian,

however it may be delayed—and fear nothing."

"Nothing!" she answered, firmly. "You shall not regret, Yfalter, that

you have only a woman to help you." She paused, and detained me for a

moment longer. " Take care !" she said, pressing my hand anxiously—

•

" take care
!"

I left her ; and set forth to pave the way for discovery—the dark and

doubtful way, which began at the lawyer's door.

IV.

No circumstance of the slightest importance happened on my way to the

offices of Messrs. Gilmore and Kyrle, in Chancery-lane.

While my card was being taken in to Mr. Kyrle, a consideration occurred

to me which I deeply regretted not having thought of before. The informa-

tion derived from Marian's diary made it a matter of certainty that Count

Foeco had ojsened her first letter from Blackwater Park to Mr. Kyrle and
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had, by means of his wife, intercepted the second. He was rnerefore weQ
aware of the address of the office ; and he would naturally infer thai il

Marian wanted ad r ice and assistance, after Laura's escape from the Asylum,

she would apply once more to the -experience of Mr. Kyrle. In this case,

the office in Chancery-lane was the very first place which he and Sir

Percival would cause to be watched ; and, if the same persons were chosen

for the purpose who had been employed to follow me, before my departure

from England, the fact of my return would in all probability be ascertained

on that very day. I had thought, generally, of the chances of my being

recognised in the streets ; but the special risk connected with the office had

never occurred to me until the present moment. It was too late now to

repair this unfortunate error in judgment—too late to wish that I had

made arrangements for meeting the lawyer in some place privately

appointed beforehand. I could only resolve to be cautious on leaving

Chancery-lane, and not to go straight home again under any circumstances

whatever.

After waiting a few minutes, I was shown into Mr. Kyrle's private room.

He was a pale, thin, quiet, self-possessed man, with a very attentive eye, a

very low voice, and a very undemonstrative manner ; not (as I judged)

ready with his sympathy, where strangers were concerned ; and not at all

easy to disturb in his professional composure. A better man for my
purpose could hardly have been found. If he committed himself to a

decision at all, and if the decision was favourable, the strength of our case

was as good as proved from that moment.
" Before I enter on the business which brings me here," I said, " I ought

to warn you, Mr. Kyrle, that the shortest statement I can make of it may
xcupy some little time."

" My time is at Miss Halcombe's disposal," he replied. " Where any

interests of hers are concerned, I represent my partner personally, as well

as professionally. It was his request that I should do so, when he ceased

to take an active part in business."

"May I inquire whether Mr. Gilmore is in England ?"

" He is not : he is living with his relatives in Germany. His health haa

improved, but the period of his return is still uncertain."

While we were exchanging these few preliminary words, he had been

searching among the papers before him, and he now produced from them a

sealed letter. I thought he was about to hand the letter to me; but,

apparently changing his mind, he placed it by itself on the table, settled

himself in his chair, and silently waited to hear what I had to say.

Without wasting a moment in prefatory words of any sort, I entered on

my narrative, and put him in full possession of the events which have

already been related in these pages.

Lawyer as he waa to the very marrow of his bones, I startled him out of
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his professional composure. Expressions of incredulity and surprise, which

he could not repress, interrupted me several times, before I had done. I

persevered, however, to the end, and, as soon as I reached it, boldly asked

the one important question :

" What is your opinion, Mr. Eyrie ?"

He was too cautious to commit himself to an answer, without taking

time to recover his self-possession first.

" Before I give my opinion," he said, " I must beg permission to clear

the ground by a few questions."

He put the questions—sharp, suspicious, unbelieving questions, which

clearly showed me, as they proceeded, that he thought 1 was the victim of

a delusion ; and that he might even have doubted, but for my introduction

to him by Miss Halcombe, whether I was not attempting the perpetration

rf a cunningly-designed fraud.

"Do you believe that I have spoken the truth, Mr. Kyrle?" L asked,

when he had done examining me.
" So far as your own convictions are concerned, I am certain you have

epoken the truth," he replied. " I have the highest esteem for Misa

Halcombe, and I have therefore every reason to respect a gentleman whose

mediation she trusts in a matter of this kind. I will even go farther, ii

you like, and admit, for courtesy's sake and for argument's sake, that the

identity of Lady Glyde, as a living person, is a proved fact to Miss Halcombe

and yourself. But you come to me for a legal opinion. As a lawyer, and

as a lawyer only, it is my duty to tell you, Mr. Hartright, that you have

not the shadow of a case."

" You put it strongly, Mr. Kyrle."
" I will try to put it plainly as well. The evidence of Lady Glyde'a

death is, on the face of it, clear and satisfactory. There is her aunt's

testimony to prove that she came to Count Fosco's house, that she fell ill,

and that she died. There is the testimony of the medical certificate to

prove the death, and to show that it took place under natural circumstances.

There is the fact of the funeral at Limmeridge, and there is the assertion

of the inscription on the tomb. That is the case you want to overthrow.

What evidence have you to support the declaration on your side that the

person who died and was buried was not Lady Glyde ? Let us run through

the main points of your statement and see what they are worth. Miss

Halcombe goes to a certain private Asylum, and there sees a certain female

patient. It is known that a woman named Anne Catherick, and bearing

an extraordinary personal resemblance to Lady Glyde, escaped from the

Asylum ; it is known that the person received there last July, was received

us Anne Catherick brought back ; it is known that the gentleman who

brought her back warned Mr. Fairlie that it was part of her insanity to be

bent on personating his dead niece ; and it is known that she did repeatedly
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deoare herself, in the Asylum (where no one believed her), to be Lady
Myde. These are all facts. What have you to set against them ? Misa

Halcombe's recognition of the woman, which recognition after-events in-

validate or contradict. Does Miss Halcombe assert her supposed sister's

identity to the owner of the Asylum, and take legal rneans fcr rescuing her '{

No : she secretly bribes a nurse to let her escape. When the patient has

been released in this doubtful manner, and is taken to Mr. Fairlie, does ho

recognise her ? is he staggered for one instant in his belief of his niece's

death ? No. Do the servants recognise her ? No. Is she kept in the

neighbourhood to assert her own identity, and to stand the test of further

proceedings ? No : she is privately taken to London. In the mean time,

you have recognised her also—but you are not a relative
;
you are not even

an old friend of the family. The servants contradict you ; and Mr. Fairlie

contradicts Miss Halcombe ; and the supposed Lady Glyde contradicts her-

self. She declares she passed the night in London at a certain house.

Your own evidence shows that she has never been near that house ; and

your own admission is, that her condition of mind prevents you from pro-

ducing her anywhere to submit to investigation, and to speak for herself. I

pass over minor points of evidence, on both sides, to save time ; and I ask

you, if this case were to go now into a court of law—-to go before a jury,

bound to take facts as they reasonably appear—where are your proofs ?"

I was obliged to wait and collect myself before I could answer him. It

was the first time the story of Laura and the story of Marian had been

presented to me from a stranger's point of view—the first time the terrible

obstacles that lay across our path had been made to show themselves in

their true character.

"There can be no doubt," I said, "that the facts, as you have stated

chem, appear to tell against us ; but "

" But you think those facts can be explained away," interposed Mr. Kyrle.
" Let, me tell you the result of my experience on that point. When an

English jury has to choose between a plain fact, on the surface, and a long

explanation under the surface, it always takes the fact, in preference to the

explanation. For example, Lady Glyde (I call the lady you represent by

that name for argument's sake) declares she has slept at a certain house,

and it is proved that she has not slept at that house. You explain this

circumstance by entering into the state of her mind, and deducing from it a

netaphysical conclusion. I don't say the conclusion is wrong—I only say

that the jury will take the fact of her contradicting herself, in preference to

any reason for the contradiction that you can offer."

" But is it not possible," I urged, "by dint of patience and exertion, to

discover additional evidence ? Miss Halcombe and I have a few hundred
pounds

"

He looked at me with a half-suppressed pity, and shook his head.
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^Consider the subject, Mr. Hartright, from your own point of view," ha

add. " If you are right about Sir Percival Glyde and Count Posco (which

I don't admit, mind), every imaginable difficulty would be tnrown in the

way of your getting fresh evidence. Every obstacle of litigation would be

raised ; every point in the case would be systematically contested—and by

the time we had spent our thousands, instead of our hundreds, the fma1

result would, in all probability, be against us. Questions of identity,

where instances of personal resemblance are concerned, are, in themselves,

the hardest of all questions to settle—the hardest, even when they are free

from the complications which beset the case we are now discussing. I

really see no prospect of throwing any light whatever on this extraordinary

affair. Even if the person buried in Limmeridge churchyard be not Ladj

Glyde, she was, in life, on your own showing, so like her, that we should

gain nothing, if we applied for the necessary authority to have the body

exhumed. In short, there is no case, Mr. Hartright—there is really no

case."

I was determined to believe that there was a case ; and, in that deter-

mination, shifted my ground, and appealed to him once more.
" Are there not other proofs that we might produce, besides the proof of

identity ?" I asked.

" Not as you are situated," he replied. " The simplest and surest of all

proofs, the proof by comparison of dates, is, as I understand, altogether out

of your reach. If you could show a discrepancy between the date of the

doctor's certificate and the date of Lady Glyde's journey to London, the

matter would wear a totally different aspect ; and I should be the first to

say, Let us go on."

" That date may yet be recovered, Mr. Kyrle."
" On the day when it is recovered, Mr. Hartright, you will have a case.

If you have any prospect, at this moment, of getting at it—tell me, and we
shall see if I can advise you."

I considered. The housekeeper could not help us ; Laura could not help

as; Marian could not help us. In all probability, ths only persons in

existence who knew the date were Sir Percival and the Count.
" I can think of no means of ascertaining the date at present," I said,

"because I can think of no persons who are sure to know it, but Count
Fosco and Sir Percival Glyde."

Mr. Kyrle's calmly attentive face relaxed, for the first time, into a smile.

" With your opinion of the conduct of those two gentlemen," he said,

" you don't expect help in that quarter, I presume ? If they have combined

to gain large sums of money by a conspiracy, they are not likely to confess

it, at any rate."

" They may be forced to confess it, Mr. Kyrle."

"By whom?"



848 THE WOMAN IH WHITE.

" By me."

We both rose. He looked me attentively in the face with more appear-

ance of interest than he had shown yet. I could see that I had perplexed

him a little.

"You are very determined," he said, "You have, no doubt, a personal

motive for proceeding, into which it is not my business to inquire. If a

case can be produced in the future, I can only say, my best assistance is at

your service. At the same time, I must warn you, as the money question

always enters into the law question, that I see little hope, even if you

altimately established the fact of Lady Glyde's being alive, of recovering

her fortune. The foreigner would probably leave the country, before pro-

ceedings were commenced ; and Sir Percival's embarrassments are numerous

enough and pressing enough to transfer almost any sum of money he may
possess from himself to his creditors. You are of course, aware "

I stopped him at that point.

" Let me beg that we may not discuss Lady Glyde's affairs," I said. " I

have never' known anything about them, in former times ; and I know
nothing of them now—except that her fortune is lost. You are right in

assuming that I have personal motives for stirring in this matter. I wish

those motives to be always as disinterested as they are at the present

moment "

He tried to interpose and explain. I was a little heated, I suppose, by

feeling that he had doubted me ; and I went on bluntly, without waiting to

hear him.
" There shall be no money-motive," I said, " no idea of personal ad-

vantage, in the service I mean to render to Lady Glyde. She has been

cast out as a stranger from the house in which she was born—a lie which

records her death has been written on her mother's tomb—and there' are

two men, alive and unpunished, who are responsible for it. That house

shall open again to receive her, in the presence of every soul who followed

the false funeral to the grave ; that lie shall be publicly erased from the

tombstone, by the authority of the head of the family ; and those two men
shall answer for their crime to me, though the justice that sits in tribunals

is powerless to pursue them. I have given my life to that purpose ; and,

alone as I stand, if God spares me, I will accomplish it."

He drew back towards his table, and said nothing. His face showed

plainly that he thought my delusion had got the better of my reason, and

that he considered it totally useless to give me any more advice.

" We each keep our opinion, Mr. Kyrle," I said ;
" and we must wait till

the events of the future decide between us. In the mean time, I am much
obliged to you for the attention you have given to my statement. You
have shown me that the legal remedy lies, in every sense of the word,

beyond our means. We cannot produce the law-proof ; and we are voi
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rich enough to pay the law-expenses. It is something gained to know

that."

x bowed, and walked to the door. He called me back, and gave me the

letter which I had seen him place on the table by itself at the beginning of

our interview.

" This came by post, a few days ago," he said. " Perhaps you will not

mind delivering it ? Pray tell Miss Halcombe, at the same time, that [

siucerely regret being, thus far, unable to help her—except by advice, which

will not be more welcome, I am afraid, to her than to you."

I looked at the letter while he was speaking. It was addressed to " Miss

Halcombe. Care of Messrs. Gilmoro and Kyrle, Chancery-lane." The

handwriting was quite unknown to me.

On leaving the room, I asked one last question.

" Do you happen to know," I said, " if Sir Percival Glyde is still in

Paris ?"

" He has returned to London," replied Mr. Kyrle. " At least I heard so

from his solicitor, whom I met yesterday."

After that answer I went out.

On leaving the office, the first precaution to be observed was to abstain

from attracting attention by stopping to look about me. I walked towards

one of the quietest of the large squares on the north of Holborn—then
suddenly stopped, and turned round at a place where a long stretch oi

pavement was left behind me.

There were two men at the corner of the square who had stopped also,

and who were standing talking together. After a moment's reflection, I

turned back so as to pass them. One moved, as I came near, and turned

the corner leading from the square into the street. The other remained

stationary. I looked at him as I passed, and instantly recognised one of

the men who had watched me before I left England.

If I had been free to follow my own instincts, I should probably have

begun by speaking to the man, and have ended by knocking him down.
But I was bound to consider consequences. If I once placed myself

publicly in the wrong, I put the weapons at once into Sir Percival's hands.

There was no choice but to oppose cunning by cunning. I turned into

the street down which the second man had disappeared, and passed him,

waiting in a doorway. He was a stranger to me ; and I was glad to make
sure of his personal appearance, in case of future annoyance. Having done

this, I again walked northward, till I reached the New-road. There, /

turned aside to the west (having the men behind me all the time), and

waited at a point where I knew myself to be at some distance from a cab-

stand, until a fast two-wheel cab, empty, should happen to pass me. One
passed in a few minutes. I jumped in, and told the man to drive "rapidly

towards Hyde Park. There was no second fast cab for the spies bshind me
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I saw them dart across to the other side of the road, to follow me Vy run-

ning, until a cab or a cabstand, came in their way. But I had the start cf

them , and when 1 stopped the driver, and got out, they were nowhere in

Bight. I crossed Hyde Park, and made sure, on the open ground, that 1

was free. When I at last turned my steps homewards, it was not till

many hours later—not till after dark.

1 found Marian waiting for me, alone in the little sitting-room. She

had persuaded Laura to go to rest, after first promising to show me her

drawing, the moment I came in. The poor little dim faint sketch— so

trifling in itself, so touching in its associations—was propped up carefully

an the table with two books, and was placed where the faint light of the

ane candle we allowed ourselves might fall on it to the best advantage. I

Bat down to look at the drawing, and to tell Marian, in whispers, what

had happened. The partition which divided us from the next room was sc

thin that we could almost hear Laura's breathing, and we might have

disturbed her if we had spoken aloud.

Marian preserved her composure while I described my interview with

Mr. Kyrle. But her face became troubled when I spoke next of the men
who had followed me from the lawyer's office, and when I told her of the

discovery of Sir Percival's return.

" Bad news, Walter," she said ;
" the worst news you could bring.

Have you nothing more to tell me ?"

" 1 have something to give you," I replied, handing her the note which

Mr. Kyrle had confided to my care.

She looked at the address, and recognised the handwriting instantly.

" You know your correspondent ?" I said.

" Too well," she answered. " My correspondent is Count Fosco."

With that reply she opened the note. Her face flushed deeply while sh?

read it—her eyes brightened with anger, as she handed it to me to read in

my turn.

The note contained these lines :

" Impelled by honourable admiration—honourable to myself, honourable

to you—I write, magnificent Marian, in the interests of your tranquillity, to

say two consoling words :

" Fear nothing

!

"Exercise your fine natural sense, and remain in retirement. Dear and

admirable woman, invite no dangerous publicity. Kesignation is sublime

—adopt it. The modest repose of home is eternally fresh—enjoy it. The

storms of life pass harmless over the valley of Seclusion—dwell, dear lady,

in the valley.

'* Do this j and I authorise you to fear nothing. No new calamity shall
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lacerate your sensibilities—sensibilities precious to me as my own. You
gliall not be molested ; the fair companion of your retreat shall not be

pursued. She has found a new asylum, in your heart. Priceless asylum!

—I envy her, and leave her there.

" One last word of affectionate warning, of paternal caution—and I tear

myself from the charm of addressing you ; I close these fervent lines.

" Advance no further than you have gone already ; compromise no serious

interests ; threaten nobody. Do not, I implore you, force me iuto action—

•

Me, the Man of Action—when it is the cherished object of my ambition to

be passive, to restrict the vast reach of my energies and my combinations,

for your sake. If you have rash friends, moderate their deplorable ardour.

If Mr. Hartright returns to England, hold no communication with him. 1

walk on a path of my own ; and Percival follows at my heels. On the day

when Mr. Hartright crosses that path, he is a lost man."

The only signature to these lines was the initial letter F, surrounded by

a circle of intricate flourishes. I threw the letter on the table, with all thc-

contempt that I felt for it.

" He is trying to frighten you—a sure sign that he is frightened him-

self," I said.

She was too genuine a woman to treat the letter as I treated it. The
insolent familiarity of the language was too much for her self-control. Ah
she looked at me across the table, her hands clenched themselves in her lap,

and the old quick fiery temper flamed out again, brightly, in her cheeks

and her eyes.

"Walter!" she said, "if ever those two men are at your mercy, and if

you are obliged to spare one of them—don't let it be the Count,"

"I will keep his letter, Marian, to help my memory when the time

comes."

She looked at me attentively as I put the letter away in my pocket-

book.

" When the time comes ?" she repeated. " Can you speak of the future

»s if you were certain of it ?—certain after what you have heard in Mr.
Kyrle's office, after what has happened to you to-day ?"

"I don't count the time from to-day, Marian. All I have done to-

day, is to ask another man to act for me. I count from to-morrow "

" Why from to-morrow ?"

" Because to-morrow I mean to act for myself."

"How?"
'' I shall go to Blackwater by the first train ; and return, I hope, at

night."

"To Blackwater!"

"Yes. I h'.va had time to think, since I left Mr. Kyrle. His opinion,
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on one point, confirms my own. We must persist, to the last, in hunting

down the date of Laura's journey. The one weak point in the conspiracy,

and probably the one chance of proving that she is a living woman, centre

in tt»e discovery of that date."

"You mean," said Marian, "the discovery that Laura did not leave

Blackwater Park till after the date of her death on the doctor's certifi-

cate?"
" Certainly."

" What makes you think it might have been after f Laura can tell us

nothing of the time she was in London."
" But the owner of the Asylum told you that she v?as received there en

the twenty-seventh of July. I doubt Count Fosco's ability to keep her in

London, and to keep her insensible to all that was passing around her,

more than one night. In that case, she must have started on the twenty-

sixth, and must have come to London one day after the date of her own
death on the doctor's certificate. If we can prove that date, we prove out

case against Sir Percival and the Count."

" Yes, yes—I see 1 But how is the proof to be obtained ?"

" Mrs. Michelson's narrative has suggested to me two ways of trying to

obtain it. One of them is to question the doctor, Mr. Dawson—who must

know when he resumed his attendance at Blackwater Park, after Laura

left the house. The other is, to make inquiries at the inn to which Sir

Percival drove away by himself, at night. We know that his departure

followed Laura's, after the lapse of a few hours ; and we may get at the

date in that way. The attempt is at least worth making—and, to-morrow,

I am determined it shall be made."
" And suppose it fails—I look at the worst, now, Walter ; but I will

look at the best, if disappointments come to tiy us—suppose no one can

help you at Blackwater ?"

" There are two men who can help me, and shall help me, in London

—

Sir Percival and the Count. Innocent people may well forget the date;

but they are guilty, and they know it. If I fail everywhere else, I mean

to force a confession out of one or both of them, on my own terms."

All the woman flushed up in Marian's face as I spoke. '

" Begin with the Count !" she whispered eagerly. " For my sake, begin

with the Count."
" We must begin, for Laura's sake, where there is the best chance of

success," I replied.

The colour faded from her face again, and she shook her head sadly.

" Yes," she said, " you are right—it was mean and miserable of me to

Miy that. I try to be patient, Walter, and succeed better now than I did

in happier times. But I have a little of my old temper still left—and it

will get the better of me ivhen I think of the Count !"
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" His turn will come," I said. " But, remember, there is no weak plaoa

in his life that we know of, yet." I waited a little to let her recover her

self-possession ; and then spoke the decisive words :

" Marian ! There is a weak place we both know of in Sir Percival's

life
'*

" You mean the secret I"

Yes : the Secret. It is our only sure hold on him. I can force him
from his position of security, I can drag him and his villany into the face

of day, by no other means. Whatever the Count may have done, Sir

l'ercivai has consented to the conspiracy against Laura from another

motive besides the motive of gain. You heard him tell the Count that he

believed his wife knew enough to ruin him ? You heard him say that he

was a lost man if the secret of Anne Catherick was known ?"

"Yes! yes! I did."

"Well, Marian, when our other resources have failed us, I mean to

know the secret. My old superstition clings to me, even yet. I say

again the woman in white is a living influence in our three lives. The

End is appointed ; the End is drawing us on—and Anne Catherick, dead

in her grave, points the way to it still
!"

The story of my first inquiries in Hampshire is soon told.

My early departure from London enabled me to reach Mr. Dawscnii

house in the forenoon. Our interview, so far as the object of my visit was

concerned, led to no satisfactory result.

Mr. Dawson's books certainly showed when he had resumed his attend-

ance on Miss Halcombe, at Blackwater Park, but it was not possible to

calculate back from this date with any exactness, without such help from

Mrs. Michelson as I knew she was unable to afford. She could not say

from memory (who, in similar cases, ever can ?) how many days had

elapsed between the renewal of the doctor's attendance on his patient and

the previous departure of Lady Clyde. She was almost certain of having

mentioned the circumstance of the departure to Miss Halcombe, on the day

after it happened—but then she was no more able to fix the date of the

day on which this disclosure took place, than to fix the date of the day

before, when Lady Glyde had left for London. Neither could she calcu-

late, with any nearer approach to exactness, the time that had passed from

the departure of her mistress, to the period when the undated letter from

Madame Fosco arrived. Lastly, as if to complete the series of difficulties,

the doctor himself, having been ill at the time, had omitted to make his

usuiil entry of the day of the week and month when the gardener Itctp

Bluettwater Park had called on him to deliver Mrs. Michelson 's message

'4 A
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Hopeless of obtaining assistance from Mr. Dawson, 1 resolved to try

next if I could establish the date of Sir Percival's arrival at Knowlesbury.

It seemed like a fatality ! When I reached Knowlesbury the inn was
shut up ; and bills were posted on the walls. The speculation had been a

bad one, as I was informed, ever since the time of the railway. The new
hotel at the station had gradually absorbed the business ; and the old inn

(which we knew to be the inn at which Sir Percival had put up), had
been closed about two months since. The proprietor had left the town

with all his goods and chattels, and where he had gone, I could not posi-

tively ascertain from any one. The four people of whom I inquired gave

me four different accounts of his plans and projects when he left Knowles-

bury.

There were still some hours to spare before the last train left for London
;

and I drove back again, in a fly from the Knowlesbury station, to Black-

water Park, with the purpose of questioning the gardener and the person

who kept the lodge. If they, too, proved unable to assist me, my
resources, for the present, were at an end, and I might return to town.

I dismissed the fly a mile distant from the park; and, getting my
directions from the driver, proceeded by myself to the house.

As I turned into the lane from the high road, I saw a man, with a

carpet-bag, walking before me rapidly on the way to the lodge. He was a

little man, dressed in shabby black, and wearing a remarkably large hat.

I set him down (as well as it was possible to judge) for a lawyer's clerk

;

and stopped at once to widen the distance between us. He had not heard

me ; and he walked on out of sight, without looking back. When I

passed through the gates myself, a little while afterwards, he was not

visible—he had evidently gone on to the house.

There were two women in the lodge. One of them was old ; the

other, I knew at once, by Marian's description of her, to be Margaret

Porcher.

I asked first if Sir Percival was at the park ; and, receiving a reply in

the negative, inquired next when he had left it. Neither of the women
could tell me more than that he had gone away in the summer. I could

extract nothing from Margaret Porcher but vacant smiles and shakings of

the head. The old woman was a little more intelligent ; and I managed to

lead her into speaking of the manner of Sir Percival's departure, and of the

alarm that it caused her. She remembered her master calling her out of bed,

and remembered his frightening her by swearing—but the date at which

the occurrence happened was, as she honestly acknowledged, " quite beyond

her."

On leaving the lodge, I saw the gardener at work not far off. When 1

first addressed him, he looked at me rather distrustfully ; but, on my using

Mrs. Michelson's name, with a civil relerence to himself he entered into
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Malversation readily enough. There is no need to describe what passed

between us : it ended, as all my other attempts to discover the date had

finded. The gardener knew that his master had driven away, at night,

'-' some time in July, the last fortnight or the last ten days in the month "

—and knew no more.

"While we were speaKing together, I saw the man in black, with the

laige hat, come out from the house, and stand at some little distance

observing us.

Certain suspicions of hi«f errand at Blackwater Park had already crossed

my mind. They were now increased by the gardener's inahility (or unwil-

lingness) to tell me who the man was ; and I determined to clear the way

before me, if possible, hy speaking to him. The plainest question I could

put, as a stranger, would be to inquire if the house was allowed to be

shown to visitors. I walked up to the man at once, and accosted him in

those words.

His look and manner unmistakahly betrayed that he knew who I was,

and that he wanted to irritate me into quarrelling with him. His reply

was insolent enough to have answered the purpose, if I had been less deter-

mined to control myself. As it was, I met him with the most resolute

politeness; apologised for my involuntary intrusion (which he called a

"trespass"), and left the grounds. It was exactly as I suspected. The
recognition of me, when I left Mr. Kyrle's office, had been evidently com-

municated to Sir Percival Glyde ; and tlu man in black had been sent to

the park, in anticipation of my making inquiries at the house, or in the

neighbourhood. If I had given him the least chance of lodging any sort oi

legal complaint against me, the interference of the local magistrate would

no doubt have been turned to account, as a clog on my proceedings, and

a means of separating me from Marian and Laura for some days at least.

I was prepared to he watched on the way from Blackwater Park to the

station, exactly as I had heen watched, in London, the day before. But I

could not discover at the time, whether I was really followed on this occa-

sion or not. The man in black might have had means of tracking me at

his disposal of which I was not aware—but I certainly saw nothing of him,

in his own person, either on the way to the station, or afterwards on my
arrival at the London terminus, in the evening. I reached home, on foot

;

taking the precaution, before I approached our own door, of walking round

by the loneliest street in the neighbourhood, and there stopping and looking

back more than once over the open space behind me. I had first learnt to

use this stratagem against suspected treachery in the wilds of Central

America—and now I was practising it again, with the same purpose and

with even greater caution, in the heart of civilized London!

Nothing had happened to alarm Marian during my absence. She asked

epgerly what success I had met with. When I told her. she could not oon-
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ceal her surprise at the indifference with which I spoke of the failure of my
investigations thus far.

The truth was, that the ill-success of my inquiries had in no sense

launted me. I had pursued them as a matter of duty, and I had expected

nothing from them. In the state of my mind, at that time, it was almost

a relief to me to know that the struggle was now narrowed to a trial of

strength between myself and Sir Percival Glyde. The vindictive motive

had mingled itself, all along, with my other and better motives ; and I

confess it was a satisfaction to me to feel that the surest way—the only

way left—of serving Laura's cause, was to fasten my hold firmly on the

villain who had married her.

While I acknowledge that I was not strong enough to keep my motives

above the reach of this instinct of revenge, I can honestly say something in

tny own favour, on the other side. No base speculation on the futura

relations of, Laura and myself, and on the private and personal concessions

which I might force from Sir Percival if I once had him at my mercy, ever

entered my mind. I never said to myself, " If I do succeed, it shall be

one result of my success that I put it out of her husband's power to take

her from me again." 1 could not look at her and think of the future with

such thoughts as those. The sad sight of the change in her from her

former self, made the one interest of my love an interest of tenderness and

compassion which her father or her brother might have felt, and which I

felt, God knows, in my inmost heart. All my hopes looked no farther on,

now, than to the day of her recovery. There, till she was strong again

and happy again—there, till she could look at me as she had once looked,

and speak to me as she had once spoken—the future of my happiest

thoughts and my dearest wishes ended.

These words are written under no prompting of idle self-contemplation.

Passages in this narrative are soon to come, which will set the minds of

others in judgment on my conduct. It is right that the best and the worst

of me should be fairly balanced, before that time.

On the morning after my return from Hampshire, I took Marian

up-stairs into my working-room ; and there laid before her the plan that I

had matured, thus far, for mastering the one assailable point in the life of

Sir Percival Glyde.

The way to the Secret lay through the mystery, hitherto impenetrable to

all of ns, of the woman in white. The approach to that, in its turn, might

be gained by obtaining the assistance of Anne Catherick's mother ; and the

only ascertainable means of prevailing on Mrs. Catherick to act or to speak

in the matter, depended on the chance of my discovering local particulars

and family particulars, first of all, from Mrs. Clements. After thinking

Ujb subject over carefully, I felt certain that I could only begin the new
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inquiries by placing myself in communication with the faithful friend and

protectress of Anne Catherick.

The first difficulty, then, was to find Mrs. Clements.

I was indebted to Marian's quick perception for meeting this necessity

it once by the best and simplest means. She proposed to write to the

farm near Limmeridge (Todd's Corner), to inquire whether Mrs. Clements

bad communicated with Mrs. Todd during the past few months. How
Mr3. Clements had been separated from Anne, it was impossible for us to

say ; but that separation once effected, it would certainly occur to Mrs.

Clements to inquire after the missing woman in the neighbourhood of all

others to which she was known to be most attached—the neighbourhood of

Limmeridge. I saw directly that Marian's proposal offered us a prospect

of success ; and she wrote to Mrs. Todd accordingly by that day's post.

While we were waiting for the reply, I made myself master of all the

information Marian could afford on the subject of Sir Percival's family,

and of Ids early life. She could only speak on these topics from hear-

say ; but she was reasonably certain of the truth of what little she had to

tell.

Sir Percival was an only child. His father, Sir Felix Glyde,had suffered,

from his birth, under a painful and incurable deformity, and had shunned

all society from his earliest years. His sole happiness was in the enjoy-

ment of music; and he had married a lady with tastes similar to his own,

who was said to be a most accomplished musician. He inherited tho

Blackwater property while still a young man. Neither he nor his wife,

after taking possession, made advances of any sort towards the society of

the neighbourhood ; and no one endeavoured to tempt them into abandon-

ing their reserve, with the one disastrous exception of the rector of the

parish.

The rector was the worst of all innocent mischief-makers—an ovei-

lealous man. He had heard that Sir Felix had left College with the cha-

racter of being little better than a revolutionist in politics and an infidel in

religion ; and he arrived conscientiously at the conclusion that it was his

bounden duty to summon the lord of the manor to hear sound views enun-

ciated in the parish church. Sir Felix fiercely resented the clergyman's

well-meant but ill-directed interference ; insulting him so grossly and so

publicly, that the families in the neighbourhood sent letters of indignant

lcmonstrance to the park ; and even the tenants on the Blackwater pro-

perty expressed their opinion as strongly as they dared. The baronet, who
had no country tastes of any kind, and no attachment to the estate, or to

iiay one living on it, declared that society at Blackwater should never have

» second chance of annoying him ; and left the place from that moment.

Af!,er a short residence in London, he and his wife departed for the Con-

tinent ; and never returned to England again. They lived part of the time
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In France, and part in Germany—always keeping themselves in the strict

retirement which the morbid sense of his own personal deformity had made

a necessity to Sir Felix. Their son, Percival, had been, horn abroad, and

had been educated there by private tutors. His mother was the first of

his parents whom he lost. His father had died a few years after her, either

in 1825 or 1826. Sir Percival had been, in England, as a young man, once

or twice before that period ; but his acquaintance with the late Mr. Fairlie

did not begin till after the time of his father's death. They soon became

very intimate, although Sir Percival was seldom, or never, at Limmeridge

Hcnse in those days. Mr. Frederick Fairlie might have met him once or

twice in Mr. Philip Fairlie's company ; but he could have known little ol

him at that or at any other time. Sir Percival's only intimate friend in

the Fairlie family had been Laura's father.

These were all the particulars that I could gain from Marian. They

suggested nothing which was useful to my present purpose, but I noted

them down carefully, in the event of their proving to be of importance at

any future period.

Mrs. Todd's reply (addressed, by our own wish, to a post-office at some

distance from us) had arrived at its destination when I went to apply for it.

The chances, which had been all against us, hitherto, turned, from this

moment, in our favour. Mrs. Todd's letter contained the first item of in-

formation of which we were in search.

Mrs. Clements, it appeared, had (as we had conjectured) written to

Todd's Corner ; asking pardon, in the first place, for the abrupt manner in

which she and Anne had left their friends at the farm-house (on the morn-

ing after I had met the woman in white in Limmeridge churchyard) ;
and

then informing Mrs. Todd of Anne's disappearance, and entreating that she

would cause inquiries to be made in the neighbourhood, on the chance that

the lost woman might have strayed back to Limmeridge. In making this

request, Mrs. Clements had been careful to add to it the address at which

she might always be heard of ; and that address Mrs. Todd now trans-

mitted to Marian. It was in London ; and within half an hour's walk ol

our own lodging.

In the words of the proverb, I was resolved not to lot the grass grow

under my feet. The next morning, I set forth to seek an interview wit!

Mrs. Clements. This was my first step forward in the investigation. The

story of the desperate attempt to which I now stood committed, begins

here.

VI.

The address communicated by Mrs. Todd took me to a lodging-house sittt

ated in a respectable street near the Gray's-Inn-road.

When I knocked, the door was opened by Mrs. Clements herself. Shi

did not appear to remember oe ; and asked what my business was. I re
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.wiled to her our meeting in Limmeridge churchyard, at the close of my
interview there with the woman in white ; taking special care to remind

her that I was the person who assisted Anne Catherick (as Anne had her-

self declared) to escape the pursuit from the Asylum. This was my only

claim to the confidence of Mrs. Clements. She remembered the circum-

stance the moment I spoke of it ; and asked me into the parlour, in the

greatest anxiety to know if I had brought her any news of Anne.

It was impossible for me to tell her the whole truth, without, at the

tame time, entering into particulars on the subject of the conspiracy, which

it would have been dangerous to confide to a stranger. I could only ab-

stain most carefully from raising any false hopes, and then explain that the

object of my visit was to discover the persons who were really responsible

for Anne's disappearance. I even added, so as to exonerate myself from

any after-reproach of my own conscience, that I entertained not the least

hope of being able to trace her ; that I believed we should never see her

alive again ; and that my main interest in the affair was to bring to punish-

ment two men whom I suspected to be concerned in luring her away, and

at whose hands I and some dear friends of mine had suffered a grievous

wrong. With this explanation, I left it to Mrs. Clements to say whether

our interest in the matter (whatever difference there might be in the

motives which actuated us) was not the same ; and whether she felt any

reluctance to forward my object by giving mo such information on the

subject of my inquiries as she happened to possess.

The poor woman was, at first, too much confused and agitated to under-

stand thoroughly what I said to her. She could only reply that I waa
welcome to anything she could tell me in return for the kindness I hac2

shown to Anne. But as she was not very quick and ready, at the best ol

times, in talking to strangers, she would beg me to put her in the right

way, and to say where I wished her to begin.

Knowing by experience that the plainest narrative attainable from per-

sons who are not accustomed to arrange their ideas, is the narrative which
goes far enough back at the beginning to avoid all impediments of retro-

spection in its course, I asked Mrs. Clements to tell me, first, what had
happened after she had left Limmeridge ; and so, by watchful questioning,

carried her on from point to point till we reached the period of Anne's dis-

appearance.

The substance of the information which I thus obtained, was as

follows

:

On leaving the farm at Todd's Corner, Mrs. Clements and Anne had

travelled, that day, as far as Derby ; and had remained there a week, on

Anne's account. They had then gone on to London, and had lived in the

lodging occupied by Mrs. Clements, at that time, for a month or more,

when circurnstancfie connected with the house and the landlord bad obliged



360 THE WOMAN IN WHITE.

them to change their quarters. Anne's terror of being discovered in

London or its neighbourhood, whenever they ventured to walk out, Lad

gradually communicated itself to Mrs. Clements ; and she had determined

on removing to one of the most out-of-the-way places in England—to the

town of Grimsby in Lincolnshire, where her deceased husband had passed

all his early life. His relatives were respectable people settled in the town

;

they had always treated Mrs. Clements with great kindness ; and she

thought it impossible to do better than go there, and take the advice of her

husband's friends. Anne would not hear of returning to her mother at

Welmingham, because she had been removed to the Asylum from that

place, and because Sir Percival would be certain to go back there and find

her again. There was serious weight in this objection, and Mrs. Clements

felt that it was not to be easily removed.

At Grimsby the first serious symptoms of illness had shown themselves

in Anne. They appeared soon after the news of Lady Glyde's marriage

had been made public in the newspapers, and had reached her through that

medium.

The medical man who was sent for to attend the sick woman, discovered

at once that she was suffering from a serious affection of the heart. The

illness lasted long, left her very weak, and returned, at intervals, though

with mitigated severity, again and again. They remained at Grimsby, in

consequence, during the first half of the new year ; and there they might

probably have stayed much longer, but for the sudden resolution which

Anne took, at this time, to venture back to Hampshire, for the purpose of

obtaining a private interview with Lady Glyde.

Mrs. Clements did all in her power to oppose the execution of this

hazardous and unaccountable project. No explanation of her motives was

offered by Anne, except that she believed the day of her death was not far

off, and that she had something on her mind which must be communicated

to Lady Glyde, at any risk, in secret. Her resolution to accomplish this

purpose was so firmly settled, that she declared her intention of going to

Hampshire by herself, if Mrs. Clements felt any unwillingness to go with

her. The doctor, on being consulted, was of opinion that serious opposition

to her wishes would, in all probability, produce another and perhaps a fatal

fit of illness ; and Mrs. Clements, under this advice, yielded to necessity,

and once more, with sad forebodings of trouble and danger to come,

allowed Anne Catherick to have her own way.

On the journey from London to Hampshire, Mrs. Clements discovered

that one of their fellow-pasaengers was well acquainted with the neighbour-

hood of Blackwater, and could give her all the information she needed «.i!

the subject of localities. In this way, she found out that the only phot

they could go to which was not dangerously near to Sir Fercival's residence,

waa a largo Tillage, called Sandon. The distance, here, from lilackwatei
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Park was between three and four miles—and that distance, and hack again,

Anne had walked, on each occasion when she had appeared in the neigh-

bourhood of the lake.

For the few days, during which they were at Sandon without being dis-

covered, they had lived a little away from the village, in the cottage of a

decent widow-woman, who had a bedroom to let, and whose discreet silence

Mrs. Clements had done her best to secure, for the first week at least. She

had also tried hard to induce Anne to be content with writing to Lady

Glyde, in the first instance. But the failure of the warning contained in

the anonymous letter sent to Limmeridge had made Anne resolute to

speak this time, and obstinate in the determination to go on her errand

alone.

Mrs. Clements, nevertheless, followed her privately on each occasion

when she went to the lake—without, however, venturing near enough to

the boat-house to be witness of what took place there. When Anne re-

turned for the last time from the dangerous neighbourhood, the fatigue of

walking, day after day, distances which were far too great for her strength,

added to the exhausting effect of the agitation from which she had suffered,

produced the result which Mrs. Clements had dreaded all along. The old

pain over the heart and the other symptoms of the illness at Grimsby re-

turned ; and Anne was confined to her bed in the cottage.

In this emergency, the first necessity, as Mrs. Clements knew by ex-

perience, was to endeavour to quiet Anne's anxiety of mind ; and, for this

purpose, the good woman went herself the next day to the lake, to try ii

she could find Lady Glyde (who would be sure, as Anne said, to take her

daily walk to the boat-house), and prevail on her to come back privately to

the cottage near Sandon. On reaching the outskirts of the plantation,

Mrs. Clements encountered, not Lady Glyde, but a tall, stout, elderly

gentleman with a book in his hand—in other words, Count Fosco.

The Count, after looking at her very attentively for a moment, asked if

she expected to see any one in that place ; and added, before she could

reply, that he was waiting there with a message from Lady Glyde, but

that he was not quite certain whether the person then before him an-

swered the description of the person with whom he was desired to com-
municate.

Upon this, Mrs. Clements at once confided her errand to him, and en-

treated that he would help to allay Anne's anxiety by trusting his message

to her. The Count most readily and kindly complied with her request.

The message, he said, was a very important one. Lady Glyde entreated

Anne and her good friend to return immediately to London, as she felt

oertain that Sir Percival would discover them, if they remained any longer

In the neighbourhood of Blackwater. She was herself going to London in

3 short time ; and if Mrs. Clements and Anne would go there first, and
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would let her know what their address was, they should hear from her and

see her, in a fortnight or less. The Count added, that he had already at-

tempted to give a friendly warning to Anne herself, but that she had been

too much startled by seeing that he was a stranger, to let him approach

and speak to her.

To this, Mrs. Clements replied, in the greatest alarm and distress, that

she asked nothing better than to take Anne safely to London ; but that

there was no present hope of removing her from the dangerous neighbour

hood, as she lay ill in her bed at that moment. The Count inquired if

Mrs. Clements had sent for medical advice; and hearing that she had

hitherto hesitated to do so, from the fear of making their position publicly

known in the village, informed her that he was himself a medical man, and

that he would go back with her if she pleased, and see what could be done

for Anne. Mrs. Clements (feeling a natural confidence in the Count, as a

person trusted with a secret message from Lady Glyde) gratefully accepted

the offer ; and they went back together to the cottage.

Anne was asleep when they got there. The Count started at the sight

of her (evidently from astonishment at her resemblance to Lady Glyde).

Poor Mrs. Clements supposed that he was only shocked to see how ill sha

was. He would not allow her to be awakened ; he was contented with

putting questions to Mrs. Clements about her symptoms, with looking at

her, and with lightly touching her pulse. Sandon was a large enough

place to have a grocer's and druggist's shop in it ; and thither the Count

went, to write his prescription, and to get the medicine made up. He

brought it back himself : and told Mrs. Clements that the medicine was a

powerful stimulant, and that it would certainly give Anne strength to get

up and bear the fatigue of a journey to London of only a few hours. The

remedy was to be administered at stated times, on that day, and on the day

after. On the third day she would be well enough to travel ; and he

arranged to meet Mrs. Clements at the Blackwater station, and to see them

off by the midday train. If they did not appear, he would assume that

Anne was worse, and would proceed at once to the cottage.

As events turned out, no such emergency as this occurred.

The medicine had an extraordinary effect on Anne, and the good results

of it were helped by the assurance Mrs. Clements could now give her that

she would soon see Lady Glyde in London. At the appointed day and

time (when they had not been quite so long as a week in Hampshire, alto-

gether), they arrived at the station. The Count was waiting there for

them, and was talking to an elderly lady, who appeared to be going to

travel by the train to London also. He most kindly assisted them, and

put them into the carriage himself ; begging Mrs. Clements not to forget

to send her address to Lady Glyde. The elderly lady did not travel in the

name compartment ; and they did not notice what became of her on reach-
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ng the London lermmas. Mrs. Clements secured respectable lodgings in

a quiet neighbourhood ; and then wrote as she had engaged to do, to in-

form Lady Glyde of the address.

A little more than a fortnight passed, and no answer came.

At the end of that time, a lady (the same elderly lady whom they had

seen at the station) called in a cab, and said that she came from Lady

Glyde, who was then at an hotel in London, and who wished to see Mrs
Clements for the purpose of arranging a future interview with Anne
Mrs. Clements expressed her willingness (Anne being present at the time

and entreating her to do so) to forward the object in view, especially as

she was not required to be away from the house for more than half an hour

at the most. She and the elderly lady (clearly Madame Fosco) then left

in the cab. The lady stopped the cab, after it had driven some distance,

at a shop, before they got to the hotel ; and begged Mrs. Clements to wait

for her for a few minutes, while she made a purchase that had been for-

gotten. She never appeared again.

After waiting some time, Mrs. Clements became alarmed, and ordered

the cabman to drive back to her lodgings. When she got there, after an

absence of rather more than half an hour, Anne was gone.

The only information to be obtained from the people of the house, was

derived from the servant who waited on the lodgers. She had opened the

door to a boy from the street, who had left a letter for " the young woman
who lived on the second floor " (the part of the house which Mrs. Clements

occupied). The servant had delivered the letter ; had then gone down
stairs ; and, five minutes afterwards, had observed Anne open the front

door, and go out, dressed in her bonnet and shawl. She had probably taken

the letter with her ; for it was not to be tound, and it was therefore im-

possible to tell what inducement had been offered to make her leave the

house. It must have been a strong one—for she would never stir out

alone in London of her own accord. If Mrs. Clements had not known this

by experience, nothing would have induced her to go away in the cab, even

for so short a time as half an hour only.

As soon as she could collect her thoughts, the first idea that naturally

occurred to Mrs. Clements, was to go and make inquiries at the Asylum,

to which she dreaded that Anne had been taken back.

She went there the next day—having been informed of the locality in

which the house was situated by Anne herself. The answer she received

(her application having, in all probability, been made a day or two before

the false Anne Catherick had really been consigned to safe keeping in the

Asylum) was, that no such person had been brought back there. She had

then written to Mrs. Catherick, at Welmingham, to know if she had seen

or heard anything of her daughter ; and had received an answer in the

negative. After that reply had reached her, she was at the end cf hei
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resources, and perfectly ignorant where else to inquire, or what else to do

Prom that time to this, she had remained in total ignorance of the cause ci

A.nne's disappearance, and of the end of Anne's story.

VII.

Thus far, the information which I had received from Mrs. Clements—though

it established facts of which I had not previously been aware—was of a

preliminary character only.

It was clear that the series of deceptions which had removed Anne

Catherick to London and separated her from Mrs. Clements, had been

accomplished solely by Count Fosco and the Countess ; and the question

whether any part of the conduct of husband or wife had been of a kind to

place either of them within reach of the law, might be well worthy ol

future consideration. But the purpose I had now in view led me in

another direction than this. The immediate object of my visit to Mrs.

Clements was to make some approach at least to the discovery of Sir

Percival's secret ; and she bad said nothing, as yet, which advanced me on

my way to that important end. I felt the necessity of trying to awaken

her recollections of other times, persons, and events, than those on which

her memory had hitherto been employed ; and, when I next spoke, I spoke

with that object indirectly in view.

" I wish I could be of any help to you in this sad calamity," I said.

" All I can do is to feel heartily for your distress. If Anne had been your

own child, Mrs. Clements, you could have shown her no truer kindness

—

you could have made no readier sacrificed for her sake."

" There's no great merit in that, sir," said Mrs. Clements, simply. " The

poor thing was as good as my own child to me. I nursed her from a baby,

sir; bringing her up by hand—and a hard job it was to rear her. It

wouldn't go to my heart so to lose her, if I hadn't made her first short-

clothes, and taught her to walk. I always said she was sent to console me
tor never having chick or child of my own. And now she's lost, the old

times keep coming back to my mind ; and, even at my age, I can't help

crying about her—I can't indeed, sir
!"

I waited a little to give Mrs. Clements time to compose herself. Was
the light that I had been looking for so long, glimmering on me—far off,

as yet—in the good woman's recollections of Anne's early life ?

" Did you know Mrs. Catherick before Anne was born ?" I asked.

" Not very long, sir—not above four months. Wc saw a great deal ot

each other in that time, but we were never very friendly together."

Her voice was steadier as she made that reply. Painful as many of hei

recollections might be, I observed that it was, unconsciously, a relief to her

mind to revert to the dimly-seen troubles of the past, after dwelling so long

on the vivid sorrows' of the present.
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"Wore you and Mrs. Catherick neighbours?" I inquired, leadiig bar

memory on, as encouragingly as I could.

" Yes, sir—neighbours at Old Welrningham."

" Old Welmingham? There are two places of that name, then, In

Hampshire ?"

" Well, sir, there used to be in those days—better than three-and-tweniy

years ago. They built a new town about two miles off, convenient to the

rj ver— and Old Welmingham, which was never much more than a village,

got in time to be deserted. The new town is the place they call Welming-

ham, now—but the old parish church is the parish church still. It stands

by itself, with the houses pulled down, or gone to ruin all round it. I've

lived to see sad changes. It was a pleasant, pretty place in my time."

"Did you live there before your marriage, Mrs. Clements?"

"No, sir—I'm a Norfolk woman. It wasn't the place my husband

belonged to, either. He was from Grimsby, as I told you ; and he served

his apprenticeship there. But having friends down south, and hearing of

an opening, he got into business at Southampton. It was in a small way
but he made enough for a plain man to retire on, and settled at Old Wel-

mingham. I went there with him, when he married me. We were neither

of us .young ; but we lived very happy together—happier than our neigh-

bour, Mr. Catherick, lived along with his wife, when they came to Old

Welmingham, a year or two afterwards."

" Was your husband acquainted with them before that ?"

" With Catherick, sir—not with his wife. She was a stranger to both

of us. Some gentleman had made interest for Catherick ; and he got the

situation of clerk at Welmingham church, which was the reason of his

joining to settle in our neighbourhood. He brought his newly-married

wife along with him ; and we heard, in course of time, she had been lady's

maid in a family that lived at Varneck Hall, near Southampton. Cathe-

rick had found it a hard matter to get her to marry him—in consequence

of her holding herself uncommonly high. He had asked and asked, and

given the thing up at last, seeing she was so contrary about it. When he

had given it up, she turned contrary, just the other way, and came to him
of her own accord, without rhyme or reason seemingly. My poor husband

always said that was the time to have given her a lesson. But Catherick

was too fond of her to do anything of the sort; he never checked her,

sither before they were married or after. He was a quick man in his feel-

ings, letting them carry him a deal too far, now in one way, and now in

another; and he would have spoilt a better wife than Mrs. Catherick, if a

tetter had married him. I don't like to speak ill of any one, sir—but she

was a heartless woman, with a terrible will of her own ; fond of foolish

naiairation and line clothes, and not caring to show so much as decent

outward respect to Catherick, kindly as hn always treated her. My
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husband said lie thought things would turn out badly, when they first

came to live near us ; and his words proved true. Before they had been

quite four months in our neighbourhood, there was a dreadful scandal antj

a miserable break-up in their household. Both of them were in fault—

]

am afraid both of them were equally in fault."

" You mean both husband and wife ?"

" Oh, no, sir ! I don't mean Catherick—he was only to be pitied, i

meant his wife, and the person
"

"And the person who caused the scandal ?"

" Yes, sir. A gentleman born and brought up, who ought to have set a

better example. You know him, sir—and my poor dear Anne knew him,

only too well."

"Sir PercivalGlyde?"
" Yes. Sir Percival Glyde."

My heart beat fast—I thought I had my hand on the clue. How
little I knew, then, of the windings of the labyrinth which were still to

mislead me

!

" Did Sir Percival live in your neighbourhood at that time?" I asked.

"No, sir. He came among us as a stranger. His father had died, not

long before, in foreign parts. I remember he was in mourning. He put

up at the little inn on the river (they have pulled it down since that time,)

where gentlemen used to go to fish. He wasn't much noticed when he

first came—it was a common thing enough for gentlemen to travel, from

all parts of England, to fish in our river."

" Did he make his appearance in the village before Anne was born ?"

" Yes, sir. Anne was born in the June month of eighteen hundred and

twenty-seven—and I think he came at the end of April, or the beginning

of May."
" Came as a stranger to all of you ? A stranger to Mrs. Catherick, aB

well as to the rest of the neighbours ?"

" So we thought at first, sir. But when the scandal broke out, nobody

believed they were strangers. I remember how it happened, as well as if

it was yesterday. Catherick came into our garden one night, and woke ua

by throwing up a handful of gravel from the walk, at our window. I

heard him beg my husband, for the Lord's sake, to come down and speak

to him. They were a long time together talking in the porch. When my
husband came back up-stairs, he was all of a tremble. He sat clown on

the side of the bed, and he says to me, ' Lizzie ! I always told you thai

woman was a bad one ; I always said she would end ill—and I'm afraid, in

my own mind, that the end has come already. Catherick has found a la£

of lace handkerchiefs, and two fine rings, and a new gold watch and chain,

hid away in his wife's drawer—things that nobody but a born lady ought

ever to have—and his wife won't say how she came by them.' ' Doea be
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liluk she stole them ?' says I. ' No,' says lie, ' stealing would be bad

enough. But it's worse than that—she's had no chance of stealing sucb

things as those, and she's not a woman to take them if she had. They're

gifts, Lizzie—there's her own initials engraved inside the watch—and

Catherick has seen her, talking privately, and carrying on as no married

woman should, with that gentleman in mourning—Sir Percival Glyde.

Don't you say anything about it—I've quieted Catherick for to-night. I've

told him to keep his tongue to himself, and his eyes and his ears open, and to

wait a day or two, till he can be quite certain.' ' I believe you are both of

you wrong,' says I. ' It's not in nature, comfortable and respectable as

she is here, that Mrs. Catherick should take up with a chance stranger like

Sir Percival Glyde.' ' Ay, but is he a stranger to her ?' says my husband.

'You forget how Catherick's wife came to marry him. She went to him

of her own accord, after saying, No, over and over again when he asked

her. There have been wicked women, before her time, Lizzie, who have

used honest men who loved them as a means of saving their characters

—

and I'm sorely afraid this Mrs. Catherick is as wicked as the worst of them.

We shall see,' says my husband, ' we shall soon see.' And only two days

afterwards, we did see."

Mrs. Clements waited for a moment, before she went on. Even in that

moment, I began to doubt whether the clue that I thought I had found

was really leading me to the central mystery of the labyrinth, after all

Was this common, too common, story of a man's treachery and a woman's

frailty the key to a secret which had been the life-long terror of Sir Percival

Glyde?

" Well, sir, Catherick took my husband's advice, and waited," Mrs.

Clements continued. " And, as I told you, he hadn't long to wait. On
the second day, he found his wife and Sir Percival whispering together

quite familiar, close under the vestry of the church. I suppose they

thought the neighbourhood of the vestry was the last place in the world

where anybody would think of looking after them—but, however that may
be, there they were. Sir Percival, being seemingly surprised and con-

founded, defended himself in such a guilty way that poor Catherick (whose

quick temper I have told you of already) fell into a kind of frenzy at his

own disgrace, and struck Sir Percival. He was no match (and I am sorry

to say it) for the man who had wronged him—and he was beaten in the

cruelest manner, before the neighbours who had come to the place on hear-

ing the disturbance, could run in to part them. All this happened towards

evening ; and, before nightfall, when my husband went to Catherick's

house, he was gone, nobody knew where. No living soul in the village

ever saw him again. He knew too well, by that time, what his wife's

vib reason had been for marrying him ; and he feH his misery and disgrace

—especially after what had happened to him with Sir Percival—too keenly.
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The clergyman of the parish put an advertisement in the paper, begging

him to come hack, and saying that he should not lose his situation or bis

friends. But Catherick had too much pride and spirit, as some people said

—too much feeling, as I think, sir—to face his neighbours again, and try t«

live down the memory of his disgrace. My husband heard from him,
when he had left England ; and heard a second time, when he was settled,

and doing well, in America. He is alive there now, as far as I know ; but
none of us in the old country—his wicked wife least of all—are ever likely

to set eyes on him again."

" What became of Sir Percival ?" I inquired. " Did he stay in the

neighbourhood ?"

" Not he, sir. The place was too hot to hold him. He was heard at

high words with Mrs. Catherick, the same night when the scandal broke

out—and the next morning he took himself off."

"And Mrs. Catherick? Surely she never remained in the village,

among the people who knew of her disgrace ?"

" She did, sir. She was hard enough and* heartless enough to set the

opinions of all her neighbours at flat defiance. She declared to everybody,

from the clergyman downwards, that she was the victim of a dreadful mis-

take, and that all the scandal-mongers in the place should not drive her

«ut of it as if she was a guilty woman. All through my time, she lived at

Old Welmingham ; and, after my time, when the new town was building,

and the respectable neighbours began moving to it, she moved too, as if

she was determined to live among them and scandalize them to the very

last. There she is now, and there she will stop, in defiance of the best of

them, to her dying day."

" But how has she lived, through all these years ?" I asked. " Was her

husband able and willing to help her ?"

" Both able and willing, sir," said Mrs. Clements. " In the second letter

he wrote to my good man, he said she had borne his name, and lived in his

home, and, wicked as she was, she must not starve like a beggar in the

street. He could afford to make her some small allowance, and she might

draw for it quarterly, at a place in London."
" Did she accept the allowance ?"

" Not a farthing of it, sir. She said she would never be beholden to

Catherick for bit or drop, if she lived to be a hundred. And she has kept

her word ever since. When my poor dear husband died, and left all to

me, Catherick's letter was put in my possession with the other things—and

I told her to let me know if she was ever in want. ' I'll let all England

know I'm in want,' she said, ' before I tell Catherick, or any friend of

Catherick's. Take that for your answer—and give it toMm for an answer

if he ever writes again.'

"

•'Do vcu suppose that she had money of her own 7"
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* Very little, if any, sir. It was said, and said truly, I am afraid, thm

hor means of living came privately from Sir Percival Glyds."

After that last reply, 1 waited a little, to reconsider what I had heard.

If I unreservedly accepted the story so far, it was now plain that no approach,

direct or indirect, to the Secret had yet been revealed to me, and that the

pursuit of my object had ended again in leaving me face to face with the

most palpable and the most disheartening failure.

But there was one point in the narrative which made me doubt the pro-

priety of accepting it unreservedly, and which suggested the idea of some-

thing hidden below the surface.

I could not account to myself for the circumstance of the clerk's guilty

wife voluntarily living out all her after-existence on the scene of her dis-

grace. The woman's own reported statement that she had taken this

strange course as a practical assertion of her innocence, did not satisfy me.

It seemed, to my mind, more natural and more probable to assume that

she was not so completely a free agent in this matter as she had herself

asserted. In that case, who was the likeliest person to possess the power

of compelling her to remain at Welmingham ? The person unquestionably

from whom she derived the means of living. She had refused assistance

from her husband, she had no adequate resources of her own, she was ;i

friendless, degraded woman : from what source should she derive help, but

from the source at which report pointed—Sir Percival Glyde?

Eeasoning on these assumptions, and always bearing in mind the one

certain fact to guide me, that Mrs. Catherick was in possession of tho

Secret, I easily understood that it was Sir Percival's interest to keep her at

Welmingham, because her character in that place was certain to isolate her

from all communication with female neighbours, and to allow her no oppor-

tunities of talking incautiously, in moments of free intercourse with inqui-

sitive bosom friends. But what was the mystery to be concealed ? Not
Sir Percival's infamous connexion with Mrs. Catherick's disgrace—for the

neighbours were the very people who knew of it. Not the suspicion thai

he was Anne's father—for Welmingham was the place in which that

suspicion must inevitably exist. If I accept ed the guilty appearances

described to me, as unreservedly as others had accepted them r if I drew

from them the same superficial conclusion which Mr. Catherick and all hia

neighbours had drawn—where was the suggestion, in all that I had heard,

of a dangerous secret between Sir Percival and Mrs. Catherick, which had

been kept hidden from that time to this ?

Ar.d yet, in those stolen meetings, in those familiar whisperings between

the clerk's wife and " the gentleman in mourning," the clue to discover^

existed beyond a doubt,

Was it possible that appearances, in this case, had pointed one way
2 B
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while the truth lay, all the while, unsuspected, in another direction?

Could Mrs. Catherick's assertion that she was the victim of a dreadful

mistake, by any possibility be true ? Or, assuming it to be false, could

the conclusion which associated Sir Percival with her guilt, have been

founded in some inconceivable error ? Had Sir Percival, by any chance,

courted the suspicion that was wrong, for the sake of diverting from himself

some other suspicion that was right ? Here, if I could find it—here was
the approach to the Secret, hidden deep under the surface of the apparently

unpromising story which I had just heard.

My next questions were now directed to the one object of ascertaining

whether Mr. Catherick had, or had not, arrived truly at the conviction of

his wife's misconduct. The answers I received from Mrs. Clements, left

me in no doubt whatever on that point. Mrs. Catherick had, on the

clearest evidence, compromised her reputation, while a single woman, with

some person unknown ; and had married to save her character. It had

been positively ascertained, by calculations of time and place into which I

need not enter particularly, that the daughter who bore her husband's

name was not.her husband's child.

The next object of inquiry, whether it wras equally certain that Sir

Percival must have been the father of Anne, was beset by far greater

difficulties. I was in no position to try the probabilities on one side or on

the other, in this instance, by any better test than the test of personal

resemblance.

" I suppose you often saw Sir Percival, when
:
he was in your village ?"

J. said.

" Yes, sir—very often," replied Mrs. Clements.
" Did you ever observe that Anne was like him 1"

" She was not at all like him, sir."

" Was she like her mother, then ?"

" Not like her mother, either, sir. Mrs. Catherick was dark, and full in

the face."

Not like her mother, and not like her (supposed) father. I knew that

the test by personal resemblance was not to be implicitly trusted—but, on

the other hand, it was not to be altogether rejected on that account. Was
it possible to strengthen the evidence, by discovering any conclusive facts

in relation to the lives of Mrs. Catherick and Sir Percival, before they

either of them appeared at Old Welmingham ? When I asked my next

questions, I put them with this view.

" When Sir Percival first arrived in your neighbourhood," 1 said, " did

you hear where he had come from last ?"

" No, sir. flome said from Blackwater Park, and some said frran

Scotland—but ncibody knew."
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"Was Mrs. Catherick living in service at Varneck Hall, immediately

before her marriage ?"

"Yes, sir."

" And had she "been long in her place ?"

" Three or four years, sir ; I am not quite certain which."

" Did you ever hear the name of the gentleman to whom Varneck Hah
belonged at that time ?"

"Yes, sir. His name was Major Donthorne."
" Did Mr. Catherick, or did any one else you knew, ever hear that Si!

Percival was a friend of Major Donthornc's, or ever see Sir Percival in the

neighbourhood of Varneck Hall ?"

" Catherick never did, sir, that I can remember—nor any one else, either,

that I know of."

I noted down Major Donthorne's name and address, on the chance that

he might still be alive, and that it might be useful, at some future time, to

apply to him: Meanwhile, the impression on my mind was now decidedly

adverse to the opinion that Sir Percival was Anne's father, and decidedly

favourable to the conclusion that the secret of his stolen interviews with

Mrs. Catherick was entirely unconnected with the disgrace which the

woman had inflicted on her husband's good name. I could think of no

further inquiries which I might make to strengthen this impression—

I

could only encourage Mrs. Clements to speak next of Anne's early days,

and watch for any chance-suggestion which might in this way offer itself

to me.

" I have not heard yet," I said, " how the poor child, born in all this sin

and misery, came to be trusted, Mrs. Clements, to your care."

" There was nobody else, sir, to take the little helpless creature in hand,''

replied Mrs. Clements. " The wicked mother seemed to hate it—as if the

poor baby was in fault !—from the day it was born. My heart was heavy

for the child ; and I made the offer to bring it up as tenderly as if it was

my own."
" Did Anne remain entirely under your care, from that time ?"

" Not quite entirely, sir. Mrs. Catherick had her whims and fancies

about it, at times ; and used now and then to lay claim to the child, as if

she wanted to spite me for bringing it up. But these fits of hers never

lasted for long. Poor little Anne was always returned to me, and war;

always glad to get back—though she led but a gloomy life in my house,

having no playmates, like other children, to brighten her up. Our longest

separation was when her mother took her to Limmeridge. Just at that

time, I .lost my husband ; and I felt it was as well, in that miserable

affliction, that Anne should not be in the house. She was between ten and

eleven years old, then ; slow at her lessons, poor soul, and not so cheerful

us other children—but hs pretty a little girl to look at as you woultf. wish
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co see. I waited at home till her mother brought her back ; and tLea ]

made the offer to take her with me to London—the truth being, sir,

that I could not find it in my heart to stop at Old Welmingham, alter my
husband's death, the place was so changed and so dismal to me."

" And did Mrs. Catherick consent to your proposal ?"

" No, sir. She came back from the north, harder and bitterer than ever.

Folks did say that she had been obliged to ask Sir Percival's leave to go, to

begin with ; and that she only went to nurse her dying sister at Limme-

ridge because the poor woman was reported to have saved money—the

truth being that she hardly left enough to bury her. These things may

have soured Mrs. Catherick, likely enough—but, however that may be, she

wouldn't hear of my taking the child away. She seemed to like distressing

us both by parting us. All I could do was to give Anne my direction, and

vo tell her, privately, if she was ever in trouble, to come to me. But years

passed before she was free to come. I never saw her again, poor soul, till

the night she escaped from the madhouse."
" You know, Mrs. Clements, why Sir Percival Glyde shut her up ?"

" I only know what Anne herself told me, sir. The poor thing used to

ramble and wander about it, sadly. She said her mother had got some

secret of Sir Percival's to keep, and had let it out to her, long after I left

Hampshire—and when Sir Percival found she knew it, he shut her up.

But she never could say what it was, when I asked her. All she could

tell me was that her mother might be the ruin and destruction of Sir

Percival, if she chose. Mrs. Catherick may have let out just as much as

that, and no more. I'm next to certain I should have heard the whole

truth from Anne, if she had really known it, as she pretended to do—and

as she very likely fancied she did, poor soul."

This idea had more than once occurred to my own mind. I had already

told Marian that I doubted whether Laura was really on the point of

making any important discovery when she and Anne Catherick were

disturbed by Count Fosco at the boat-house. It was perfectly in character

with Anne's mental affliction that she should assume an absolute knowledge

of the Secret on no better grounds than vague suspicion, derived from hints

which her mother had incautiously let drop in her presence. Sir Percival's

guilty distrust would, in that case, infallibly inspire him with the false idea

that Anne knew all from her mother, just as it had afterwards fixed in his

mind the equally false suspicion that his wife knew all from Anne.

The time was passing ; the morning was wearing away. It was doubtful,

if I stayed longer, whether I should hear anything more from Mrs. Clements

that would be at all useful to my purpose. I had already discovered those

local and family particulars, in relation to Mrs. Catherick, of which I had

been in search ; and I had arrived at certain conclusions, entirely new to

ae, which might immensely assist in directina; the course of mj' future
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proceedings. I rose to take my leave, and to thank Mrs. Clements for the

friendly readiness she had shown in affording me information.

" I am afraid you must have thought me very inquisitive," I said. " ]

nave troubled you with more questions than many people would have cared

to answer."

"You are heartily welcome, sir, to anything I can tell you," answered

Mrs. Clements. She stopped, and looked at me wistfully. " But I do

wish," said the poor woman, "you could have told me a little more ahout

Anne, sir. I thought I saw something in your face, when you came in,

which looked as if you could. You can't think how hard it is, not even to

know whether she is living or dead. I could bear it better if I was only

certain. You said you never expected we should see her alive again. Do
you know, sir—do you know for truth—that it has pleased God to take

her?"

I was not proof against this appeal ; it would have been unspeakably

mean and cruel of me if I had resisted it.

" I am afraid there is no doubt of the truth," I answered, gently :
" I

have the certainty, in my own mind, that her troubles in this world are

over."

The poor woman dropped into her chair, and hid her face from me.
'• Oh, sir," she said, " how do you know it ? Who can have told you?"
" No one has told me, Mrs. Clements. But I have reasons for feeling

sure of it—reasons which I promise you shall know, as soon as I can safely

explain them. I am certain she was not neglected in her last moments ; I

am certain the heart-complaint, from which she suffered so sadly, was the

true cause of her death. You shall feel as sure of this as I do, soon—you

shall know, before long, that she is buried in a quiet country churchyard

;

in a pretty, peaceful place, which you might have chosen for her yourself.'

" Dead 1" said Mrs. Clements ;
" dead so young—and I am left to hear

it ! I made her first short frocks. I taught her to walk. The first time

she ever said, Mother, she said it to me—and, now, I am left, and Anne is

taken ! Did you say, sir," said the poor woman, removing the handkerchief

from her face, and looking up at me for the first time—" did you say that

she had been nicely buried ? Was it the sort of funeral she might have
had, if she had really been my own child ?"

I assured her that it was. She seemed to take an inexplicable pride in

my answer—to find a comfort in it, which no other and higher considerations

could afford. " It would have broken my heart," she said, simply, " if

Anne had not been nicely buried—but, how do you know it, sir ? who told

you ?" I once more entreated her to wait until I could speak to her

unreservedly. " You are sure to see me again," I said ; "for I have a

favour to oek, when yon are a little more composed—perhaps in a day or
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"Don't keep it waiting, sir, on my account," said Mrs. Clements
" Never mind my crying, if I can be of use. If you have anything on your

caind to say to me, sir—please to say it now."
" I only wish to ask you one last question," I said. " I only want to

know Mrs. Catherick's address at Welmingham."
My request so startled Mrs. Clements, that, for the moment, even the

tidings of Anne's death seemed to be driven from her mind. Her tears

suddenly ceased to flow, and she sat looking at me in blank amazement.
" For the Lord's sake, sir !" she said, " what do you want with Mra,

Catherick?"

" I want this, Mrs. Clements," I replied :
" I want to know the secret of

those private meetings of hers with Sir Percival Glyde. There is some-

thing more, in what you have told me of that woman's past conduct and of

that man's past relations with her, than you, or any of your neighbours,

ever suspected. There is a Secret we none of us know of between those

two—and I am going to Mrs. Catherick, with the resolution to find it

out."

"Think twice about it, sir!" said Mrs. Clements, rising, in her earnest-

ness, and laying her hand on my arm. " She's an awful woman—you don't

know her as I do. Think twice about it."

" I am sure your warning is kindly meant, Mrs. Clements. But I am
determined to see the woman, whatever comes of it."

Mrs. Clements looked me anxiously in the face.

"I see your mind is made up, sir," she said. "I will give you the

address."

I wrote it down in my pocket-book ; and then took her hand, to say

farewell.

" You shall hear from me, soon," I said ; " you shall know all that I

have promised to tell you."

Mrs. Clements sighed, and shook her head doubtfully.

"An eld woman's advice is sometimes worth taking, sir," she said.

" Think twice before you go to Welmingham."

VIII.

When I reached home again, after my interview with Mrs. Clements, 1 was
struck by the appearance of a change in Laura.

The unvarying gentleness and patience which long misfortune had tried

so cruelly and had never conquered yet, seemed now to have suddenly
failed her. Insemsible to all Marian's attempts to soothe and amuse her,

she sat, with her neglected drawing pushed away on the table ; her eyes

resolutely cast down, her fingers twining and untwining themselves rest-

leasly in her lap. Marian rose when I came in, with a silent distress in

her face ; waited for a moment, to see if Laura would look up at my
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approach; whispered to me, "Try if you can rouse her;" and left the

room.

I sat down in the vacant chair ;
gently unclasped the poor, worn, restless

finders ; and took both her hands in mine.

" What are you thinking of, Laura ? Tell me, my darling—try and toil

me what it is."

She struggled with herself, and raised her eyes to mine. " I can't feel

happy," she said ;
" I can't help thinking " She stopped, bent forward

a little, and laid her head on my shoulder, with a terrible mute helplessness

that struck me to the heart.

" Try to tell me," I repeated, gently ;
" try to tell me why you are not

happy."
" I am so useless—I am such a burden on both of you," she answered,

with a weary, hopeless sigh. " You work and get money, Walter ; and

Marian helps you. Why is there nothing I can do ? You will end in

liking Marian better than you like me—you will, because I am so helpless

!

Oh, don't, don't, don't treat me like a child
!"

[ raised her head, and smoothed away the tangled hair that fell over her

face, and kissed her—my poor, faded flower ! my lost, afflicted sister

!

" You shall help us, Laura," I said ;
" you shall begin, my darling, to-day."

She looked at me with a feverish eagerness, with a breathless interest,

that made me tremble for the new life of hope which I had called into

being by those few words.

I rose, and set her drawing materials in order, and placed them near her

again.

" You know that I work and get money by drawing," I said. " Now
you have taken such pains, now you are so much improved, you shall

begin to work and get money, too. Try to finish this little sketch as nicely

and prettily as you can. When it is done, I will take it away with me
;

and the same person will buy it who buys all that I do. You shall keep

your own earnings in your own purse ; and Marian shall come to you to

help us, as often as she comes to me. Think how useful you are going to

make yourself to both of us, and you will soon be as happy, Laura, as the

day is long."

Her face grew eager, and brightened into a smile. In the moment while

it lasted, in the moment when she again took up the pencils that had been

laid aside, she almost looked like the Laura of past days.

I had rightly interpreted the first signs of a new growth and strength in

her mind, unconsciously expressing themselves in the notice she had taken

of the occupations which filled her sister's life and mine. Marian (when I

told her what had passed) saw, as I saw, that she was longing to assume

her own little position of importance, to raise herself in her own estimation

and in ours—and, from that day, we tenderly helped the sew ambition
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which, gave promise of the hopeful, happier future, that might now not be

far off. Her drawings, as she finished them, or tried to iinish them, wera

placed in my hands ; Marian took them from me and hid them carefully
;

n.ud I set aside a little weekly tribute from my earnings, to be offered to

tier as the price paid by strangers for the poor, faint, valueless sketches, of

which I was the only purchaser. It was hard sometimes to maintain our

innocent deception, when she proudly brought out her purse to contribute

her share towards the expenses, and wondered, with serious interest,

whether I or she had earned the most that week. I have all those hidden

drawings in my possession still : they are my treasures beyond price—the

dear remembrances that I love to keep alive—the friends, in past adversity

that my heart will never part from, my tenderness never forget.

Am I trifling, here, with the necessities of my task ? am I looking for-

ward to the happier time which my narrative has not yet reached ? Yes.

Back again—back to the days of doubt and dread, when the spirit within

me struggled hard for its life, in the icy stillness of perpetual suspense. 1

have paused and rested for a while on my forward course. It is not, per-

haps, time wasted, if the friends who read these pages have paused aDd

rested too.

I took the first opportunity I could find of speaking to Marian in private,

and of communicating to her the result of the inquiries which I had made
that morning. She seemed to share the opinion on the subject of my pro-

posed journey to Welmingham, which Mrs. Clements had already expressed

to me.
" Surely, Walter," she said, " you hardly know enough yet to give you

any hope of claiming Mrs. Catherick's confidence ? Is it wise to proceed to

these extremities, before you have really exhausted all safer and simpler

means of attaining your object? When you told me that Sir Percival and

the Count were the only two people in existence who knew the exact date

of Laura's journey, you forgot, and I forgot, that there was a third person

who must surely know it—I mean Mrs. Kubelle. Would it not be far

sasier, and far less dangerous, to insist on a confession from her, than to

force it from Sir Percival ?"

" It might be easier," I replied ; "hut we are not aware of the full extent

of Mrs. Eubelle's connivance and interest in the conspiracy ; and we are

therefore not certain that the date has been impressed on her mind, as it

has been assuredly impressed on the minds of Sir Peicival and the Count.

It is too late, now, to waste the time on Mrs. Kubelle, which may be all-

important to the discovery of the one assailable point in Sir Percival's life.

Are you thinking a little too seriously, Marian, of the risk I may run it)

returning to Hampshire? Are you beginning to doubt whether Sir Per-

cival Clyde may not, in the end, be more than a match for me ?"
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"He will not be more than your match;" she replied, decidally, " ba-

jauae he will not be helped in resisting you by the impenetrable wickedness

at the Count."

" What has led you to that conclusion?" I asked, in some surprise.

" My own knowledge of Sir Percival's obstinacy and impatience of the

Count's control," she answered. " I believe he will insist on meeting you
single-handed—just as he insisted, at first, on acting for himself at Black'

water Park. The time for suspecting the Count's interference, will be the

time when you have Sir Percival at your mercy. His own interests will

then be directly threatened—and he will act, Walter, to terrible purpose, in

his own defence."

" We may deprive him of his weapons, beforehand," I said. " Some of

the particulars I have heard from Mrs. Clements may yet be turned to

account against him ; and other means of strengthening the case may be at

our disposal. There are passages in Mrs. Michelson's narrative which show

that the Count found it necessary to place himself in communication with

Mr. Fairlie ; and there may be circumstances which compromise him in

that proceeding. While I am away, Marian, write to Mr. Fairlie, and say

that you want an answer describing exactly what passed between the

Count and himself, and informing you also of any particulars that may
have come to his knowledge at the same time, in connexion with his niece.

•Tell him that the statement you request will, sooner or later, be insisted on,

if he shows any reluctance to furnish you with it of his own accord."

" The letter shall be written, Walter. But are you really determined to

go to Welmingham ?"

" Absolutely determined. I will devote the next two days to earning

what we want for the week to come ; and, on the third day, I go to Hamp-
shire."

When the third day came, I was ready for my journey.

As it was possible that I might be absent for some little time, I arranged

with Marian that we were to correspond every day ; of course addressing

each other by assumed names, for caution's sake. As long as I heard

from her regularly, I should assume that nothing was wrong. But if

the morning came and brought me no letter, my return to London would
take place, as a matter of course, by the first train. I contrived to recon-

cile Laura to my departure by telling her that I was going to the country

to find new purchasers for her drawings and for mine ; and I left her occu-

pied and happy. Marian followed me down stairs to the street door.

" Remember what anxious hearts you leave here," she whispered, as we
stood together in the passage ;

" remember all the hopes that hang cm your

safe return. If strange things happen to you on this journey ; if you and

Sir Percival meet "

" What makes you think we shall meet V" I asked.
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" I don't know—I have fears and fancies that I can't account for. Laugh

at them, Walter, if you like—but, for God's sake, keep your temper, if you

come in contact with that man P
" Never fear, Marian ! I answer for my self-control."

With those words we parted.

I walked briskly to the station. There was a glow of hope in me ; there

was a growing conviction in my mind that my journey, this time, would

not be taken in vain. It was a fine, clear, cold morning ; my nerves were

firmly strung, and I felt all the strength of my resolution stirring in me
vigorously from head to foot.

As I crossed the railway platform, and looked right and left among the

people congregated on it, to search for any faces among them that I knew,

the doubt occurred to me whether it might not have been to my advantage

if I had adopted a disguise, before setting out for Hampshire. But there

was something so repellent to me in the idea—something so meanly like

the common herd of spies and informers in the mere act of adopting a dis-

guise—that I dismissed the question from consideration, almost as soon as

it had risen in my mind. Even as a mere matter of expediency the pro-

ceeding was doubtful in the extreme. If I tried the experiment at home-.,

the landlord of the house would, sooner or later, discover me, and would

have his suspicions aroused immediately. If I tried it away from home,

the same persons might see me, by the commonest accident, with the dis-

guise and without it ; and I should, in that way, be inviting the notice

and distrust which it was my most pressing interest to avoid. In my owd

character I had acted thus far—and in my own character I was resolved to

continue to the end.

The train left me at Welmingham, early in the afternoon.

Is there any wilderness of sand in the deserts of Arabia, is there any

prospect of desolation among the ruins of Palestine, which can rival th?

repelling effect on the eye, and the depressing influence on the mind, of an

English country town, in the first stage of its existence, and in the tran-

sition state of its prosperity ? I asked myself that question, as I passed

through the clean desolation, the neat ugliness, the prim torpor of the

streets of Welmingham. And the tradesmen who stared after me from

their lonely shops ; the trees that drooped helpless in their arid exile cf un-

finished crescents and squares ; the dead house-carcases that waited in vain

for the vivifying human element to animate them with the breath of life
;

every creature that I saw ; every object that I passed—seemed to answer

with one accord : The deserts of Arabia are innocent of our civilized deso-

lation ; the ruins of Palestine are incapable of our modern gloom !

I inquired my way to the quarter of the town in which Mrs. Catherick

lived ; and or. reaching it found myself in a square of small houses, one
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jtory high. There was a bare little plot of gross in the middle, protected

by a cheap wire fence. An elderly nursemaid and two children were stand-

in<n in a corner of the enclosure, looking at a lean goat tethered to the grass.

Two foot-passengers were talking together on one side of the pavemenj

before the houses, and an idle little boy was leading an idle little dog along

by a string, on the other. I heard the dull tinkling of a piano at a distance,

accompanied by the intermittent knocking of a hammer nearer at hand.

These were all the sights and sounds of life that encountered me when 1

entered the square.

I walked at onje to the door of Number Thirteen—the number of

Mrs. Catherick's house—and knocked, without waiting to consider before-

hand how I might best present myself when I got in. The first ne^

cessity was to see Mrs. Catherick. I could then judge, from my own
observation, of the safest and easiest manner of approaching the object of

my visit.

The door was opened by a melancholy middle-aged woman servant. I

gave her my card, and asked if I could see Mrs. Catherick. The card was

taken into the front parlour ; and the servant returned with a message

requesting me to mention what my business was.

"Say, if you please, that my business relates to Mrs. Catherick's

daughter," I replied. This was the best pretext I could think of, on the

spur of the moment, to account for my visit.

The servant again retired to the parlour ; again returned ; and, this

time, begged me, with a look of gloomy amazement, to walk in.

I entered a little room, with a flaring paper, of the largest pattern, on the

walls. Chairs, tables, cheffonier, and sofa, all gleamed with the glutinous

brightness of cheap upholstery. On the largest table, in the middle of the

room, stood a smart Bible, placed exactly in the centre, on a red and yellow

woollen mat ; and at the side of the table nearest to the window, with a

little knitting-basket on her lap, and a weezing, blear-eyed old spaniel

crouched at her feet, there sat an elderly woman, wearing a black net cap

and a black silk gown, and having slate-coloured mittens on her hands.

Her iron-gray hair hung in heavy bands on either side of her face ; her

dark eyes looked straight forward, with a hard, defiant, implacable stare.

She had full square cheeks ; a long, firm chin ; and thick, sensual, colour-

less lips. Her figure was stout and sturdy, and her manner aggressively

self-possessed. This was Mrs. Catherick.

" You have come to speak to me about my daughter," she said, before 1

could utter a word on my side. " Be so good as to mention what yon have

to say."

The tone of her voice was as hard, as defiant, as implacable as the ex-

pression of her eyes. She pointed to a chair, and looked me all over atten-

tively, from head to foot, as I sat down in it. I saw that my only chm«
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with this woman was to speak to her in her own tone, and to meet har, at

the outset of our interview, on her own ground.
" You are aware," I said, " that your daughter lias heen lost ?"

" I am perfectly aware of it."

* Have you felt any apprehension that the misfortune of her lo3s might

be followed by the misfortune of her death ?"

" Yes. Have you come here to tell me she is dead ?"

" I have."

"Why?"
She put that extraordinary question without the slightest change in hei

voice, her face, or her manner. She could not have appeared more perfectly

unconcerned if I had told her of the death of the goat in the enclosure

outside.

" Why '?" I repeated. " Do you ask why I come here to tell you of

your daughter's death ?"

"Yes. What interest have you in me, or in her? How do you come

to know anything about my daughter ?"

" In this way. I met her on the night when she escaped from the Asy-

lum ; and I assisted her in reaching a place of safety."

" You did very wrong."

" I am sorry to hear her mother say so."

" Her mother does say so. How do you know she is dead ?"

" I am not at liberty to say how I know it—but I do know it."

" Are you at liberty to say how you found out my address?"

" Certainly. I got your address from Mrs. Clements."

" Mrs. Clements is a foolish woman. Did she tell you to come here?"

" She did not."

" Then, I ask you again, why did you come ?"

As she was determined to have her answer, I gave it to her in the

plainest possible form.

" I came," I said, " because I thought Anne Catherick's mother might

have some natural interest in knowing whether she was alive or dead."

" Just so," said Mrs. Catherick, with additional self-possession. " Had

you no other motive ?"

I hesitated. The right answer to that question was not easy to find, at

a moment's notice.

" If you have no other motive," she went on, deliberately taking off her

slate-coloured mittens, and rolling them up, " I have only to thank you for

your visit ; and to say that I will not detain you here any longer. Your

information would be more satisfactory if you were willing to explain how

you became possessed of it. However, it justifies me, I suppose, in gcir.g

into mourning. There is not much alteration necessary in my dress, as

7011 see. When I have changed my mittens, I shall be all in hJack."
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fche searched in the pocket of her gown ; drew out a pair of black -lace

mittens ;
put them on with the stoniest and steadiest composure ; and then

quietly crossed her hands in her lap.

" I wish you good morning," she said.

The eool contempt of her manner irritated me into directly avowing that

the purpose of my visit had not been answered yet.

" I have another motive in coming here," I said.

"Ah! I thought so," remarked Mrs. Catherick.

" Your daughter's death
"

"What did she die of?"

"Of disease of the heart."

" Yes. Go on."

" Your daughter's death has been made the pretext for inflicting seriotu

injury on a person who is very dear to me. Two men have been con-

cerned, to my certain knowledge, in doing that wrong. One of them is Sir

Percival Glyde."

" Indeed 1"

I looked attentively to see if she flinched at the sudden mention of that

name. Not a muscle of her stirred—the hard, defiant, implacable stare in

her eyes never wavered for an instant.

"You may wonder," I went on, "how the event of your daughter's

death can have been made the means of inflicting injury on another person.''

"No," said Mrs. Catherick; "I don't wonder at all. This appears to

be your affair. You are interested in my affairs. I am not interested in

yours."

" You may ask, then," I persisted, " why I mention the matter, in your

presence."

" Yes : I do ask that."

" I mention it because I am determined to bring Sir Percival Glyde to

account for the wickedness he has committed."
" What have I to do with your determination ?"

" You shall hear. There are certain events in Sir Percival's past life

which it is necessary to my purpose to be fully acquainted with. You
know them—and for that reason, I come to you."

" What events do you mean ?"

" Events that occurred at Old Welmingham, when your husband was

Parish-clerk at that place, and before the time when your daughter was

torn."

1 had reached the woman at last, through the barrier of impenetrable

reserve that she had tried to set up between us. I saw her temper

smouldering in her eyes— as plainly
i as I saw her hands grow restless,

then unclasp themselves, and begin mechanically smoothing her dress ovel

bor knees.
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* What do you know of those events ?" she askea
" All that Mrs. Clements could tell me," I answered.

There was a momentary flush on her firm, square face, a momentary
stillness in her restless hands, which seemed to betoken a coming outburst

nf anger that might throw her off her guard. But, no—she mastered the

rising irritation ; leaned back in her chair ; crossed her arms on her

broad bosom ; and, with a smile of grim sarcasm on her thick lips, looked

at me as steadily as ever.

" Ah ! I begin to understand it all, now," she said ; her tamed and

disciplined anger only expressing itself in the elaborate mockery of her tone

and manner. " You have got a grudge of your own against Sir Percival

Glyde—and I must help you to wreak it. I must tell you this, that, and

the other about Sir Percival and myself, must I ? Yes, indeed ? You have

been prying into my private affairs. You think you have found a lost

woman to deal with, who lives here on sufferance ; and who will do any-

thing you ask, for fear you may injure her in the opinions of the towns-

people. I see through you and your precious speculation—I do ! and it

amuses me. Ha! ha!"

She stopped for a moment : her arms tightened over her bosom, and she

laughed to herself—a hard, harsh, angry laugh.

" You don't know how I have lived in this place, and what I have done

in this place, Mr. What's-your-name," she went on. " I'll tell you, before

I ring the bell and have you shown out. I came here a wronged woman.

I came here robbed of my character and determined to claim it back. I've

been years and years about it—and I have claimed it back.. I have matched

the respectable people fairly and openly, on their own ground. If they say

anything against me, now, they must say it in secret : they can't say it,

they daren't say it, openly. I stand high enough in this town to be out of

your reach. The clergyman boivs to me. Aha ! you didn't bargain for that,

when you came here. Go to the church, and inquire about me—you will

find Mrs. Catherick has her sitting, like the rest of them, and pays the rent

on the day it's due. Go to the town-hall. There's a petition lying there

;

a petition of the respectable inhabitants against allowing a Circus to come

and perform here and corrupt our morals : yes ! oua morals. I signed that

petition this morning. Go to the bookseller's shop. The clergyman's

Wednesday evening Lectures on Justification by Faith are publishing there

by subscription—I'm down on the list. The doctor's wife only put a

shilling in the plate at our last charity sermon—I put half a crown. Mr.

Churchwarden Soward held the plate, and bowed to me. Ten years ago

he told Pigrum the chemist, I ought to be whipped out of the town, at the

cart's tail. Is your mother alive ? Has she got a better Bible on her table

than I have got on mine ? Does she stand better with her tradespeople

tnaa 1 do with mine ? Has she always lived within her income ? I have



THE WOMAN IN WHITE. 383

always lived within mine.—Ah ! there is the clergyman coming along the

aquare. Look, Mr. What's-your-name—look, if you please !"

She started up, with the activity of a young woman ; went to tho

window ; waited till the clergyman passed ; and bowed to him solemnly.

The clergyman ceremoniously raised his hat, and walked on. Mrs. Cathe-

rick returned to her chair, and looked at me with a grimmer sarcasm than

ever.

"There!" she said. " What do you think of that for a woman with a

lost character ? How does your speculation look now ?"

The singular manner in which she had chosen to assert herself, the

extraordinary practical vindication of her position in the town which she

had just offered, had so perplexed me, that I listened to her in silent

surprise. I was not the less resolved, however, to make another effort to

throw her off her guard. If the woman's fierce temper once got beyond

her control, and once flamed out on me, she might yet say the words which

would put the clue in my hands.

" How does your speculation look now ?" she repeated.

" Exactly as it looked when I first came in," I answered. " I don't

doubt the position you have gained in the town ; and I don't wish to assail

it, even if I could. I came here because Sir Percival Glyde is, to my certain

knowledge, your enemy, as well as mine. If I have a grudge against him,

you have a grudge against him too. You may deny it, if you like
;
you

may distrust me as much as you please
;
you may be as angry as you will

—but, of all the women in England, you, if you have any sense of injury

are the woman who ought to help me to crush that man."
" Crush him for yourself," she said—" then come back here, and see

what I say to you."

She spoke those words, as she had not spoken yet—quickly, fiercely,

vindictively. I had stirred in its lair the serpent-hatred of years—but only

for a moment. Like a lurking reptile, it leapt up at me—as she eagerly

bent forward towards the place in which I was sitting. Like a lurkiiig

reptile, it dropped out of sight again—as she instantly resumed her former

position in the chair.

" You won't trust me ?" I said.

"You are afraid?"

" Do I look as if I was ?"

" You are afraid of Sir Percival Glyde."
" Am I ?"

Her colour was rising, and her hands were at work again, smoothing her

Rown. I pressed the point farther and farther home —I went on, without

allowing her a moment of delay.

" Sir Percival has a high position in the world," I said ;
" it would be
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co wonder if jou were afraid of liim. Sir Percival is a powerful mea
—a baronet—the possessor of a fine estate—the descendant of a groat

family
"

She amazed me beyond expression by suddenly bursting out laughing.

" Yes," she repeated, in tones of the bitterest, steadiest contempt. " A
baronet—the possessor of a fine estate—the descendant of a great family.

Yes, indeed ! A great family—especially by the mother's side."

There was no time to reflect on the words that had just escaped her

;

there was only time to feel that they were well worth thinking over tho

moment I left the house.

" I am not here to dispute with you about family questions," I said. " 1

know nothing of Sir Percival' s mother
"

" And you know as little of Sir Percival himself," she interposed,

sharply.

"I advise you not to be too sure of that," I rejoined. "I know some

things about him—and I suspect many more."
" What do you suspect ?"

" I'll tell you what I don't suspect. I don't suspect him of being Anne's

father."

She started to her feet, and came close up to me with a look of fury.

" How dare you talk to me about Anne's father ! How dare you say

who was her father, or who wasn't !" she broke out, her face quivering,

her voice trembling with passion.

" The secret between you and Sir Percival is not that secret," I persisted.

" The mystery which darkens Sir Percival's life was not born with your

daughter's birth, and has not died with your daughter's death."

She drew back a step. " Go !" she said, and pointed sternly to the door.

" There was no thought of the child in your heart or in his,"- 1 went on,

determined to press her back to her last defences. " There was no bond of

guilty love between you and him, when you held those stolen meetings

—

when your husband found you whispering together under the vestry of the

church."

Her pointing hand instantly dropped to her side, and the deep flush of

anger faded from her face while I spoke. I saw the change pass over her

;

I saw that hard, firm, fearless, self-possessed woman quail under a terror

which her utmost resolution was not strong enough to resist—when I said

those five last words, " the vestry of the church."

For a minute, or more, we stood looking at each other in silence. I

spoke first.

" Do you still refuse to trust me ?" I asked.

She could not call the colour that had left it back to her face—but she

had steadied her voice, she had recovered the defiant self-postession of hei

manner when she answered me
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" I do refuse," she said.

u Do you still tell me to go ?"

" Yes. Go—and never come back."

I walked to the door, waited a moment before I opened it, and turned

round to look at her again.

" I may have news to bring you of Sir Percival which you don't expect,"

1 said ;
" and in that case, I shall come back."

" There is no news of Sir Percival that I don't expect, except "

She stopped ; her pale face darkened ; and she stole back, with a quiet,

stealthy, cat-like step to her chair.

"Except the news of his death," she said, sitting down again, with tho

mockery of a smile just hovering on her cruel lips, and the furtive light ol

hatred lurking deep in her steady eyes.

As I opened the door of the room to go out, she looked round at me
quickly. The cruel smile slowly widened her lips—she eyed me with a

strange, stealthy interest, from head to foot—an unutterable expectation

showed itself wickedly all over her face. Was she speculating, in the

secrecy of her own heart, on my youth and strength, on the force of my
sense of" injury and the limits of my self-control ; and was she considering

the lengths to which they might carry me, if Sir Percival and I ever chanced

to meet ? The bare doubt that it might be so, drove me from her presence,

and silenced even the common forms of farewell on my lips. Without a

word more, on my side or on hers, I left the room.

As I opened the outer door, I saw the same clergyman who had already

passed the house once, about to pass it again, on his way back through tho

square. I waited on the door-step to let him go by, and looked round, as 1

did so, at the parlour window.
Mrs. Catherick had heard his footsteps approaching, in the silence of that

lonely place ; and she was on her feet at the window again, waiting for

him. Not all the strength of all the terrible passions I had roused in that

woman's heart, could loosen her desperate hold on the one fragment of social

consideration which years of resolute effort had just dragged within her

grasp. There she was again, not a minute after I had left her, placed

purposely in a position which made it a matter of common courtesy on the

part of the clergyman to bow to her for a second time. He raised his hat,

once more. I saw the hard ghastly face behind the window, soften, and

light up with gratified pride ; I saw the head with the grim black cap tend

ceremoniously in return. The clergyman had bowed to her—and in my
preeance—twice in one day !

Z c
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IX.

1 left the house, feeling that Mrs. Catherick had heiped me a step forward,

in spite of herself. Before I had reached the turning which led out of thu

square, my attention was suddenly aroused by the sound of a closing doot

behind me.

I looked round, and saw an undersized man in black, on the door-step oi

a house, which, as well as I could judge, stood next to Mrs. Cathcrick's

place of abode—next to it, on the side nearest to me. The man did not

hesitate a moment about the direction he should take. He advanced rapidly

towards the turning at which I had stopped. I recognised him as the

lawyer's clerk who had preceded me in my visit to Blackwater Park, and

who had tried to pick a quarrel with me, when I asked him if I could see

the house.

I waited where I was, to ascertain whether his object was to come to

close quarters and speak, on this occasion. To my surprise, he passed

on rapidly, without saying a word, without even looking up in my
face as he went by. This was such a complete inversion of the course of

proceeding which I had every reason to expect on his part, that my
curiosity, or rather my suspicion, was aroused, and I determined, on my
side, to keep him cautiously in view, and to discover what the business

might be on which he was now employed. Without caring whether he

saw me or not, I walked after him. He never looked back ; and he led

me straight through the streets to the railway station.

The train was on the point of starting, and twr- or three passengers who

were late were clustering round the small opening through which the

tickets were issued. I joined them, and distinctly heard the lawyer's

clerk demand a ticket for the Blackwater station. I satisfied myself that

he had actually left by the train, before I came away.

There was only one interpretation that I could place on what I had just

seen and heard. I had unquestionably observed the man leaving a house

which closely adjoined Mrs. Catherick's, residence. He had been probably

placed there, by Sir Percival's directions, as a lodger, in anticipation of my
inquiries leading me, sooner or later, to communicate with Mrs. Catherick.

He had doubtless seen me go in and come out ; and he had hurried away

by the first train to make his report at Blackwater Park—to which place

Sir Percival would naturally betake hinisv.lf (knowing what he evidently

knew of my movements), in order to be ready on the spot, if I returned to

Hampshire. Before many days were over, there seemed every likelihood,

now, that ho and I might meet.

Whatever result events might be destined to produce, I resolved to

pursue my own course, straight to the end in view, without stopping ot

turning aside
t

foi Sir Percival, or for any one. The great responsibility
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which, weighed on me heavily in London—the responsibility of so guiding

my slightest actions as to prevent them from leading accidentally to the

discovery of Laura's place of refuge—was removed, now that I was in

Hampshire. I could go and come as I pleased, at Welmingham ; and if 1

chanced to fail in observing any necessary precautions, the immediate

results, at least, would affect no one but myself.

When I left the station, the winter evening was beginning to close in.

There was little hope of continuing my inauiries after dark to any useful

purpose, m a neignbournooa that, was strange to me. Accordingly, I made

my way to the nearest hotel, and ordered my dinner and my bed. Tbia

done, I wrote to Marian, to tell her that I was safe and well, and that I

had fair prospects of success. I had directed her, on leaving home, to

address the first letter she wrote to me (the letter I expected to receive the

next morning) to " The Post-office, Welmingham ;" and I now begged her

to send her second day's letter to the same address. I could easily receive

it, by writing to the postmaster, if I happened to be away from the town

when it arrived.

The coffee-room of the hotel, as it grew late in the evening, became a

perfect solitude. I was left to reflect on what I had accomplished that

afternoon, as uninterruptedly as if the house had been my own. Before I

retired to rest, I had attentively thought over my extraordinary interview

with Mrs. Catherick, from beginning to end ; and had verified, at my
leisure, the conclusions which I had hastily drawn in the earlier part of the

day.

The vestry; of Old Welmingham church was the starting-point from

which my mind slowly worked its way back through all that I had heard

Mrs. Catherick say, and through all I had seen Mrs. Catherick do.

At the time when the neighbourhood of the vestry was first referred to in

my presence by Mrs. Clements, I had thought it the strangest and most
unaccountable of all places for Sir Percival to select for a clandestine

meeting with the clerk's, wife. Influenced by this impression, and by no

other, I had mentioned " the vestry of the church," before Mrs. Catherick,

on pure speculation—it represented one of the minor peculiarities of the

story, which occurred to me while I was speaking. I was prepared for hoi

answering me confusedly, or angrily ; but the blank terror that seized her,

when I said the words, took me completely by surprise. I had, long

before, associated Sir Percival's Secret with the concealment of a serious

crime, which Mrs. Catherick knew of—but I had gone no farther than this,

Now, the woman's paroxysm of terror associated the crime, either directly

or indirectly, with the vestry, and convinced me that she had been more
than the mere witness of it—she was also the accomplice, beyond a doubt.

What had been the nature of the crime? Surely there was a con-

temptible side to it, as well as a dangerous side—or Mrs. Catherick would

2 c 2
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not have repeated my own words, referring to Sir Pei rival's rank and

power, with, such marked disdain as she had certainly displayed. It was a

oontemptible crime, then, and a dangerous crime ; and she had shared in it,

and it was associated with the vestry of the church.

The next consideration to be disposed of led me a step farther from this

point.

Mrs. Catherick's undisguised contempt for Sir Percival plainly extended

to his mother as well. She had referred, with the bitterest sarcasm, to the

great family he had descended from—" especially by the mother's side."

What did this mean ? There appeared to be only two explanations of it.

Either his mother's birth had been low? or his mother's reputation was

damaged by some hidden flaw with which Mrs. Catherick and Sir Percival

were both privately acquainted ? I could only put the first explanation to

the test by looking at the register of her marriage, and so ascertaining

her maiden name and her parentage, as a preliminary to further inquiries.

On the other hand, if the second case supposed were the true one, what

had been the flaw in her reputation ? Eemembering the account which

Marian had given me of Sir Percival's father and mother, and of the suspi-

ciously unsocial secluded life they had both led, I now asked myself,

whether it might not be possible that his mother had never been married

nt all. Jere, again, the register might, by offering written evidence of the

marriage, prove to me, at any rate, that this doubt had no foundation in

truth. But where was the register to be found ? At this point, I took up

the conclusions which I had previously formed ; and the same mental pro-

cess which had discovered the locality of the concealed crime, now lodger

the register, also, in the vestry of Old Welmingham church.

These were the results of my interview with Mrs. Catherick—these

were the various considerations, all steadily converging to one point, which

decided the course of my proceedings on the next day.

The morning was cloudy and lowering, but no rain fell. I left u v bag

at the hotel, to wait there till I called for it ; and, after inquiring the way,

get forth on foot for Old Welmingham church.

Tt was a walk of rather more than two miles, the ground rising slowly

all tne way.

On the highest point stood the church—an ancient, weather-beaten

building, with heavy buttresses at its sides, and a clumsy square tower in

front. The vestry, at the back, was built out from the church, and seemed

to be of the same age. Round the building, at intervals, appeared the

remains of the village which Mrs. Clements had described to me as her

husband's place of abode in former years, and which the principal inhabit-

ante bad long since deserted for the new town. Some of the empty houses

had been dismantled to their outer walls ; some had been left to decay with
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lime ; and some were still inhabited by persons evidently of the poorest

class. It was a dreary scene—and yet, in the worst aspect of its ruin, not

po dreary as the modem town that I had just left. Here, there was the

brown, breezy sweep of surrounding fields for the eye to repose on ; here

the trees, leafless as they were, still varied the monotony of the prospect,

and helped the mind to look forward to summer-time and shade.

As 1 moved away from the back of the church, and passed some of tht

dismantled cottages in search of a person who might direct me to the clerk,

I saw two men saunter out after me, from behind a wall. The tallest of

the two—a stout muscular man in the dress of a gamekeeper—was a

stranger to me. The other was one of the men who had followed me in

London, on the day when I left Mr. Kyrle's office. 1 had taken particular

notice of him at the time ; and I felt sure that I was not mistaken in iden-

tifying the fellow on this occasion.

Neither he nor his companion attempted to speak to me, and both kept

themselves at a respectful distance—but the motive of their presence in

the neighbourhood of the church was plainly apparent. It was exactly as

I had supposed—Sir Percival was already prepared for me. My visit to

Mrs. Catherick had been reported to him the evening before ; and those two

men had been placed on the look-out, near the church, in anticipation of

my appearance at Old Welmingham. If I had wanted any further proof

that my investigations had taken the right direction at last, the plan now
adopted for watching me would have supplied it.

I walked on, away from the church, till I reached one of the inhabited

houses, with a patch of kitchen garden attached to it, on which a labourer

was at work. He directed me to the clerk's abode—a cottage, at some
little distance off, standing by itself on the outskirts of the forsaken village.

The clerk was in-doors, and was just putting on his great-coat. He was a

cheerful, familiar, loudly-talkative old man, with a very poor opinion (as I

6oon discovered) of the place in which he lived, and a happy sense of

superiority to his neighbours in virtue of the great personal distinction of

having once been in London.
" It's well you came so early, sir," said the old man, when I had men-

tioned the object of my visit. "I should have been away in ten minutes

more. Parish business, sir—and a goodish long trot before it's all done, for

a man at my age. But, bless you, I'm strong on my legs, still ! As long

as a man don't give at his legs, there's a dsal of work left in him. Don't

you think so, yourself, sir ?"

He took his keys down, while he was talking, from a hook behind the

fireplace, and locked his cottage door behind us.

" Nobody at home to keep house for me," said the clerk, with a cheerful

sense of perfect freedom from all family encumbrances. " My wife's in the

ihurchyard, there; and my children are all married. A wretched place
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this, isn't it, sir ? But the parish is a large one—every man couldn't get

through the business as I do. It's learning does it; and I've had my
share, and a little more. I can talk the Queen's English (God bless tha

Queen !)—and that's more than most of the people about here can dc.

You're from London, I suppose, sir? I've been in London, a matter

of five-and-twenty year ago. "What's the news there, now, if you

please ?"

Chattering on in this way, he led me back to the vestry. I looked

about, to see if the two spies were still in sight. They were not visible

anywhere. After having discovered my application to the clerk, they had

probably concealed themselves where they could watch my next proceedings

in perfect freedom.

The vestry door was of stout old oak, studded with strong nails ; and the

olerk put his large heavy key into the lock, with the air of a man who
knew that he had a difficulty to encounter, and who was not quite certain

of creditably conquering it.

" I'm obliged to bring you this way, sir," he said, " because the door

from the vestry to the church is bolted on the vestry side. We might

have got in through the church, otherwise. This is a perverse lock, if ever

there was one yet. It's big enough for a prison-door ; it's been hampered

over and over again ; and it ought to be changed for a new one. I've

mentioned that to the churchwarden fifty times over at least ; he's always

saying ' I'll see about it '—and he never does see. Ah, it's a sort of lost

corner, this place. Not like London—is it, sir? Bless you, we are all

asleep here ! We don't march with the times."

After some twisting and turning of the key, the heavy lock yielded

;

and he opened the door.

The vestry was larger than I should have supposed it to be, judging from

the outside only. It was a dim, mouldy, melancholy old room, with a

low, raftered ceiling. Bound two sides of it, the sides nearest to the inte-

rior of the church, ran heayy wooden presses, worm-eaten and gaping with

age. Hooked to the inner corner of one of these presses hung several sur-

plices, all bulging out at their lower ends in an irreverent-looking bundle

of limp drapery, Below the surplices, on the floor, stood three packing-

cases, with the lids half off, half on, and the straw profusely bursting out of

their cracks and crevices in every direction. Behind them, in a corner,

was a litter of dusty papers ; some large and rolled up, like architects' plans ;

some loosely strung together on files, like bills or letters. The room load

once been lighted by a small side window ; but this had been bricked up,

and a lantern skylight was now substituted for it. The atmosphere of the

place was heavy and mouldy ; being rendered additionally oppressive by
the closing of the door which led into the church. This door also was com-
posed of solid oak, and was bolted, at top and bottom, on the vestry side.
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" We might be tidier, mightn't we, sir ?" said the cheerful clerk. " But

when you're in a lost corner of a place like this, what are you to do ? Why,
look here, now—just look at these packing cases. There they've been, for

a year or more, ready to go down to London—there they are, littering the

place—and there they'll stop as long as the nails hold them together. I'll

tell you what, sir, as I said before, this is not London. We are all asleep

here. Bless you, we don't march with the times 1"

" What is there in the packing-cases ?" I asked.

" Bits of old wood carvings from the pulpit, and panels from the chancel,

ind images from the organ loft," said the clerk. " Portraits of the twelve

apostles in wood—and not a whole nose among 'em. All broken, and

rfrorm-eaten, and crumbling to dust at the edges—as brittle as crockery, sir

and as old as the church, if not older."

" And why were they going to London ? To be repaired ?"

" That's it, sir. To be repaired ; and where they were past repair, to b6

copied in sound wood. But, bless you, the money fell short—and

there they are, waiting for new subscriptions, and nobody to subscribe.

It was all done a year ago, sir. Six gentlemen dined together about it, at

the hotel in the new town. They made speeches, and passed resolutions,

and put their names down, and printed off thousands of prospectuses.

Beautiful prospectuses, sir, all flourished over with Gothic devices in red

ink, saying it was a disgrace not to restore the church and repair the famous

carvings, and so on. There are the prospectuses that couldn't be distributed,

and the architect's plans and estimates, and the whole correspondence which

set everybody at loggerheads and ended in a dispute, all down together in

that corner, behind the packing-cases. The money dribbled in a little at

first—but what can you expect out of London ? There was just enough,

you know, to pack the broken carvings, and get the estimates, and pay the

printer's bill—and after that, there wasn't a halfpenny left. There the

'hings are, as I said before. We have nowhere else to put them—nobody

in the new town cares about accommodating us—we're in a lost corner

—

and this is an untidy vestry—and who's to help it ?—that's what I want to

know."

My anxiety to examine the register did not dispose me to offer mucn
encouragement to the old man's talkativeness. I agreed with him that no-

body could help the untidiness of the vestry—and then suggested that wo
should proceed to our business without more delay.

" Ay, ay, the marriage register, to be sure," said the clerk, taking a little

bunch of keys from his pocket. " How far do you want to look back, sir ?''

Marian had informed me of Sir Percival's age, at the time when we had

spoken together of his marriage engagement with Laura. She had then

described him as being forty-five years old. Calculating back from this,

and making due allowance for the year that had passed since I had gained
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•a&y information, I found that he must have been horn in eighteen hun-
dred and four, and that I might safely start on my search through th«

register from that date.

" I want to begin with the year eighteen hundred and four," I said.

" Which way after that, sir ?" asked the clerk. " Forwards to our timb
or backwards away from us."

" Backwards from eighteen hundred and four."

He opened the door of one of the presses—the press from the side oi

which the surplices were hanging—and produced a large volume hound in

greasy brown leather. I was struck by the insecurity of the place in which

the register was kept. The door of the press was warped and cracked with

age ; and the lock was of the smallest and commonest kind. I could have

forced it easily with the walking-stick I carried in my hand.

"Is that considered a sufficiently secure place for the register?" ]

inquired. " Surely, a book of such importance as this ought to be pro-

tected by a better lock, and kept carefully in an iron safe ?"

" Well, now, that's curious !" said the clerk, shutting up the book again,

just after he had opened it, and smacking his hand cheerfully on the cover.

" Those were the very words my old master was always saying years and

years ago, when I was a lad. ' Why isn't the register' (meaning this

register here, under my hand)— 'why isn't it kept in an iron safe?' If

I've heard him say that once, I've heard him say it a hundred times. He
was the solicitor, in those days, sir, who had 'the appointment of vestry-

clerk to this church. A fine hearty old gentleman—and the most parti-

cular man breathing. As long as he lived, he kept a copy of this book, in

his office at Knowlesbmy, and had it posted up regular, from time to time,

to correspond with the fresh entries here. You would hardly think it, but

he had his own appointed days, once or twice, in every quarter, for riding

over to this church on his old white pony to check the copy, by the

register, with his own eyes and hands. ' How do I know ' (he used to say)—
' how do I know that the register in this vestry may not be stolen or

destroyed ? Why isn't it kept in an iron safe ? Why can't I make other

people as careful as I am myself? Some of these days there will be an

accident happen—and when the register's lost, then the parish will find

out the value of my copy.' He used to take his pinch of snuff after that,

and look about him as bold as a lord. Ah ! the like of him for doing

business isn't easy to find now. You may go to London, and not match
him, even there. Which year did you say, sir ? Eighteen hundred and
what?"

" Eighteen hundred and four," I replied ; mentally resolving to give the

C-ld man no more opportunities of talking, until my examination of the

register was over.

The ckrk put on his spectacles, and turned over the leaves of tfe
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register, carefully wetting his finger and thumb at every thiid page.

" There it is, sir," he said, with another cheerful smack on the open volume,

" There's the year you want."

As I was ignorant of the month in which Sir Percival was born, I began

my backward search with the early part of the year. The register-book

was of the old fashioned kind ; the entries being all made en blank pages

in manuscript, and the divisions which separated them being indicated by

ink lines drawn across the page, at the close of each entry.

I reached the beginning of the year eighteen hundred and four, without

encountering the marriage ; and then travelled back through December,

eighteen hundred and three ; through November, and October ; through-

No ! not through September also. Under the heading of that month in

the year, I found the marriage.

I looked carefully at the entry. It was at the bottom of a page, anO

was, for want of room, compressed into a smaller space than that occupied

by the marriages above. The marriage immediately before it was im-

pressed on my attention by the circumstance of the bridegroom's Christian

name being the same as my own. The entry immediately following it (on

the top of the next page) was noticeable, in another way, from the large

space it occupied ; the record, in this case, registering the marriages of two

brothers at the same time. The register of the marriage of Sir Felix Glydo

was in no respect remarkable, except for the narrowness of the space into

which it was compressed at the bottom of the page. The information about

his wife, was the usual information given in such cases. She was described

as " Cecilia Jane Elster, of Park-View Cottages, Knowlesbury ; only

daughter of the late Patrick Elster, Esq., formerly of Bath."

I noted down these particulars in my pocket-book, feeling, as I did so,

both doubtful and disheartened about my next proceedings. The Secret,

which I had believed, until this moment, to be within my grasp, seemed

now farther from my reach than ever.

What suggestions of any mystery unexplained had arisen out of my visit

to the -vestry? I saw no suggestions anywhere. What progress had I

made towards discovering the suspected stain on the reputation of Sir Per-

cival's mother ? The one fact I had ascertained, vindicated her reputation.

Fresh doubts, fresh difficulties, fresh delays, began to open before me in

interminable prospect. What was I to do next ? The one immediate resource

left to me, appeared to be this. I might institute inquiries about " Miss

Elster, of Knowlesbury," on the chance of advancing towards the main

object of my investigation, by first discovering the secret of Mrs. Cathe-

rick's contempt fov Sir Percival's mother.
" Have you found what you wanted, sir ?" said the clerk, as 1 closed the

Tester-book.

" Yes," I replied ;
" but I have some inquiries still to make. I suppose
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the clergyman who officiated here in the year eighteen hundred and three

Is no longer alive ?"

" No, no, sir ; he was dead three or four years hefore I came here—and
that was as long ago as the year twenty-seven. I got this place, sir," per-

sisted my talkative old friend, " through the clerk before me leaving it

They say he was driven out of house and home by his wife—and she's

living still, down in the new town there. I don't know the rights of the

atory myself ; all I know is, I got the place. Mr. Wansborough got it for

me—the son of my old master that I was telling you of. He's a free

pleasant gentleman as ever lived ; rides to the hounds, keeps his pointers,

and all that. He's vestry-clerk here now, as his father was before him."

"Did you not tell me your former master lived at Knowlesbury ?" 1

asked, calling to mind the long story about the precise gentleman of the

old school, with which my talkative friend had wearied me before he

opened the register-book.

" Yes, to be sure, sir," replied the clerk. " Old Mr. Wansborough lived

at Knowlesbury ; and young Mr. Wansborough lives there too."

" You said just now he was vestry-clerk, like his father before him. ]

am not quite sure that I know what a vestry-clerk is."

" Don't you indeed, sir ?—and you come from London, too ! Every

parish church, you know, has a vestry-clerk and a parish-clerk. Tha

parish-clerk is a man like me (except that I've got a deal more learning

than most of them—though I don't boast of it). The vestry-clerk is a

sort of an appointment that the lawyers get ; and if there's any business to

be done for the vestry, why there they are to do it. It's just the same in

London. Every parish church there has got its vestry-clerk—and, you

may take my word for it, he's sure to be a lawyer."
" Then, young Mr. Wansborough is a lawyer, I suppose ?"

" Of course he is, sir ! A lawyer in High-street, Knowlesbury—the old

offices that his father had before him. The number of times I've swept

those offices out, and seen the old gentleman come trotting in to business

on his white pony, looking right and left all down the street, and nodding

to everybody ! Bless you, he was a popular character i—he'd have done

in London !"

" How far is' it to Knowlesbury from this place ?"

"A long stretch, sir," said the clerk, with that exaggerated idea of

distances and that vivid perception of difficulties in getting from place to

place, which is peculiar to all country people. " Nigh on five mile, I can

tell you !"

It was still early in the forenoon. There was plenty of time for a walk

to Knowlesbury, and back again to Welmingham ; and there was no person

probably in the town who was fitter to assist my inquiries about the

character and position of Sir Percival's mother, before her marriage, thsn
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the local solicitor. Eesolving to go at once to Knowlesbury on foot, 1 led

foe way out of the vestry.

" Thank you kindly, sir," said the clerk, as I slipped my little present

into his hand. " Are you really going to walk all the way to Knowlesbury

and back ? Well ! you're strong on your legs, too—and what a blessing

that is, isn't it ? There's the road
; you can't miss it. I wish I was going

your way—it's pleasant to meet with gentlemen from London, in a lost

corner like this. One hears the news. Wish you good morning, sir—and

thank you kindly once more."

We parted. As I left the church behind me, I looked back—and there

were the two men again, on the road below, with a third in their company
;

that third person being the short man in black, whom I had traced to the

railway the evening before.

The three stood talking together for a little while—then separated. The

man in black went away by himself towards Welmingham ; the other twe

remained together, evidently waiting to follow me, as soon as I walked on.

I proceeded on my way, without letting the fellows see that I took any

special notice of them. They caused me no conscious irritation of feeling

at that moment—on the. contrary, they rather revived my sinking hopes

,

In the surprise of discovering the evidence of the marriage, I had forgotten

the inference I had drawn, on first perceiving the men in the neighbour-

hood of the vestry. Their reappearance reminded me that Sir Percival

had anticipated my visit to Old Welmingham church, as the next result of

my interview with Mrsi Catherick—otherwise, he would never have placed

his spies there to wait for me. Smoothly and fairly as appearances looked

in the vestry, there was something wrong beneath them—there was some-

thing in the register-book, for aught I knew, that I had not discovered yet.

X.

Once out of sight of the church, I pressed forward briskly on my way to

Knowlesbury.

The road was, for the most part, straight and level. Whenever I looked

back over it, I saw the two spies, steadily following me. For the greater

part of the way, they kept at a safe distance behind. But, once or twice,

they quickened their pace, as if with the purpose of overtaking me—then

stopped—consulted together—and fell back again to their former position.

They had some special object evidently in view ; and they seemed to be

hesitating, or differing, about the best means of accomplishing it. I could

not guess exactly what their design might be ; but I felt serious doubts oi

reaching Knowlesbury without some mischance happening to me on the

way. Those doubts were realized.

I had just entered on a lonely part of the road, with a sharp turn at

some distance ahead, and had just concluded (calculating by time) that I
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roust be getting near to the town, when 1 suddenly heard the steps of the

men close behind me.

Before I could look round, one of them (the man hy whom I had beon

followed in London) passed rapidly on my left side, and hustled me with

his shoulder. I had been more irritated by the manner in which he and

his companion had dogged my steps all the way from Old Welminghaip
than I was myself aware of; and I unfortunately pushed the fellow awav
smartly with my open hand. He instantly shouted for help. His con*-

rianion, the tall man in the gamekeeper's clothes, sprang to my right side—
and the next moment the two scoundrels held me pinioned between them
in the middle of the road.

The conviction that a trap had been laid for me, and the vexation of

knowing that I had fallen into it, fortunately restrained me from making

my position still worse by an unavailing struggle with two men—one of

whom would in all probability have been more than a match for me,

single handed. I repressed the first natural movement by which I had

attempted to shake them off, and looked about to see if there was anj

person near to whom I could appeal.

A labourer was at work in an adjoining field, who must have witnessed

all that had passed : I called to him to follow us to the town. He shook

his head with stolid obstinacy, and walked away, in the direction of a

cottage which stood back from the high road. At the same time the men
who held me between them declared their intention of charging me with an

assault. I was cool enough and wise enough, now, to make no opposition.

" Drop your hold of my arms," I said, " and I will go with you to the

town." The man in the gamekeeper's dress roughly refused. But the

shorter man was sharp enough to look to consequences, and not to let his

companion commit himself by unnecessary violence. He made a sign to

the other, and I walked on between them, with my arms free.

We reached the turning in the road ; and there, close before us, were the

suburbs of Knowlesbury. One of the local policemen was walking along

the path by the roadside. The men at once appealed to him. He replied

that the magistrate was then sitting at the town-hall ; and recommended

'hat we should appear before him immediately.

We went on to the town-hall. The clerk made out a formal summons
;

and the charge was preferred against me, with the customary exaggeration

and the customary perversion of the truth, on such occasions. The magis-

trate (an ill-tempered man, with a sour enjoyment in the exercise of his

own power) inquired if any one on, or near, the road had witnessed the

Rssault ; and, greatly to my surprise, the complainant admitted the presence

of the labourer in the field. I was enlightened, however, as to the object oi

the admission, by the magistrate's next words. He remanded me, at cuce,

for the production of the witness ; expressing, at the same time, his willing-
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aesB to take bail for my reappearance, if I could produce oue respoiusible

narety to offer it. If I had been known in the town, he would have

liberated me on my own recognisances ; but, as I was a total stranger, it

was necessary that I should find responsible bail.

The whole object of the stratagem was now disclosed to me. It had

been so managed as to make a remand necessary in a town where I was a

perfect stranger, and where I could not hope to get my liberty on bail.

The remand merely extended over three days, until the next sitting of the

magistrate. But, in that time, while I was in confinement, Sir Perciva>

might use any means he pleased to embarrass my future proceedings—

perhaps to screen himself from detection altogether—without the slightest

fear of any hindrance on my part. At the end of the three days, the

charge would, no doubt, be withdrawn ; and the attendance of the witness

would be perfectly useless.

My indignation, I may almost say, my despair, at this mischievous

check to all further progress—so base and trifling in itself, and yet so dis-

heartening and so serious in its probable results— quite unfitted me, at

first, to reflect on the best means of extricating myself from the dilemma in

which I now stood. I had the folly to call for writing materials, and to

think of privately communicating my real position to the magistrate. The
hopelessness and the imprudence of this proceeding failed to strike me
before I had actually written the opening lines of the letter. It was not

till I had pushed the paper away—not till, I am ashamed to say, I had

almost allowed the vexation of my helpless position to conquer me—that a

course of action suddenly occurred to my mind, which Sir Percival had

probably not anticipated, and which might set me free again in a few hours.

I determined to communicate the situation in which I was placed tj

Mr. Dawson, of Oak Lodge.

I had visited this gentleman's house, it may be remembered, at the time

»f my first inquiries in the Blackwater Park neighbourhood ; and I had
presented to him a letter of introduction^from Miss Halcombe, in which
Bhe recommended me to his friendly attention in the strongest terms. I

now wrote, referring to this letter, and to what I had previously told

Mr. Dawson of the delicate and dangerous nature of my inquiries. I had
not revealed to him the truth about Laura ; having merely described my
errand as being of the utmost importance to private family interests with

which Miss Halcombe was concerned. Using the same caution still, I new
accounted for my presence at Knowlesbury in the same manner—and I put

it to the doctor to say whether the trust reposed in me by a lady whom he

Well knew, and the hospitality 1 had myself received in his house, justifies]

me or not in asking him to come to my assistance in a place where I was

^uite friendless.

I obtained permission to hire a messenger tc drive away at once w'th my
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letter, in a conveyance which might be used to Turing the doctor bach

immediately. Oak Lodge was on the Knowlesbury side of Blackwater.

The man declared he could drive there in forty minutes, and could bring

Mr. Dawson back in forty more. I directed him to follow the doctor

wherever he might happen to be, if he was not at home—and then sat

down to wait for the result with all the patience and all the hope that 1

could summon to help me.

It was not quite half-past one when the messenger departed. Before

half-past three, he returned, and brought the doctor with him. Mr. Daw-

son's kindness, and the delicacy with which he treated his prompt assist-

ance quite as a matter of course, almost overpowered me. The bail

required was offered, and accepted immediately. Before four o'clock, on

that afternoon, I was shaking hands warmly with the good old doctor—

a

free man again—in the streets of Knowlesbury.

Mr. Dawson hospitably invited me to go back with him to Oak Lodge,

and take up my quarters there for the night. I could only reply that my
time was not my own ; and I could only ask him to let me pay my visit

in a few days, when I might repeat my thanks, and offer to him all the

explanations which I felt to be only his due, but which I was not then in

a position to make. We parted with friendly assurances on both sides

;

and I turned my steps at once to Mr. Wansborough's office in the High

street.

Time was now of the last importance.

The news of my being free on bail would reach Sir Percival, to an abso<

lute certainty, before night. If the next few hours did not put me in a

position to justify his worst fears, and to hold him helpless at my mercy, I

might lose every inch of the ground I had gained, never to recover it again.

The unscrupulous nature of the man, the local influence he possessed, tho

desperate peril of exposure with which my blindfold inquiries threatened

him—all warned me to press on to positive discovery, without the useless

waste of a single minute. I had found time to think, while I was waiting

for Mr. Dawson's arrival ; and I had well employed it. Certain portions

of the conversation of the talkative old clerk, which had wearied me at the

time, now recurred to my memory with a new significance ; and a suspicion

crossed my mind darkly, which had not occurred to me while I was in the

vestry. On my way to Knowlesbury, I had only proposed to apply to

Mr. Wansborough for information on the subject of Sir Percival's mother.

My object, now, was to examine the duplicate register of Old "Welmingham

Ohurch.

Mr. Wansborough was in his offico when I inquired for him.

He was a jovial, red-faced, easy-looking man—more like a country squire

than a lawyer—and he seemed to be both surprised and amused by my
application. He had heard of bis father's copy of the register • but had not
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even seen it himself. It had never been inquired after—and it was no

doubt in the strong room, among other papers that had not been disturbed

since his father's death. It was a pity (Mr. Wansborough said) that the

old gentleman was not alive to hear his precious copy asked for at last.

He would have ridden his favourite hobby harder than ever, now. How
had I come to hear of the copy ? was it through anybody in the town ?

I parried the question as well as I could. It was impossible at this stage

of the investigation to be too cautious ; and it was just as well not to let

Mr. Wansborough know prematurely that I had already examined the

)ri°inal register. I described myself, therefore, as pursuing a family

inquiry, to the object of which every possible saving of time was of great

importance. I was anxious to send certain particulars to London by that

day's post ; and one look at the duplicate register (paying, of course, the

necessary fees) might supply what I required, and save me a further

fourney to Old Welmingham. I added that, in the event of my subse-

quently requiring a copy of the original register, I should make application

to Mr. Wansborough's office to furnish me with the document.

After this explanation, no objection was made to producing the copy

A clerk was sent to the strong room, and, after some delay, returned with

the volume. It was of exactly the same size as the volume in the vestry
;

the only difference being that the copy was more smartly bound. I took

it with me to an unoccupied desk. My hands were trembling—my head

was burning hot—I felt the necessity of concealing my agitation as well as

I could from the persons about me in the room, before I ventured on

opening the book.

On the blank page at the beginning, to which I first turned, were traced

some lines, in faded ink. They contained these words :

" Copy of the Marriage Eegister of Welmingham Parish Church.

Executed under my orders ; and afterwards compared, entry by entry,

with the original, by myself. (Signed) Robert Wansborough, vestry-clerk."

Below this note, there was a line added, in another handwriting, as follows :

''Extending from the first of January, 1800, to the thirtieth of June,

1815."

I turned to the month of September, eighteen hundred and three. I

found the marriage of the man whose Christian name was the same as my
own. I found the double register of the marriages of the two brothers.

And between these entries, at the bottom of the page ?

Nothing ! Not a vestige of the entry which recorded the marriage of

Sir Felix Glyde and Cecilia Jane Elster, in the register of the church !

My heart gave a great bound, and throbbed as if it would stifle me. I

looked again—I was afraid to believe the evidence of my own eyes. No 1

Hot a doubt. The marriage was not there. The entries on the copy

occupied exactly the same places on the page as the entries in the
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original. The last entry on one page recorded the manlage cf the film,

with my Christian name. Below it, there was a blank space—a space

evidently left because it was too narrow to contain the entry of the

marriages of the two brothers, which in the copy, as in the original, occu-

pied the top of the next page. That space told the whole story ! There

it must have remained, in the church register, from eighteen hundred and

three (when the marriages had been solemnised and the copy had been

made) to eighteen hundred and twenty-seven, when Sir Percival appeared

at Old Welmingham. Here, at Knowlesbury, was the chance of com-

mitting the forgery, shown to me in the copy—and there, at Old Wel-

mingham, was the forgery committed, in the register of the church

My head turned giddy ; I held by the desk to keep myself from falling.

Of all the suspicions which had struck me in relation to that desperate

man, not one had been near the truth. The idea that he was not Sir

Percival Glyde at all, that he had no more claim to the baronetcy and to

Blackwater Park than the poorest labourer who worked on the estate, had

never once occurred to my mind. At one time, I had thought he might

oe Anne Catherick's father ; at another time I had thought he might have

been Anne Catherick's husband—the offence of which he was really guilty

had been, from first to last, beyond the widest reach of my imagination.

The paltry means, by which the fraud had been effected, the magnitude

and daring of the crime that it represented, the horror of the consequences

involved in its discovery, overwhelmed me. Who could wonder now at

the brute-restlessness of the wretch's life ; at his desperate alternations

between abject duplicity and reckless violence ; at the madness of guilty

distrust which had made him imprison Anne Catherick in the Asylum, and

had given him over to the vile conspiracy against his wife, on the bare

suspicion that the one and the other knew his terrible secret ? The dis-

closure of that secret might, in past years, have hanged him—might now

transport him for life. The disclosure of that secret, even if the sufferers

by his deception spared him the penalties of the law, would deprive him,

at one blow, of the name, the rank, the estate, the whole social existence

that he had usurped. This was the Secret, and it was mine ! A word

from me ; and house, lands, baronetcy, were gone from him for ever—

a

word from me, and he was driven out into the world, a nameless, penniless,

friendless outcast ! The man's whole future hung on my lips—and he

knew it by this time as certainly as I did

!

That last thought steadied me. Interests far more precious than my
own, depended on the caution which must now guide my slightest actione.

There was no possible treachery which Sir Percival might not attempt

against me. In the danger and desperation of his position, he would be

staggered by no risks, he would recoil at no cn'me—ho would, literally

hesitate at nothing to save himself.
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J considered for a minute. My first necessity was to secure positive

Bvilence, in writing, of the discovery that I had just made, and, in the

event of any personal misadventure happening to me, to place that evidence

beyond Sir Percival's reach. The copy of the register was sure to be safe

in Mr. Wansborough's strong room. But the position of the original, in

the vestry, was, as I had seen with my own eyes, anything but secure.

In this emergency, I resolved to return to the church, to apply again

to the clerk, and to take the necessary extract from the register, before I

slept that night. I was not then aware that a legally-certified copy was

necessary, and that no document merely drawn out by myself could claim

the proper importance, as a proof. I was not aware of this ; and my
determination to keep my present proceedings a secret, prevented me from

asking any questions which might have procured the necessary information.

My one anxiety was the anxiety to get back to Old TVelmingham. I made

the best excuses I could for the discomposure in my face and manner,

which Mr. Wansborough had already noticed ; laid the necessary fee on his

table ; arranged that I should write to him in a day or two ; and left the

office, with my head in a whirl, and my blood throbbing through my veina

at fever heat.

It was just getting dark. The idea occurred to me that I might be fol-

lowed again, and attacked on the high road.

My walking-stick was a light one, of little or no use for purposes oi

defence. I stopped, before leaving Knowlesbury, and bought a stout

country cudgel, short, and heavy at the head. With this homely weapon,

if any one man tried to stop me, I was a match for him. If more than one

attacked me, I could trust to my heels. In my school-days, I had been a

noted runner—and I had not wanted lor practice since, in the later time of

my experience in Central America.

I started from the town at a brisk pace, and kept the middle of tho

road.

A small misty rain was falling ; and it was impossible, for the first half

of the way, to make sure whether I was followed or not. But at the last

half of my journey, when 1 supposed myself to be about two miles from

the church, I saw a man ran by me in the rain—and then heard the gate

of a field by the roadside, shut to sharply. I kept straight on, with my
cudgel ready in my hand, my ears on the alert, and my eyes straining to

Bee through the mist and the darkness. Before I had advanced a hundred

yards, there was a rustling in the hedge on my right, and three men sprang

out into the road.

[ drew aside on the instant to the footpath. The two foremost men
Vnire carried beyond me, before they could check themselves. The third

m« as quick as lightning. He stopped—half turned—and struck at me
with hi a stick. The blow wag aimed at hazard, and was not a severe one.

'4 X)



(02 TEE WOMAN IN WHITE.

It fell od my left shoulder. I returned it heavily on his h«si. He
staggered back, and j ostled his two companions, just as they were both

rushing at me. This circumstance gave me a moment's start. I slipped

by them, and took to the middle of the road again, at the top v>f my speed.

The two unhurt men pursued me. They were both good limners; the

road was smooth and level ; and, for the first five minutes or more, I was

conscious that I did not gain on them. It was perilous wjrk to run for

long in the darkness. I could barely see the dim black line of the hedges

on either side ; and any chance obstacle in the road would have thrown me
down to a certainty. Ere long, I felt the ground changing : it descended

from the level, at a turn, and then rose again beyond. Down-hill, the men
rather gained on me ; but, up-hill, I began to distance them. The rapid,

regular thump of their feet grew fainter on my ear ; and I calculated by

the sound that I was far enough in advance to take to the fields, with a

good chance of their passing me in the darkness. Diverging to the foot-

path, I made for the first break that I could guess at, rather than see, in

the hedge. It proved to be a closed gate. I vaulted over, and findiEi

myself in a field, kept across it steadily, with my back to the road. I

heard the men pass the gate, still running—then, in a minute more, heard

one of them call to the other to come back. It was no matter what they

did, now ; I was out of their sight and out of their hearing. I kept

straight across the field, and, when I had reached the further extremity ol

it, waited there for a minute to recover my breath.

It was impossible to venture back to the road ; but I was determined

nevertheless, to get to Old Welmingham that evening.

Neither moon nor stars appeared to guide me. I only knew that I bad

kept the wind and rain at my back on leaving Knowlesbury—and if I now
kept them at my back still, I might at least be certain of not advancing

altogether in the wrong direction.

Proceeding on this plan, I crossed the country—meeting with no wors6

obstacles than hedges, ditches, and thickets, which every now and then

obliged me to alter my course for a little while—until I found myself on a

hill-side, with the ground sloping away steeply before me. I descended to

the bottom of the hollow, squeezed my way through a hedge, and got out

into a lane. Having turned to the right on leaving the road, I now turned

to the left, ca the chance of regaining the line from which I had

wandered. After following the muddy windings of the lane for ten

minutes or more, I saw a cottage with a light in one of the windows.

The garden gate was open to the lane ; and I went in at once to inquire

my way.

Before I could knock at the door, it was suddenly opened, and a man,

came running out with a lighted lantern in his hand. He stopped andl

held it ijo at. the siglt of me. We both started as we saw each other
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My wanderings had led me round the outskirts of the village, and had

brought me out at the lower end of it. I was back at Old Welrningham
,

end the man with the lantern was no other than my acquaintance of the

morning, the parish clerk.

His manner appeared to have altered strangely, in the Interval since 1

had last seen him. He looked suspicious and confused ; his ruddy cheeks

were deeply flushed; and his first words, when he, spoke, were quite

unintelligible to me.
" Where are the keys ?" he asked. " Have you taken them ?"

" What keys ?" I repeated. " I have this moment come from Knowlee-

bury. What keys do you mean ?"

" The keys of the vestry. Lord save us and help us ! what shall I do

The keys are gone ! Do you hear V" cried the old man, shaking the lantern

at me in his agitation ;
" the keys are gone !"

" How ? When ? Who can have taken them 7"

"1 don't know," said the clerk, staring about him wildly in the

darkness. " I've only just got back. I told you I had a long day's work

this morning—I locked the door, and shut the window down—it's open

now, the window's open. Look ! somebody has got in there, and taken the

keys."

He turned to the casement window to show me that it was wide open.

The door of the lantern came loose from its fastening as he swayed it

round ; and the wind blew the candle out instantly.

" Get another light," I said ;
" and let us both go to the vestry together

Quick! quick!"

I hurried him into the house. The treachery that I had eveiy reason to

expect, the treachery that might deprive me of every advantage I had
gained, was, at that moment, perhaps, in process of accomplishment. My
impatience to reach the church was so great, that I could not remain

inactive in the cottage while the clerk lit the lantern again. I walked out,

down the garden path, into the lane.

Before I had advanced ten paces, a man approached me from the direc-

tion leading to the church. He spoke respectfully as we met. I could

not see his face ; but, judging by his voice only, he was a perfect stranger

tome.
'' I beg your pardon, Sir Percival " he began.

I stopped him before he could say more.
" The darkness misleads you," I said. " I am not Sir Percival."

The man drew back directly.

" I thought it was my master," he muttered, in a confused,, doubfcftu

Wfty.

" You expected to meet your master here ?"

" I was told to wait in the iane."

i> d 2
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With that answer, he retraced his steps. I looted back at the cottage,

and saw the clerk coming out, with the lantern lighted once more. I took

the old man's arm to help him on the more quickly. "We hastened along

the lane, and passed the person who had accosted me. As well as I couW
see by the light of the lantern, he was a servant out of livery.

" Who's that ?" whispered the clerk. " Does he know anything about

the keys ?"

" We won't wait to ask him," I replied. " We will go on to the vestrv

first."

The church was not visible, even by day-time, until the end of the lane

was reached. As we mounted the rising ground which led to the building

from that point, one of the village children—a boy—came close up to us

attracted by the light we carried, and recognised the clerk.

" I say, measter," said the boy, pulling officiously at the clerk's coat,

'' there be summun up yander in the church. I heerd un lock the door on

hisself—I heerd un strike a loight wi' a match."

The clerk trembled, and leaned against me heavily.

" Come ! come !" I said, encouragingly. " We are not too late. We
will catch the man, whoever he is. Keep the lantern, and follow me as

fast as you can."

I mounted the hill rapidly. The dark mass of the church-tower was

the first object I discerned dimly against the night sky. As I turned

aside to get round to the vestry, I heard heavy footsteps close to me. The

servant had ascended to the church after us. " I don't mean any harm,"

he said, when I turned round on him ;
" I'm only looking for my master."

The tones in which he spoke betrayed unmistakable fear. I took no notice

of him, and went on.

The instant I turned the corner, and came in view of the vestry, I saw

the lantern-skylight on the roof brilliantly lit up from within. It shone

out with dazzling brightness against the murky, starless sky.

I hurried through the churchyard to the door.

As I got near, there was a strange smell stealing out on the damp night

air. I heard a snapping noise inside—I saw the light above grow brighter

and brighter—a pane of the glass cracked—I ran to the door, and put my
hand on it. The vestry was on fire !

Before I could move, before I could draw my breath after that discovery,

1 was horror-struck by a heavy thump against the door, from the inside.

I heard the key worked violently in the lock—I heard a man's voice,

behind the door, raised to a dreadful shrillness, screaming for help.

The servant, who had followed me, staggered back shuddering, and

dropped to his knees. " Oh, my God !" he said ; " it's Sir Percival
!"

As the words passed his lips, the clerk joined us—and, at the same

moment, there was another, and a last, grating turn of the key in the lock.
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Tlio Lord have mercy on his soul !" said (he old man. " He is doomed

and dead. He has hampered the lock."

I rushed to the door. The one absorbing purpose that had filled all my
thoughts, that had controlled all my actions, for weeks and weeks past,

vanished in an instant from my mind. All remembrance of the heartless

injury the man's crimes had inflicted ; of the love, the innocence, the

happiness he had pitilessly laid waste ; of the oath I had sworn in my own
heart to summon him to the terrible reckoning that he deserved—passed

from my memory like a dream. I remembered nothing but the horror of

his situation. I felt nothing but the natural human impulse to save him

from a frightful death.

"Try "the other door!" I shouted. "Try the door into the church;

The lock's hampered. You're a dead man if you waste another moment
on it!"

There had been no renewed cry for help, when the key was turned foi

the last time. There was no sound, now, of any kind, to give token thai

he was still alive. I heard nothing but the quickening crackle of the

flames, and the sharp snap of the glass in the skylight above.

I looked round at my two companions. The servant had risen to his

feet : he had taken the lantern, and was holding it up vacantly at the door.

Terror seemed to have struck him with downright idiocy—he waited at my
heels, he followed me • about when I moved, like a dog. The clerk sat

crouched up on one of the tombstones, shivering, and moaning to himself.

The one -moment in which I looked at them was enough to show me that

they were .both helpless.

Hardly knowing what I did, acting desperately on the first impulse that

occurred to me, I seized the servant and pushed him against the vestry

wall. " Stoop !" I said, "and hold by the stones. I am going to climb over

you to the roof—I am going to break the skylight, and give^him some air
!"

The man trembled from head to foot, but he held firm. I got on hia

back, with my cudgel in my mouth ; seized the parapet with both hands
;

and was instantly on the roof. In the frantic hurry and agitation of the

moment, it never struck me that I might let out the flame instead of letting

in the air. I struck at the skylight, and battered in the cracked, loosened

glass at a blow. The fire leaped out like a wild beast from its lair. If tho

wind had not chanced, in the position I occupied, to set it away from me,

my exertions might have ended then and there. I crouched on the roof as

the smoke poured ou t above me, with the flame. The gleams and flashes

of the light showed me the servant's face staring up vacantly under th*,

wall ; the clerk risen to his feet on the tombstone, wringing his hands in

despair ; and the scanty popiilation of the village, haggard men and terrified

wymcn, clustered beyond in the churchyard—all appearing and disappearing^

in the red of the dreadful glare, in the black of the choking raioke. And
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the man beneath my feet 1—the man. suffocating, turning dying so near us

all, so utterly beyond our reach

!

The thought half maddened me. I lowered myself from the roof, by my
hands, and dropped to the ground.

" The key of the church !" I shouted to the clerk. " We must try it

that way—we may save him yet if we can burst open the inner door."

" No, no, no !" cried the old man. " No hope ! the church key and tho.

vestry key are on the same ring—both inside there ! Oh, sir, he's past

saving—he's dust and ashes by this time !"

" They'll see the fire from the town," said a voice from among the men
behind me. " There's a ingine in the town. They'll save the church."

I called to that man

—

lie had his wits about him—I called to him to

come and speak to me. It would be a quarter of an hour at least before

the town engine could reach us. The horror of remaining inactive, all that

time, was more than I could face. In defiance of my own reason I per-

suaded myself that the doomed and lost wretch in the vestry might still be

lying senseless on the floor, might not be dead yet. If we broke open the

door, might we save him ? I knew the strength of the heavy lock—I knew
}he thickness of the nailed oak—I knew the hopelessness of assailing tho

one and the other by ordinary means. But surely there were beams still

left in the dismantled cottages near the church ? What if we got one, and

used it as a battering-ram against the door ?

The thought leaped through me, like the fire leaping out of the shattered

skylight. I appealed to the man wno had spoken first of the fire-engine in

the town. " Have you got your pickaxes handy ?" Yes ; they had. " And
a hatchet, and a saw, and a bit of rope ?" Yes ! yes ! yes ! I ran down
among the villagers, with the lantern in my hand. " Five shillings apiece

to every man who helps me !" They started into life at the words. That
ravenous second hunger of poverty—the hunger for money—roused them
into tumult and activity in a moment. " Two of you for more lanterns

if you have them ! Two of you for the pickaxes and the tools ! The
rest after me to find the beam!" They cheered—with shrill starveling

voices they cheered. The women and the children fled back on either

side. We rushed in a body down the churchyard path to the first

empty cottage. Not a man was left behind but the clerk—the poor

old clerk standing on the flat tombstone sobbing and wailing over the

church. The servant was still at my heels : his white, helpless, panic-

stricken face was close over my shoulder as we pushed into the cottage.

There were rafters from the torn-down floor above, lying loose on tho

ground—but they were too light. A beam ran across over our heads, but

not out of reach of our arms and our pickaxes—a beam fast at each end in

the ruined wall, with ceiling and flooring all ripped away, and a great gap
In the roof above, open to the sky. We attacked the beam at both ends at
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once. God ! how it held—how the crick and mortar of the wall resisted

us ! Wo struck, and tugged, and jore. The beam gave at one end—it

came down with a lump of brickwork after it. There was a scream from

the women all huddled in the doorway to _ook at us—a shout from tie men
—two of them down, but not hurt. Another tug all together—and the

beam was loose at both ends. We raised it, and gave the word to clear tho

doorway. Now for the work I now for the rush at the door ! Thcrr, is the

fire streaming into the sky, streaming brighter than ever to light Utf.'

Steady, along the churchyard path—steady with the beam, for a rush t.t

the door. One, two, three—and off. Out rings the cheering again, irre-

pressibly. We have shaken it already ; the hinges must give, if the lock

won't. Another run with the beam ! One, two, three—and off. It's

loose ! the stealthy tire darts at lis through the crevice all round it.

Another, and a last rush ! The door falls in with a crash. A great hush

of awo, a stillness of breathless expectation, possesses every living soul ot

us. Wo look for the body. The scorching heat on our faces drives ua

back : we see nothing—above, below, all through the room, we see nothing

but a sheet of living fire.

" Where is 110?" whispered the servant, staring vacantly at the flames.

" He's dust and ashes," said the clerk. " And the books are dust and

ashes—and oh, sirs ! the church will be dust and ashes soon."

Those were the only two who spoke. When they were silent again,

nothing stirred in the stillness but the bubble and the crackle of the

flames.

Hark

!

A harsh rattling sound in the distance—then, the hollow beat of horses'

hoofs at full gallop—then, the low roar, the all-predominant tumult of

hundreds 'of human voices clamouring and shouting together. The engine

at last I

The people about mo all turned from the fire, and ran eagerly to the

brow of the hill. The old clerk tried to go with the rest ; but his strength

was exhausted. I saw him holding by one of the tombstones. " Save the

church I" he cried out, faintly, as if the firemen could hear him already.

Save the church !"

The only man who never moved was the servant. There he stood, his

eyes still fastened on the flames in a changeless, vacant stare. I spoke to

him, I shook him by the arm. lie was past rousing. He only whispered

Dnco more, " Where is he ?"

In ten minutes, the engine was in position ; the welt at the back of the

church was feeding it ; and the hose was carried to the doorway of the

vestry If help had been wanted from me, I could not have afforded it

Bow, My energy of will was gone—my strength was exhausted

—

the
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turmoil of my thoughts was fearfully and suddenly stilled, now 1 knew
that he was dead. I stood useless and helpless—looking, looking, looking

into the burning room.

I saw the fire slowly conquered. The brightness of the glare faded—the

steam rose in white clouds, and the smouldering heaps of embers showed

red and black through it on the floor. There was a pause—then, an

advance altogether of the firemen and the police, which blocked up the

doorway—then a consultation in low voices—and then, two men were

detached from the rest, and sent out of the churchyard through the crowd.

The crowd drew back on either side, in dead silence, to let them pass.

After a while, a great shudder ran through the people ; and the living

lane widened slowly. The men came back along it, with a door from one

of the empty houses. They carried it to the vestry, and went in. The

police closed again round the doorway ; and men stole out from among the

crowd by twos and threes, and stood behind them, to be the first to see.

Others waited near, tc be the first to hear. Women and children were

among tbese last.

The tidings from the vestry began to flow out among the crowd—they

dropped slowly from mouth to mouth, till they reached the place where 1

was standing. I heard the questions and answers repeated again and again,

in low, eager tones, all round mo.
" Have they found him ?" " Yes."—" Where ?" " Against the door

;

on his face."—" Which door ?" " The door that goes into the church. His

head was against it; he was down on his face."—" Is his face burnt?"
" No." " Yes, it is." " No ; scorched, not burnt ; he lay on his face, I tell

you."—"Who was he? A lord, they say." " No, not a lord. Sir Some-

thing ; Sir means Knight." " And Baronight, too." "No." " Yes, it does."

—" What did he want in there ?" " No good, you may depend on it."

—

" Did he do it on purpose ?"—" Burn himself on purpose !"—" I don't mean

himself ; I mean the vestry."—" Is he dreadful to look at ?" " Dreadful !"

—" Not about the face, though ?" " No, no ; not so much about the face."

•
—" Don't anybody know him ?" " There's a man says he Joes."—" Who ?"

" A servant, they say. But he's struck stnpid-like, and the police don't

believe him."—" Don't anybody else know who it is?" " Hush— !"

The loud, clear voice of a man in authority silenced the low hum of

talking all round me, in an instant.

" Where is the gentleman who tried to save him ?" said the voice.

" Here, sir—here he is !" Dozens of eager faces pressed about me

—

dozens of eager arms, parted the crowd. The man in authority came up to

me with a lantern in his hand.

" This way, sir, if you please," he said, quietly.

I was unable to speak to him ; I was unable to resist him, when he took

my arm. I tried to say that I had never seen the dead man, in his lifetime
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—that there was no hope of identifying him by means of a stranger liko

me. But the words failed on my lips. I was faint and silent and helpless.

" Do you know him, sir ?"

I was standing inside a circle^of men. Three of them, opposite to me,
were holding lanterns low down to the ground. Their eyes, and the eyes ol

nil the rest, were fixed silently and expectantly on my face. I knew what
was at my feet—I knew why they wcro holding the lanterns so low to the

ground.

" Can you identify him, sir?"

My eyes dropped slowly. At firs!;, I saw nothing under them but a

coarse canvas cloth. The dripping of the rain on it was audible in tho

dreadful silence. I looked up, along the cloth ; and there at the end, stark

and grim and black, in the yellow light—there, was his dead face.

So, for the first and last time, 1 saw him. So the Visitation of God
ruled it that he and I should meet.

XL
The Inquest was hurried for certain local reasons which weighed with the

coroner and the town authorities. It was held on the afternoon of the

nest day. I was, necessarily; one among the witnesses summoned to assisl

the objects of the investigation.

My first proceeding, in the morning, was to go to the post-office, and
inquire for the letter which I expected from Marian. No change of cir-

cumstances, however extraordinary, could affect the one great anxiety which

weighed on my mind while I was away from London. The morning's

letter, which was the only assurance I could receive that no misfortune had

happened in my absence, was still the absorbing interest with which my
day began.

To my relief, the letter from Marian was at the office waiting for me.

Nothing had happened—they were both as safe and as well as when I

had left them. Laura sent her love, and begged that I would let her know
of my -eturn a day beforehand. Her sister added, in explanation of this

message, that she had saved "nearly a sovereign" out of her own private-

purse, and that she had claimed the privilege of ordering the dinner and

giving the dinner which was to celebrate the day of my return. I read

these little domestic confidences, in the bright morning, with the terrible

recollection of what had happened the evening before, vivid in my memory.

The necessity of sparing Laura any sudden knowledge of the truth was the

first consideration which the letter suggested to me. I wrote at once tc

Marian, to tell her what I have told in these pages.; presenting the tidings

as gradually and gently as I could, and warning her not to let any such

thing as a newspaper fall in Laura's way while I was absent. In the case

of any other woman, less courageous and less reliable, I might have hesitated
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before I ventured on unreservedly disclosing the whole truth. But I owed

it to Marian to be faithful to my past experience of her, and to trust her as

I trusted myself.

My letter was necessarily a long one. It occupied me until the time

wime for proceeding to the Inquest.

The objects of the legal inquiry were necessarily beset by peculiar com-

plications and difficulties. Besides the investigation into the manner in

which the deceased had met his death, there were serious questions to be

settled relating to the cause of the fire, to the abstraction of the keys, and

to the presence of a stranger in the vestry at the time when the flamea

broke out. Even the identification of the dead man had not yet been ac-

complished. The helpless condition of the servant had made the police

distrustful of his asserted recognition of his master. They had sent to

Knowlesbury over-night to secure the attendance of witnesses who were

well acquainted with the personal appearance of Sir Percival Glyde, and

they had communicated, the first thing in the morning, with Blackwater

Park. These precautions enabled the coroner and jury to settle the

question of identity, and to confirm the correctness of the servant's

assertion ; the evidence offered by competent witnesses, and by the dis-

covery of certain facts, being subsequently strengthened by an examination

of the dead man's watch. The crest and the name of Sir Percival Glyde

were engraved inside it.

The next inquiries related to the fire.

The servant and I, and the boy who had heard the light struck in the

vestry, were the first witnesses called. The boy ga ,Te his evidence clearly

enough ; but the servant's mind had not yet recovered the shock inflicted

on it—he was plainly incapable of assisting the objects of the inquiry, and

he was desired to stand down.

To my own relief, my examination was not a long one. I had not known

the deceased ; I had never seen him ; 1 was not aware of his presence at

Old Welmingham ; and I had not been in the vestry at the finding of the

body. All I could prove was that I had stopped at the clerk's cottage to

ask my way ; that I had heard from him of the loss of the keys ; that I

had accompanied him to the church to render what help I could ; that 1

had seen the fire ; that I had heard some person unknown, inside the

vestry, trying vainly to unlock the door ; and that I had done what I

could, from motives of humanity, to save the man. Other witnesses, who
had been acquainted with the deceased, were asked if they could explain

the mystery of his presumed abstraction of the keys, and his presence in

the burning room. But the coroner seemed to take it for granted, natu-

rally enough, tha' I, as a total stranger in the neighbourhood, and a totai

stranger to Sir Percival Glyde, could not be in a position to offer any evi-

dence on these tv/o points.
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The course that I was myself bound to take, when my formal examina-

tion had closed, seemed clear to me. I did not feel called on to volunteer

any statement of my own private convictions ; in the first place, because

my doing so could serve no practical purpose, now that all proof in support

of any surmises of mine was burnt with the burnt register ; in the second

place, because I could not have intelligibly stated my opinion—my un-

supported opinion—without disclosing the whole story of the conspiracy

;

and producing beyond a doubt, the same unsatisfactory effect on the minds

of the coroner and the jury which I had already produced on the mind of

Mr. Kyrle.

In these pages, however, and after the time that has now elapsed, no such

cautijns and restraints as are here described, need fetter the free expres-

sion of my opinion. I will state briefly, before my pen occupies itself with

other events, how my own convictions lead me to account for the abstrac-

tion of the keys, for the outbreak of the fire, and for the death of tho

man.

The news of my being free on bail drove Sir Percival, as I believe, to his

last resources. The attempted attack on the road was one of those

resources ; and the suppression of all practical proof of his crime, by

destroying the page of the register on which the forgery had been com-

mitted, was the other, and the surest of the two. If I could produce no

extract from the original book, to compare with the certified copy at

Knowlesbury, I could produce no positive evidence, and could threaten him

with no fatal exposure. All that was necessary to the attainment of his

end was, that he should get into the vestry unperceived, that he should teai

out the page in the register, and that he should leave the vestry again as

privately as he had entered it.

On this supposition, it is easy to understand why he waited until night-

fall before he made the attempt, and why he took advantage of the clerk s

absence to possess himself of the keys. Necessity would oblige him to

strike a light to find his way to the right register ; and common caution

would suggest his locking the door on the inside in case of intrusion on the

part of any inquisitive stranger, or on my part, if I happened to be in the

neighbourhood at the time.

I cannot believe that it was any part of his intention to make the

destruction of the register appear to be the result of accident, by purposely

setting the vestry on fire. The bare chance that prompt assistance might

arrive, and that the books might, by the remotest possibility, be saved,

would have been enough, on a moment's consideration, to dismiss any idea

of this sort from his mind. Eemembering the quantity of combnstibk

objects in the vestry—the straw, the papers, the packing-cases, the dry

wood, the old worm-eaten presses—all the probabilities, in my estimation,

point to the fire as the result of an accident with bis matches or his light.



412 THE WOMAN m WHITE,

His first impulse, under those circumstances, was doubtless tc try to

extinguish the flames—and, failing in that, his second impulse (ignorant as

he was of the state of the lock) had been to attempt to escape by the door

which had given him entrance. When I had called to him, the flams

must have reached across the door leading into the church, on either sided

which the presses extended, and close to which the other combustible

objects were placed. In all probability, the smoke and flame (confined as

they were to the room) had been too much for him, when he tried to escape

by the inner door. He must have dropped in his death-swoon—he must

have sunk in the place where he was found—just as I got on the roof to

break the skylight-window. Even if we had been able, afterwards, to get

into the church, and to burst open the door from that side, the delay must

have been fatal. He would have been past saving, long past saving, bj

that time. "We should only have given the flames free ingress into

the church : the church, which was now preserved, but which, in thai

event, would have shared the fate of the vestry. There is no doubt in my
mind—there can be no doubt in the mind of any one—that he was a dead

man before ever we got to the empty cottage, and worked with might and

main to tear down the beam.

This is the nearest approach that any theory of mine can make towards

accounting for a result which was visible matter of fact. As I have

described them, so events passed to us outside. As I have related it, so his

body was found.

The Inquest was adjourned over one day ; no explanation that the eye

of the law could recognise having been discovered, thus far, to account for

the mysterious circumstances of the case.

It was arranged that more witnesses should be summoned, and that the

London solicitor of the deceased should be invited to attend. A medical

man was also charged with the duty of reporting on the mental condition of

the servant, which appeared at present to debar him from giving any evi-

dence of the least importance. He could only declare, in a dazed way, that

lie had been ordered, on the night of the fire, to wait in the lane, and that

he knew nothing else, except that the deceased was certainly his master.

My own impression was, that he had been first used (without any guilty

knowledge on his own part) to ascertain the fact of the clerk's absence from

home on the previous day ; and that he had been afterwards ordered to

wait near the church (but out of sight of the vestry) to assist his master.

in the event of my escaping the attack on the road, and of a collision

occurring between Sir Percival and myself. It ia necessary to add, that the

man's own testimony was never obtained to confirm this view. The

medical report of him declared that what little mental faculty he possessed

was seriously shaken ; nothing satisfactory was extracted from him at thfl
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adjourned Inquest ; and, for aught I know to the contrary, he may novel

have recovered to this day.

I returned to the hotel at Welmingham, so jaded in hody and mind, so

weakened and depressed by all that I had gone through, as to be quite tm-

fit to endure the local gossip about the Inquest, and to answer the trivial

questions that the talkers addressed to me in the coffee-room. I withdrew

from my scanty dinner to my cheap garret-chamber, to secure myself a

little quiet, and to think, undisturbed, of Laura and Marian.

If I had been a richer man, I would hav? gone back to London, and

would have comforted myself with a sight of the two dear faces again, that

night. But, I was bound to appear, if called on, at the adjourned Inquest,

and doubly bound to answer my bail before the magistrate at Knowlesbury

Our slender resources had suffered already ; and the doubtful future-

more doubtful than ever now—made me dread decreasing our means un-

necessarily, by allowing myself an indulgence, even at the small cost of a

double railway journey, in the carriages of the second class.

The next day—the day immediately following the Inquest—was left al

my own disposal. I began the morning by again applying at the post-

offioe for my regular report from Marian. It was waiting forme, as before,

and it was written, throughout, in good spirits. I read the letter thank-

fully ; and then set forth, with my mind at ease for the day, to go to Old

Welmingham, and to view the scene of the fire by the morning light.

What changes met me when I got there !

Through all the ways of our unintelligible world, the trivial and the

terrible walk nand in hand together. The irony of circumstances holds

no mortal catastrophe in respect. When I reached the church, the trampled

condition of the burial-ground was the only serious trace left to tell of thu

fire and the death. A rough hoarding of boards had been knocked up
before the vestry doorway. Kude caricatures were scrawled on it already

;

and the village children were fighting and shouting for the possession of the

best peep-hole to see through. On the spot where I had heard the cry foi

help from the burning room, on the spot where the panic-stricken servant

had dropped on his knees, a fussy flock of poultry was now scrambling foi

the first choice of worms after the rain—and on the ground at my feet.,

where the door and its dreadful burden had been laid, a workman's dinner

was waiting for him, tied up in a yellow basin, and his faithful cur io

charge was yelping at me for coming near the food. The old clerk, looking

idly at the slow commencement of the impairs, had only one interest that

lie could talk about, now—the interesr of escaping all blame, for his own
part, on account of the accident that had happened. One of the village

women, whose white wild face I remembered, the picture of terror, when
"e pulkd down the beam, was giggling with another woman, the picture o)

Inanity, over an old washing- tub. There is nothing serious in mortality!



414 THE WOMAN IN WHITE.

Solomon in all his glory, was Solomon with the elements of the cun

ternptible lurking in every fold of his robes and in every comer of his palace.

As I left the place, my thoughts turned, not for the first time, to the

complete overthrow that all present hope of establishing Laura's identity

had now suffered, through Sir PercivaPs death. He was gone—and, with

him, the chance was gone which had been the one object of all my labours

and all my hopes.

Could I look at my failure from no truer point of view than this ?

Suppose he had lived—would that change of circumstance have altered

the result ? Could I have made my discovery a marketable commodity,

even for Laura's sake, after I had found out that robbery of the rights of

others was the essence of Sir Percival's crime ? Could I have offered the

price of my silence for his confession of the conspiracy, when the effect of

that silence must have been to keep the right heir from the estates, and

the right owner from the name ? Impossible ! If Sir Percival had lived,

the discovery, from which (in my ignorance of the true nature of the Secret)

J had hoped so much, could not have been mine to suppress, or to make

public, as I thought best, for the vindication of Laura's rights. In common

honesty and common honour I must have gone at once to the stranger whose

birthright had been usurped—I must have renounced the victory at the

moment when it was mine, by placing my discovery unreservedly in that

stranger's hands—and I must have faced afresh all the difficulties which

Btood between me and the one object of my life, exactly as I was resolved,

in my heart of hearts, to face them now !

1 returned to Welmingham with my mind composed : feeling more sure

Df myself and my resolution than I had felt yet.

On my way to the hotel, I passed the end of the square in which Mrs.

Catherick lived. Should I go back to the house, and make another attempt

to see her ? No. That news of Sir Percival's death, which was the last

news she ever expected to hear, must have reached her, hours since. All

the proceedings at the Inquest had been reported in the local jDaper that

morning : there was nothing I could tell her which she did not know

already. My interest in making her speak had slackened. I remembered

the furtive, hatred in her face, when she said, " There is no news of Sir Per-

cival that 1 don't expect—except the news of his death." I remembered the

stealthy interest in her eyes when they settled on me at parting, after she had

spoken those words. Some instinct, deep in my heart, which I felt to be a

true one, made the prospect of again entering her presence repulsive to rne

—I turned away from the square, and went straight back to the hotel.

Some hours later, while I was resting in the coffee-room, a letter was

placed in my hands by the waiter. It was addressed to me, by name ; and

1 found on inquiry, that it had been left at the bar by a woman, just as it

wan near dusk, and just before the gas was lighted. She had said nothing

;
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and she had gone away again before there was time to speak to hor, or even

to notice who she was.

I opened the letter. It was neither dated, nor signed ; and the hand-

writing was palpably disguised. Before I had read the first sentence, bow>

ever I knew who my correspondent was. Airs. Catherick.

The letter ran as follows—I copy it exactly, word for word :

TJie Story continued hy Mrs. Catherick.

Sib,

You have not come back, as you said you would. No n.atter ; ]

know the news, and I write to tell you so. Did you see anything parti-

cular in my face when you left me? I was wondering, in my own mind,

whether the day of his downfall had come at last, and whether you were the

chosen instrument for working it. You were—and you have worked it.

You were weak enough, as I have heard, to try and save his life. If you

had succeeded, I should have looked upon you as my enemy. Now you

have failed, I hold you as my friend. Your inquiries frightened him into

the vestry by night
;
your inquiries, without your privity and against

your will, have served the hatred and wreaked the vengeance of three-and-

twenty years. Thank you, sir, in spite of yourself.

I owe something to the man who has done this. How can I pay my
debt? If I was a young woman still, I might say, " Come ! put your arm

round my waist, and kiss me, if you like." I should have been fond enough

of yon, even to go that length ; and you would have accepted my invita-

tion—you would, sir, twenty years ago ! But I am an old woman, now,

Well ! I can satisfy your curiosity, and pay my debt in that way. You
had a great curiosity to know certain private affairs of mine, when you

came to see me—private affairs which all your sharpness could not look

into without my help—private affairs which you have not discovered, even

now. You shall discover them
;
your curiosity shall be satisfied. I will

take any trouble to please you, my estimable young friend !

You were a little boy, I suppose, in the year twenty-seven ? I was a

handsome young woman, at that time, living at Old Welmingham. I had
a contemptible fool for a husband. I had also the honour of being

acquainted (never mind how) with a certain gentleman (never mind whom).
I shall not call him by his name. "VYLy should 1? It was not his own.
He never had a name : you know that, by this time, as well as I do.

It will be more to the purpose to tell you how he worked himself into

my good graces. 1 was born with the tastes of a lady ; and he gratified

them. In other words, he admired me, and he made me presents. No
woman can resist admiration and presents—especially presents, provided

they happen to be just the things she wants. He was sharp enough tc

know that—most men are. Naturally, he wanted something in returr-
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all men do. And what do you think was the something ? The rneresi

trifle. Nothing but the key of the vestry, and the key of the press inside

it, when my husband's back was turned. Of course he lied when I asked

him why he wished me to get him the keys, in that private way. He
might have saved himself the trouble—I didn't believe him. But I liked

my presents, and I wanted more. So I got him the keys, without my
husband's knowledge ; and I watched him, without his own knowledge.

Once, twice, four times, I watched him—and the fourth time I found him

out.

I was never over-scrupulcus where other people's affairs were concerned

ti.nd I was not over-scrupulons about his addiog one to the marriages in

the register, on his own account.

Of course, I knew it was wrong ; but it did no harm to me—which was

one good reason for not making a fuss about it. And I had not got a

gold watch and chain—which was another, still better. And he had

promised me one from London, only the day before—which was a third,

best of all. If I had known what the law considered the crime to be, and

how the law punished it, I should have taken proper care of myself, and

tiave exposed him then and there. Cut 1 knew nothing—and I longed for

the gold watch. All the conditions I insisted on were that he should take

me into his confidence and tell me everything. I was as curious about his

affairs then, as you are about mine now. He granted my conditions—why,

you will see presently.

This, put in short, is what I heard from him. lie did not willingly tell

me all that I tell you here. I drew some of it from him by persuasion

and some of it by questions. I was determined to have all the truth—and

I believe I got it.

He knew no more than any one else of what the state of things really

was between his father and mother, till after his mother's death. Then, his

father confessed it, and promised to do what he could for his son. He died

having dor.'? nothing—not having even made a will. The son (who can

blame him ?) wisely provided for himself. He came to England at once,

and took possession of the property. There was no one to suspect him,

and no one to say him nay. His father and mother had always lived as

man and wife—none of the few people who were acquainted with them

ever supposed them to be anything else. The right person to claim the

property (if the truth had been known) was a distant relation, who had no

idea of ever getting it, and who was away at sea when his father died.

He had no difficulty, so far—he took possession, as a matter of course.

But he could not borrow money on the property as a matter of course.

There were two things wanted of him, befcre he could do this. One was a

certificate of his birth, and the other was a certificate of his parents' marriage.

The certificate of his birth was easily got—he was born abroad, and the
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certificate was there in due form. The other matter was a difficulty

—

and

that difficulty brought him to Old Welmmgham.
But for one consideration, he might have gone to Knowlesbury in-

stead.

His mother had been living there just before she met with his father

—

living under her maiden name ; the truth being that she was really a

married woman ; married inlreland, where her husband had ill-used her

and had afterwards gone off with some other person. I give you this fact

on good authority : Sir Felix mentioned it to his son, as the reason why

he had not married. You may wonder why the son, knowing that his

parents had met each other at Knowlesbury, did not play his first tricks

with the register of that church, where it might have been fairly presumed

his father and mother were married. The reason was, that the clergyman

who did duty at Knowlesbury church, in the year eighteen hundred and

three (when, according to his birth-certificate, his father and mother ought

to have been married), was alive still, when he took possession of the pro-

perty in the New Year of eighteen hundred and twenty-seven. This

awkward circumstance forced him to extend his inquiries to our neighbour-

hood. There, no such danger existed : the former clergyman at our church

having been dead for some years.

Old Welmingham suited his purpose as well as Knowlesbury. His

father had removed his mother'from Knowlesbury, and had lived with her

at a cottage on the river, a little distance from our village. People whe
had known his solitary ways when he was single, did not wonder at his

solitary ways when he was supposed to be married. If he had not

been a hideous creature to look at, his retired life with the lady might have

raised suspicions : but, as things were, his hiding his ugliness and his

deformity in the strictest privacy surprised nobody. He lived in our

neighbourhood till he came in possession of the Park. After three or four

and twenty years had passed, who was to say (the clergyman being dead)

that his marriage had not been as private as the rest of his life, and that it

had not taken place at Old Welmingham Church ?

So, as I told you, tne son found our neighbourhood the surest place he

could choose, to set things right secretly in his own interests. It may
surprise you to near that what he really did to tne marriage-register was
done on the spur of the moment—done on second thoughts.

His first notion was only to tear the leaf cut (in the right year and
month), to destroy it privately, to go back to London, and to tell the

lawyers to get him the necessary certificate of his father's marriage, inno-

cently referriog them of course to the date on the leaf that was gone.

Nobody could say his father and mother had not been married after that

—

and whether, under the circumstances, they would stretch a point or not

aboiH lending him the money (he thought they would), he had his ans-wer

2 R
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ready at all events, if a question was ever raised about his right to tie

name and the estate.

But when he came to look privately at trie register for himself, he found

at the bottom of one of the pages for the year eighteen hundred and three,

a blank space left, seemingly through there being no room to make a long

entry there, which was made instead at the top of the next page. The
sight of this chance altered all his plans. It was an opportunity he had

never hoped for, or thought of—and he took it, you know hew. The

blank space, to have exactly tallied with his birth-certificate, ought to have

occurred in the July part of the register. It occurred in the September

part instead. However, in this case, if suspicious questions were asked,

the answer was not hard to find. He had only to describe himself as a

seven months' child.

I was fool enough, when he told me his story, to feel some interest and

some pity for him—which was just what he calculated on, as you will see.

I thought him hardly used. It was not his fault that his father and

mother were not married ; and it was not his father's and mother's fault

either. A more scrupulous woman than I was—a woman who had not

jeet her heart on a gold watch and chain—would have found some excuses

for him. At all events, I held my tongue, and helped to screen what he

was about.

He was some time getting the ink the right colour (mixing it over and

over again in pots and bottles of mine), and some time, afterwards, in

practising the handwriting. But he succeeded in the end—and made an

honest woman of his mother, after she was dead in her grave ! So far, I

don't deny that he behaved honourably enough to myself. He gave me my
vatch and chain, and spared no expense in buying them ; both were o!

superior workmanship, and very expensive. I have got them still—the

watch goes beautifully.

You said, the other day, that Mrs. Clements had told you everything

she knew. In that case, there is no need for me to write about the

trumpery scandal by which I was the sufferer—the innocent sufferer, ]

positively assert. You must know as well as I do what the notion was

which my husband took into his head, when he found me and my fine-

gentleman acquaintance meeting each other privately, and talking secrets

together. But what you don't know, is how it ended between that same

gentleman and myself. You shall read, and see how he behaved to me.

The first words I said to him, when I saw the turn things had taken,

were, *' Do me justice—clear my character of a stain on it which you know

I don't deserve. I don't want you to make a clean breast of it to my
husband—only tell him, on your word of honour as a gentleman, that he is

wrong, and that I am not to blame in the way he thinks I am. Do me
that justice, at least, after all I have done for von." He flatly refused, in
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bo many words. He told me, plainly, that it was his interest to let my
husband and all my neighbours believe the falsehood—because, as long as

they did so, they were quite certain never to suspect the truth. I had a

spirit of my own ; and I told him they should know the truth from my
aps. His reply was short, and to the point. If I spoke, I was a lost

woman, as certainly as he was a lost man.

Yes ! it had come to that. He had deceived me about the risk I ran in

helping him. He had practised on my ignorance ; he had tempted me with

his gifts ; he had interested me with his story—and the result of it was

that he made me his accomplice. He owned this coolly ; and he ended by

telling me, for the first time, what the frightful punishment really was foi

his offence, and for any one who helped him to commit it. In those days,

the law was not so tender-hearted as I hear it is now. Murderers were not

the only people liable to be hanged ; and women convicts were not treated

like ladies in undeserved distress. I confess he frightened me—the mean
impostor ! the cowardly blackguard ! Do you understand, now, how ]

Lated him ? Do you understand why I am taking all this trouble—thank-

fully taking it—to gratify the curiosity of the meritorious young gentle-

man who hunted him down ?

Well, to go on. He was hardly fool enough to drive me to downright

desperation. I was not the sort of woman whom it was quite safe to hunt

into a corner—he knew that, and wisely quieted me with proposals for the

future.

I deserved some reward (he was kind enough to say) for the service I

had done him, and some compensation (he was so obliging as to add) for

what I had suffered. He was quite willing—generous scoundrel!—to

make me a handsome yearly allowance, payable quarterly, on two condi-

tions. First, I was to hold my tongue—in my own interests as well as in

his. Secondly, I was not to stir away from Welmingham, without first

letting him know, and waiting till I had obtained his permission. In my
own neighbourhood, no virtuous female friends would tempt me into

dangerous gossiping at the tea-table. In my own neighbourhood, he would

always know where to find me. A hard condition, that second one—but I

accepted it.

What else was I to do ? I was left helpless, with the prospect of a

toming incumbrance in the snape of a child. What else was I to do ?

Oast myself on the mercy of my runaway idiot of a husband who had

raised the scandal against me ? I would have died first. Besides, the

allowance was a handsome one. I had a better income, a better house

over my head, better carpets on my floors, than half the women who
turned up the whites of their eyes at the sight of me. The dress of

Virtue, in our parts, was cotton print. I had silk.

So, I accepted the conditions he offered me, and made the best of them,
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and fougiit my battle with my respectable neighbours on their own ground,

and won it in course of time—as you saw yourself. How I kept his Secret

(and mine) through all the years that have passed from that time to this

;

ind whether my late daughter, Anne, ever really crept into my confidence,

ind got the keeping of the Secret too—are questions, I dare say, to which

you are curious to find an answer. Well ! my gratitude refuses you

nothing. I will turn to a fresh page, and give you the answer, imme-

diately. But you must excuse one thing—you must excuse my beginning,

Mr. Hartright, with an expression of surprise at the interest which you

appear to have felt in my late daughter. It is quite unaccountable to me.

If that interest makes you anxious for any particulars of her early life, I

n:ust refer you to Mrs. Clements, who knows more of the subject than I do.

Pray understand that I do not profess to have been at all over-fond of my
late daughter. She was a worry to me from first to last, with the addi-

tional disadvantage of being always weak in the head. You like candour,

and I hope this satisfies you.

There is no need to trouble you with many personal particulars relating

to those past times. It will be enough to say that I observed the terms of

the bargain on my side, and that I enjoyed my comfortable income, in

return, paid quarterly.

Now and then I got away, and changed the scene for a short time

;

always asking leave of my lord and master first, and generally getting it.

He was not, as I have already told you, fool enough to drive me too hard

;

and he could reasonably rely on my holding my tongue, for my own sake,

if not for his. One of my longest trips away from home was the trip I

took to Limmeridge, to nurse a half-sister there, who was dying. She was

reported to have saved money ; and I thought it as well (in case any

accident happened to stop my allowance) to look after my own interests in

that direction. As things turned out, however, my pains were all thrown

»way ; and I go; nothing, because nothing was to be had.

1 had taken Anne to the north with me ; having my whims and fancies,

occasionally, about my child, and getting, at such times, jealous of Mrs.

Clements's influence over her. I never liked Mrs. Clements. She was a

poor empty-headed spiritless woman—what you call a born drudge—and I

was, now and then, not averse to plaguing her by taking Anne away. Not

knowing what else to do with my girl, while I was nursing in Cumberland,

I put her to school at Limmeridge. The lady of the manor, Mrs. Fairlie

(a remarkably plain-looking woman, who had entrapped one of the hand-

somest men in England into marrying her), amused me wonderfully, by

taking a violent fancy to my girl. The consequence was, she learnt

nothing at school, and was petted and spoilt at Limmeridge House. Among
other whims and fancies which they taught her there, they put som«

tionsense into her head about always rearing white. Hating white and
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liking colours myself, I determined to take the nonsense cut cf her head as

soon as we got home again.

Strange to say, my daughter resolutely resisted me. When she had

got a notion once fixed in her mind she was, like other half-witted people,

as obstinate as a mule in keeping it. We quarrelled finely ; and Mrs.

Clements, not liking to see it I suppose, offered to take Anne away to

live in London with her. I should have said, Yes, if Llrs Clements had

not sided with my daughter about her dressing herself in white. Hut,

being determined she should not dress herself in white, and disliking Mrs.

Clements more than ever for taking part against me, I said No, and meant

No, and stuck to No. The consequence was, my daughter remained with

me ; and the consequence of that, in its turn, was the first serious quarrel

that happened about the Secret.

The circumstance took place long after the time 1 have just been

writing of. I had been settled for years in the new town ; and was

3teadily living down my bad character, and slowly gaining yiound among
the respectable inhabitants. It helped me forward greatly towards this

object, to have my daughter with me. Her harmlessness, and her fancy

for dressing in white, excited a certain amount of sympathy. I left off

opposing her favourite whim, on that account, because some of the sym-

pathy was sure, in course of time, to fall to my share. Some of it did

fall. I date my getting a choice of the two best sittings to let in the

church, from that time ; and I date the clergyman's first bow from my
getting the sittings.

Well, being settled In this way, I received a letter one morning from

that highly born gentleman (now deceased), in answer to one of mine,

warning him, according to agreement, of my wishing to leave the town,

for a little change of air and scene.

The ruffianly side of him must have been uppermost, 1 suppose, when
he got my letter—for he wrote back, refusing me in such abominably

insolent language, that I lost all command over myself; and abused him,

in my daughter's presence, as "a low impostor whom I could rain for life,

if I chose to open my lips and let out his secret." I said no more about

him than that ; being brought to my senses, as soon as those words had

escaped me, by the sight of my daughter's face, looking eagerly and

curiously at mine. I instantly ordered her out of the room, until I had

composed myself again.

My sensations were not pleasant, I can tell you, when I tame to reflect

on my own folly. Anne had been more than usually crazy and queer, that

year ; and when I thought of the chance there might be of her repeating

my words in the town, and mentioning Ms name in connexion with them,

if inquisitive people got hold of her, I was finely terrified at the possiblci

oonuequences. My worst fears for myself, my worst dread of what he



422 THE WOMAN IN WHITE.

might do, led me no farther than this. I was quite unprepared for whal
really did happen, only the next day.

On that next day, without any warning to me to expect him, he came
to the house.

His first words, and the tone in which he spoke them, surly as it was,

showed me plainly enough that he had repented already of his insolent

answer to my application, and that he had come, in a mighty bad temper,

to try and set matters right again, before it was too late. Seeing my
daughter in the room with me (I had been afraid to let her out of my
sight, after what had happened the day before), he ordered her away.

They neither of them liked each other ; and he vented the ill-temper on
her, which he was afraid to show to me.

" Leave us," he said, looking at her over his shoulder. She looked back

over her shoulder, and waited, as if she didn't care to go. " Do you hear?""

he roared out ;
" leave the room." " Speak to me civilly," says she,

getting red in the face. " Turn the idiot out," says he, looking my way.

She had always had crazy notions of her own about her dignity ; and that

word, " idiot," upset her in a moment. Before I could interfere, she

stepped up to him, in a fine passion. " Beg my pardon, directly," says she,

" or I'll make it the worse for you. I'll let out your Secret. I can ruir

you for life, if I choose to open my lips." My own words !—repeated

exactly from what I had said the day before—repeated, in his presence, aa

if they had come from herself. He sat speechless, as white as the paper I

am writing on, while I pushed her out of the room. When he recovered

himself

No ! I am too respectable a woman to mention what he said when he

recovered himself. My pen is the pen of a member of the rector's con-

gregation, and a subscriber to the " Wednesday Lectures on Justification by

Faith "—how can you expect me to employ it in writing bad language ?

Suppose, for yourself, the raging, swearing frenzy of the lowest ruffian in

England ; and let us get on together, as fast as may be, to the way in which

it all ended.

It ended, as you probably guess, by this time, in his insisting on securing

iris own safety by shutting her up.

I tried to set things right. I told him that she had merely repeated,

like a parrot, the words she had heard me say, and that she knew no

particulars whatever, because I had mentioned none. I explained that she

had affected, out of crazy spite against him, to know what she really did

not know ; that she only wanted to threaten him and aggravate him, for

speaking to her as he had just spoken ; and that my unlucky words gave

her just the chance of doing mischief of which she was in search. I

referred him to other queer ways of hers, and to his own experience of the

Vagaries of half-witted people—it was all to no purpose—he would not
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oulieve mo on my oath—he was absolutely certain I had betrayed the

whole Secret. In short, he would hear of nothing but shutting her up.

Under these circumstances, I did my duty as a mother. " No pauper

Asylum," I said ;
" I won't have her put in a pauper Asylum. A Private

Establishment, if you please. I have my feelings as a mother, and my
character to preserve in the town ; and I will submit to nothing but a

Private Establishment, of the sort which my genteel neighbours would

choose for afflicted relatives of their own." Those were my words. It is

gratifying to me to reflect that I did my duty. Though never over-fond of

my late daughter, I had a proper pride about her. No pauper stain

—

thanks to my firmness and resolution—ever rested on my child.

Having carried my point (which I did the more easily, in consequence of

the facilities offered by private Asylums), I could not refuse to admit that

there were certain advantages gained by shutting her up. In the first

place, she was taken excellent care of—being treated (as I took care to

mention in the town) on the footing of a Lady. In the second place, she

was kept away from Welmingham, where she might have set people

suspecting and inquiring, by repeating my own incautious words.

The only drawback of putting her under restraint was a very slight one,

We merely turned her empty boast about knowing the Secret, into a fixed

delusion. Having first spoken in sheer crazy spitefulness against the man
who had offended her, she was cunning enough to see that she had seriously

frightened him, and sharp enough afterwards to discover that he was con-

cerned in shutting her up. The consequence was she flamed out into a

perfect frenzy of passion against him, going to the Asylum ; and the first

words* she said to the nurses, after they had quieted her, were, that she

'.vas put in confinement for knowing his secret, and that she meant to open

her lips and ruin him, when the right time came.

She may have said the same thing to you, when you thoughtlessly

assisted her escape. She certainly said it (as I heard last summer) to the

unfortunate woman who married our sweet-tempered, nameless gentleman,

lately deceased. If either you, or that unlucky lady, had questioned my
daughter closely, and had insisted on her explaining what she really meant, you
would have found her lose all her self-importance suddenly, and get vacant,

and restless, and confused—you would have discovered that I am writing

nothing here but the plain truth. She knew that there was a Secret—she

knew who was connected with it—she knew who would suffer by its being

known—and, beyond that, whatever airs of importance she may have given

herself, whatever crazy boasting she may have indulged in with strangers

Bhe never to her dying day knew more.

Have I satisfied your curiosity ? I have taken pains enough to satisfy it

at any rate. There is really nothing else I have to tell you about myself,

or my daughter. My worst responsibilities, so far as she was concerned}
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were all over wnen she was secured in the Asylum. J had a form of letter

relating to the circumstances under which she was shut up, given me to

write, in answer to one Miss Halcombe, who was curious in the matter,

and who must have heard plenty of lies about me from a certain tongue

well accustomed to the telling of the same. And I did what I could after-

wards to trace my runaway daughter, and prevent her from doing mischief,

by making inquiries, myself, in the neighbourhood where she was falsely

reported to have been seen. But these and other trifles like them, are of

little or no interest to you after what you have heard already.

So far, I have written in the friendliest possible spirit. But I cannot

close this letter without adding a word here of serious remonstrance ano.

reproof, addressed to yourself.

In the course of your personal interview with me, you audaciously

referred to my late daughter's parentage, on the father's side, as if that

parentage was a matter of doubt. This was highly improper and very

ungentlemanlike on your part ! If we see each other again, remember, if

you please, that I will allow no liberties to be taken with my reputation,

and that the moral atmosphere of Welmingham (to use a favourite ex-

pression of my friend the rector's) must not be tainted by loose conversation

of any kind. If you allow yourself to doubt that my husband was Anne's

father, you personally insult me in the grossest manner. If you have felt,

and if you still continue to feel, an unhallowed curiosity on this subject, I

recommend you, in your own interests, to check it at once and for ever.

On this side of the grave, Mr. Hartright, whatever may happen on the

other, that curiosity will never be gratified.

Perhaps, after what I have just said, you will see the necessity of writing

me an apology. Do so ; and I will willingly receive it. I will, afterwards,

».f your wishes point to a second interview with me, go a step farther, and

receive you. My circumstances only enable me to invite you to tea—not

that they are at all altered for the worse by what has happened. I have

always lived, as I think I told you, well within my income ; and I have

saved enough, in the last twenty years, to make me quite comfortable for

the rest of my life. It is not my intention to leave Welmingham. There

are one or two little advantages which I have still to gain in the town.

The clergyman bows to me—as you saw. He is married ; and his wife is

not }uite so civil. I propose to join the Dorcas Society ; and I mean to

make the clergyman's wife bow to me next.

If you favour me with your company, pray understand that the con-

versation must be entirely on general subjects. Any attempted reference

to this letter will be quite useless—I am determined not to acknowledge

having written it. The evidence has been destroyed in the fire, I know
j

but I think it desirable to err on the side of caution, nevertheless.

On this account, no names are mentioned here, nor is any signature



THE WOMAN IN WHITE. 125

attached to these lines: the handwriting is disguised thioughout^ and I

aican to deliver the letter myself, under circumstances which will prevent

all fear of its being traced to my house. You can have no possible cause to

complain of these precautions ; seeing that they do not affect the information

I here communicate, in consideration of the special indulgence which you
have deserved at my hands. My hour for tea is half-past five, and mv
buttered toast waits for nobody.

Tlie Story continued by Walter Haktright.

I.

My first impulse, after reading Mrs. Catherick's extraordinary narrative,

was to destroy it. The hardened, shameless depravity of the whole com-
position, from beginning to end—the atrocious perversity of mind which

persistently associated me with a calamity for which I was in no sense

answerable, and with a death which I had risked my life in trying to avert

—so disgusted me, that I was on the point of tearing the letter, when a

consideration suggested itself, which warned me to wait a little before 1

destroyed it.

This consideration was entirely unconnected with Sir Percival. The
information communicated to me, so far as it concerned him, did little

more than confirm the conclusions at which I had already arrived.

He had committed his offence as I had supposed him to have committed

it ; and the absence of all reference, on Mrs. Catherick's part, to the

duplicate register at Knowlesbury, strengthened my previous conviction

that the existence of the book, and the risk of detection which it implied,

must have been necessarily unknown to Sir Percival. My interest in the

question of the forgery was now at an end ; and my only object in keeping

the letter was to make it of some future service, in clearing up the last

mystery that still remained to baffle me—the parentage of Anne Catherick,

on the father's side. There were one or two sentences dropped in her mother's

narrative, which it might be useful to refer to again, when matters of more

immediate importance allowed me leisure to search for the missing evidence.

I did not despair of still finding that evidence ; and I had lost none of my
anxiety to discover it, for I had lost none of my interest in tracing the

father of the poor creature who now lay at rest in Mrs. Fairlie's grave.

Accordingly, I sealed up the letter, and put it away carefully in my
pocket-book to be referred to again when the time came.

The next day was my last in Hampshire. When I had appeared again

before the magistrate at Knowlesbury, and when I had attended at the

adjourned Inquest, I should be free to return to London by the afternoon

[>t the evening train.

M y iirat errand in the morning was, as usual, to the post-office. Tie
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letter from Marian was there, but I thought, when it was handed to me
that it felt unusually light. I anxiously opened the envelope. There

was nothing inside but a small strip of paper, folded in two. The few

blotted, hurriedly-written lines which were traced on it contained these

words

:

" Come back as soon as you can. I have been obliged to move. Come
to Gower's Walk, Fulham, (number five). I will be on the look-out for

you. Don't be alarmed about us ; we are both safe and well. But come

back.—Marian."

The news which those lines contained—news which I instantly associated

With some attempted treachery on the part of Count Fosco—fairly over-

whelmed me. I stood breathless, with the paper crumpled up in my hand.

What had happened.? "What subtle wickedness had the Count planned and

executed in my absence ? A night had passed since Marian's note was

written—hours must elapse still, before I could get back to them—some

new disaster might have happened already, of which 1 was ignorant.

And here, miles and miles away from them, here I must remain—held

doubly held, at the disposal of the law !

I hardly know to what forgetfulness of my obligations anxiety and alarm

might not have tempted me, but for the quieting influence of my faith in

Marian. My absolute reliance on her was the one earthly consideration

which helped me to restrain myself, and gave me courage to wait. The

Inquest was the first of the impediments in the way of my freedom ol

action. I attended it at the appointed time ; the legal formalities requiring

my presence in the room, but, as it turned out, not calling on me to repeat

my evidence. This useless delay was a hard trial, although I did my best

to quiet my impatience by following the course of the proceedings as closely

as I could.

The London solicitor of the deceased (Mr. Merriman) was among the

persons present. But he was quite unable to assist the objects of the

inquiry. He could only say that he was inexpressibly shocked and

astonished, and that he could throw no light whatever on the mysterious

circumstances of the case. At intervals during the adjourned investigation,

he suggested questions, which the Coroner put, but which led to no results.

After a patient inquiry, which lasted nearly three hours, and which

exhausted every available source of information, the jury pronounced the

customary verdict in cases of sudden death by accident. They added to

the formal decision a statement that there had been no evidence to show

how the keys had been abstracted, how the fire had been caused, or what

the purpose was for which the deceased had entered the vestry. This act

closed the proceedings. The legal representative of the dead man was left

to provide for the necessities of the interment ; and the witnesses were free

to retire.
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Resolved not to lose a minute in getting to Knowlesbury, I paid my Li 11

at the hotel, and hired a fly to take me to the town. A gentleman who

heard me give the order, and who saw that I was going alone, informed mo
lhat he lived in the neighbourhood of Knowlesbury, and asked if I would

have any objection to his getting home by sharing the fly with me. I

accepted his proposal as a matter of course.

Our conversation during the drive was naturally occupied by the one

absorbing subject of local interest.

My new acquaintance had some knowledge of the late Sir Percival's

solicitor ; and he and Mr. Morriman had been discussing the state of the

deceased gentleman's affairs and the succession to the property. Sir

Percival's embarrassments were so well known all over the county that his

solicitor could only make a virtue of necessity and plainly acknowledge

them. He had died without leaving a will, and ho had no personal

property^o bequeath, even if he had made one ; the whole fortune which

he had derived from his wife having been swallowed up by his creditors.

The heir to the estate (Sir Percival having left no issue; was a son of

Sir Felix Glyde's first cousin—an officer in command of an East Indiaman.

He would find his unexpected inheritance sadly encumbered ; but the

property would recover with time, and, if " the captain" was careful, he

might be a rich man yet, before he died.

Absorbed as I was in the one idea of getting to London, this information

(which events proved to be perfectly correct) had an interest of its own to

attract my attention. I .thought it justified me in keeping secret my
discovery of Sir Percival's fraud. The heir whose rights he had usurped

was the heir who would now have the estate. The income from it, for the

last three-and-twenty years, which should properly have been his, and

which the dead man had squandered to the last farthing, was gone beyond

recal. If I spoke, my speaking would confer advantage on no one. If I

kept the secret, my silence concealed the character of the man who had

cheated Laura into marrying him. For her sake, I wished to conceal it

—

for her sake, still, I tell this story under feigned names.

I parted with my chance companion at Knowlesbury ; and went at once

to the town-hall. As I had anticipated, no one was present to prosecute

the case against me—the necessary formalities were observed—and I was

discharged. On leaving the court, a letter from Mr. Dawson was put into

my hand. It informed me that he was absent on professional duty, and it

reiterated the offer I had already received from him of any assistance which

I might require at his hands. I wrote back, warmly acknowledging my
obligations to his kindness, and apologising for not expressing my thanks

personally, in consequence of my immediate recal, on pressing business, to

town.

Half an hour later I was speeding back to London by tne express train.
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II.

It was between nine and ten o'clock before I reached Fulham, and found

my way to Gower's Walk.

Both Laura and Marian came to the door to let me in. I think we had

hardly known how close the tie was which bound us three together, until

the evening came which united us again. We met as if we had been

parted for months, instead of for a few days only. Marian's face was sadly

worn and anxious. I saw who had known' all the danger, and borne all

the trouble, in my absence, the moment 1 looked at her. Laura's brighter

looks and better spirits told me how carefully she had been spared all

knowledge of the dreadful death at Welmingham, and of the true reason for

our change of abode.

The stir of the removal seemed to have cheered, and interested her. She

only spoke of it as a happy thought of Marian's to surprise me, on my
return, with a change from, the close, noisy street, to the pleasant neigh-

bourhood of trees and fields and the river. She was full of projects for the

future—of the drawings she was to finish ; of the purchasers I had found

in the country, who were to buy them ; of the shillings and sixpences sho

had saved, till her purse was so heavy that she proudly asked me to weigh

it in my own hand. The change for the better which had been wrought in

her, during the few days of my absence, was a surprise to me for which I

was quite unprepared—and for all the unspeakable happiness of seeing it, T

was indebted to Marian's courage and to Marian's love.

When Laura had left us, and when we could speak to one another with-

out restraint, I tried to give some expression to the gratitude and the admi

ration which filled my heart. But the generous creature would not wait to

hear me. That sublime self-forgetfulness of women, which yields so much
and asks so little, turned all her thoughts from herself to me.

" I had only a moment left before post-time," she said, " or I should have

written less abruptly. You look worn and weary, Walter—I am afraid my
etter must have seriously alarmed you ?"

" Only at first," I replied. " My mind was quieted, Marian, by my
trust in you. Was I right in attributing this sudden change of place to

gome threatened annoyance on the part of Count Fosco ?"

" Perfectly right," she said. " I saw him yesterday ; and, worse than

that, Walter—I spoke to him."
" Spoke to him ? Did he know where we lived ? Did be come to the

house ?"

" He did. To the house—but not up-stairs. Laura never saw him

;

Laura suspects nothing. I will tell you how it happened : the danger, I

believe and hope, is over now. Yesterday, I was in the sitting-room, at

our old lodgings. Laura was drawing at the table ; and I was walking
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about and setting things to rights. I passed the window, and, as I passed

[t, looked out into the street. There, on the opposite side of the way, 1

saw the Count, with a man talking to him "

" Did he notice you at the window ?"

" No—at least, I thought not. I was too violently startled to be quite

eure."

" Who was the other man ? A stranger ?"

"Not a stranger, Walter. As soon as I could draw my breath again, I

ecognised him. He was the owner of the Lunatic Asylum."
" Was the Count pointing out the house to him ?"

" No ; they were talking together as if they had accidentally met in the

street. I remained at the window looking at them from behind the curtain.

If I had turned round, and if Laura had seen my face at that moment
Thank God, she was absorbed over her drawing ! They soon parted. The
man from the Asylum went one way, and the Count the other. I began

to hope they were in the street by chance, till I saw the Count come back,

stop opposite to us again, take out his card-case and pencil, write some-

thing, and then cross the road to the shop below us. I ran past Laura
before she could see me, and said I had forgotten something up-stairs. As
Boon I was out of the room, I went down to the first landing, and waited

—

I was determined to stop him if he tried to come up-stairs. He made no
such attempt. The girl from the shop came through the door into the

passage, with his card in her hand—a large gilt card, with his name, and a

coronet above it, and these lines underneath in pencil :
' Dear lady

i

(yes

!

the villain could address me in that way still)
—

' dear lady, one word, 1

implore you, on a matter serious to us both.' If one can think at all, in

serious difficulties, one thinks quick. I felt directly that it might be a

fatal mistake to leave myself and to leave you in the dark, where such a

man as the Count was concerned. I felt that the doubt of what he might
do, in your absence, would be ten times more trying to me if I declined to

see him than if I consented. ' Ask the gentleman to wait in the shop,' 1

said. ' I will be with him in a moment.' I ran up-stairs for my bonnet,

ueing determined not to let him speak to me in-doors. I knew his deep

ringing voice ; and I was afraid Laura might hear it, even in the shop, in

less than a minute I was down again in the passage, and had opened the

door into the street. He came round to meet me from the shop. There he

was, in deep mourning, with his smooth bow and his deadly smile, and
some idle boys and women near him, staring at his great size, his fine black

clothes, and his large cane with the a;old knob to it. All the horrible time

at Blackwater came back to me the moment I set eyes on him. All the

old loathing crept and crawled through me, when he took off his hat with

* flourish, and spoke to me, as if we had parted on the friendliest terms

hardly a day since.'
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" You remember what he said ?"

"I cant repeat it, Walter. You shall know directly what ha said about

you—-but I can't repeat what he said to me. It was worse than the polite

insolence of his letter. My hands tingled to strike him, as if I had been a

man ! I only kept them quiet by tearing his card to pieces under my
shawl. "Without saying a word on my side, I walked away from the house

(for fear of Laura seeing us) ; and he followed, protesting softly all the way.

In the first by-street 1 turned, and asked him what he wanted with me.

He wanted two things. First, if I had no objection, to express his senti-

ments. I declined to hear them. Secondly, to repeat the warning in his

letter. I asked, what occasion there was for repeating it. He bowed and

smiled, and said he would explain. The explanation exactly confirmed the

fears I expressed before you left us. I told you, if you remember, that Sir

] 'ercival would be too headstrong to take his friend's advice where you

were concerned ; and that there was no danger to be dreaded from the

Count till his own interests were threatened, and he was roused into acting

for himself?"
" I recollect, Marian."

" Well ; so it has really turned out. The Count offered his advice ; but

it was refused. Sir Percival would only take counsel of his own violence,

his own obstinacy, and his own hatred of you. The Count let him have

his way ; first privately ascertaining, in case of his own interests being

threatened next, where we lived. You were followed, Walter, on returning

here, after your first journey to Hampshire—by the lawyer's men for some

distance from the railway, and by the Count himself to the door of thfl

bouse. How he contrived to escape being seen by you, he did not tell me
but he found us out on that occasion, and in that way. Having made the

discovery, he took no advantage of it till the news reached him of Sir Per-

rival's death—and then, as 1 told you, he acted for himself, because h«

believed you would next proceed against the dead man's partner in the

conspiracy. He at once made his arrangements to meet the owner of th<

Asylum in London, and to take him to the place where his runawaj

patient was hidden ; believing that the results, whichever way they ended

would be to involve you in interminable legal disputes and difficulties, anc

to tie your hands for all purposes of offence, so far as he was concerned

That was his purpose, on his own confession to me. The only considera-

tion which made him hesitate, at the _ast moment "

"Yes?"
" It is hard to acknowledge it, "Walter—and yet I must. I was the onlj

consideration. No words can say how degraded I feel in my own estima

tion when I think of it—but the one weak point in that man's iron cha-

racter is the horrible admiration he feels for me. I have tried, for the sab

of my own self-respect, to disbelieve it as long as I could ; but his looks
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his actions, force on me the shameful conviction of the truth. The eyes of

that monster of wickedness moistened while he was speaking to me—they

did, Walter ! He declared, that at the moment of pointing out the house

to the doctor, he thought of my misery if I was separated from Laura, of

my responsibility if I was called on to answer for effecting her escape—and

he risked the worst that you could do to him, the second time, for my sake.

All he asked was that I would remember the sacrifice, and restrain your

rashness, in my own interests—interests which he might never be able to

consult again. I made no such bargain with him ; I would have died first.

But believe him, or not—whether it is true or false that he sent the doctor

away with an excuse—one thing is certain, I saw the man leave him.

without so much as a glance at our window, or even at our side of tho

way."

" I believe it, Marian. The best men are not consistent in good—why
should the worst men be consistent in evil ? At the same time, I suspect

Mm of merely attempting to frighten you, by threatening what he cannot

really do. I doubt his power of annoying us, by means of the owner ol

the Asylum, now that Sir Percival is dead, and Mrs. Catherick is free

from all control. But let me hear more. What did the Count say ol

me?"
"He spoke last ol yon. His eyes brightened and hardened, and his

manner changed to what I remember it, in past times—to that mixture ol

pitiless resolution and mountebank mockery which makes it so impossible

to fathom him. 'Warn Mr. Hartright!' he said, in his loftiest manner.
' He has a man of brains to deal with, a man who snaps his big fingers at

the laws and conventions of society, when he measures himself with me.

If my lamented friend had taken my advice, the business of the Inquest

would have been with the body of Mr, Hartright. But my lamented

friend was obstinate. See ! I mourn his loss—inwardly in my soul ; out-

wardly on my hat. This trivial crape expresses sensibilities which I sum-

mon Mr. Hartright to respect. They may be transformed to immeasurable

enmities, if he ventures to disturb them. Let him be content with what
he has got—with what I leave unmolested, for your sake, to him and to

you. Say to him (with my compliments), if he stirs me, he has Fosco to

deal with. In the English of the Popular Tongue, I inform him—Fosco

sticks at nothing ! Dear lady, good morning.' His cold grey eyes settled

on my face—he took off his hat solemnly—bowed, bareheaded—and left

me."

"Without returning? without saying more last words?"
" He turned at the corner of the street, and waved his hand, and then

struck it theatrically on his breast. I lost sight of him, after that. He
disappeared in the opposite direction to our house ; and I ran back to

Laura. Before I was in-doors again, I had made up my mind that we



482 THE WOMAN IW WHITE.

raust go. The house (especially in your absence) was a place of dangfjt

.nstead of a place of safety, now that the Count had discovered it. If I

could have felt certain of your return, I should have risked waiting till you

came hack. But I was certain of nothing, and I acted at once on my own

impulse. You had spoken, before leaving us, of moving into a quietei

neighbourhood and purer air, for the sake of Laura's health. I had only

to remind her of that, and to suggest surprising you and saving you

trouble by managing the move in your absence, to make her quite as

anxious for the change as I was. She helped me to pack up your

things—and she has arranged them all for you in your new working-room

here)'

" What made you think of coming to this place?"

"My ignorance of other localities in the neighbourhood of London. 1

felt the necessity of getting as far away as possible from our old lodgings,

and I knew something of Fulhani because I had once been at school there.

1 despatched a messenger with a note, on the chance that the school might

still be in existence. It was in existence ; the daughters of my old mis-

tress were carrying it on for her; and they engaged this place from tho

instructions I had sent. It was just post-time when the messenger returned

to me with the address of the house. We moved after dark—we came

here quite unobserved. Have I done right, Walter? Have I justifies

your trust in me ?"

I answered her warmly and gratefully, as I really felt. But the anxious

look still remained on her face while I was speaking ; and the first question

she asked, when I had done, related to Count Fosco.

I saw that she was thinking of him now with a changed mind. No
fiesh outbreak of anger against him, no new appeal to me to hasten the

day of reckoning, escaped her. Her conviction that the man's hateful

admiration of herself was really sincere, seemed to have increased a

hundredfold her distrust of his unfathomable cunning, her inborn dread of

ihe wicked energy and vigilance of all his faculties. Her voice fell low,

her manner was hesitating, her eyes searched into mine with an eager fear

when she asked me what 1 thought of his message, and what I meant to dc

next, after hearing it.

" Not many weeks have passed, Marian," I answered, " since my inter-

view with Mr. Kyrle. When he and I parted, the last words I said to

him about Laura were these :
' Her uncle's house shall open to receive her,

in tne presence of every soul who followed the false funeral to the grave

;

the lie that records her death shall bo publicly erased from the tombstone

by the authority of the head of the family ; and the two men who have

wronged her shall answer for their crime to me, though the justice that sits

in tribunals is powerless to pursue them.' One of those men is beyond

mortal reaoh. The other remains—and my resolution remains."



THE WOMAN IN WHITE. 433

Her eyes lit up ; her colour rose. She said nothing ; but I saw all hci

sympathies gathering to mine, in her face.

" I don't disguise from myself, or from you," 1 went on, " that the

prospect before us is mca"e than doubtful. The risks we have run already

are, it may be, trifles, compared with the risks that threaten us in the

future—but the venture shall be tried, Marian, for all that. I am not rash

anough to measure myself against such a man as the Count, before I am
well prepared for him. I have learnt patience ; I can wait my time.

Let him believe that his message has produced its effect ; iet him know
nothing of us, and hear nothing of us ; let us give him full time to feel

secure—his own boastful nature, unless I seriously mistake him, will

hasten that result. This is one reason for waiting ; but there is another

more important still. My position, Marian, towards you and towards

Laura, ought to be a stronger one than it is now, before I try our las*

chance."

She leaned near to me, with a look of surprise.

"How can it be stronger?" she asked.

" I will tell you," I replied, " when the time comes. It has not cemft

yet: it may never come at all. I may be silent about it to Laura for ever

—I must be silent, now, even to you, till I see for myself that I can harm-

lessly and honourably speak. Let us leave that subject. There is another

which has more pressing claims on our attention. You have kept Laura,

mercifully kept her, in ignorance of her husband's death
"

" Oh, Walter, surely it must be long yet, before we tell her of it ?"

"No, Marian. Better that you should reveal it to her now, than that

accident which no one can guard against, should reveal it to her at some

future nine. Spare her all the details—break it to her very tenderly—but

tell her that he is dead."
" You have a reason, Walter, for wishing her to know of her husband's

death, besides the reason you have just mentioned ?"

"I have."

" A reason connected with that subject which must not be mentioned

between us yet ?—which may never be mentioned to Laura at all ?"

She dwelt on the last words, meaningly. When I answered her, in tbo

affirmative, I dwelt on them too.

Her face grew pale. For a while, she looked at me with a sad, hesitating

Interest. An unaccustomed tenderness trembled in her dark eyes and

softened her firm lips, as she glanced aside at the empty chair in which the

dear companion of all our joys and sorrows had been sitting.

" I think I understand," she said. " I think I owe it to her and to you,

Walter, to tell her of her husband's death."

She sighed, and held my hand fast for a moment—then dropped it

abruptly, and left the room. On the next day, Laura knew that his dealt

2 F
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had released her, and that the error and the calamity of her life lay buried

In his tomb.

His name was mentioned among us no more. Thenceforward, we
shrank from the slightest approach to the subject of his death ; and, in the

same scrupulous manner, Marian and I avoided all further reference to that

other subject, which, by her consent and mine, was not to be mentioned

between us yet. It was not the less present to our minds—it was rather

kept alive in them by the restraint which we had imposed on ourselves.

We both watched Laura more anxiously than ever ; sometimes waiting and

hoping, sometimes waiting and fearing, till the time came.

By degrees, we returned to our accustomed way of life. I resumed the

daily work, which had been suspended during my absence in Hampshire.

Our new lodgings cost us more than the smaller and less convenient rooms

which we had left ; and the claim thus implied on my increased exertions

was strengthened by the doubtfulness of our future prospects. Emergencies

might yet happen which would exhaust our little fund at the banker's
;

and the work of my hands might be, ultimately, all we had to look to for

support. More permanent and more lucrative employment than had yet

been offered to me was a necessity of our position—a necessity for which I

now diligently set myself to provide.

It must not be supposed that the interval of rest and seclusion of which

I am now writing, entirely suspended, on my part, all pursuit of the one

absorbing purpose with which my thoughts and actions are associated, in

these pages. That purpose was, for months and months yet, never to

relax its claims on me. The slow ripening of it still left me a measure of

precaution to take, an obligation of gratitude to perform, and a doubtful

question to solve.

The measure of precaution related, necessarily, to the Count. It was cf

the last importance to ascertain, if possible, whether his plans committed

him to remaining in England—or, in other words, to remaining within my
reach. I contrived to set this doubt at rest by very simple means. His

address in St. John's Wood being known to me, I inquired in the neigh-

bourhood ; and having found out the agent who had the disposal of the

furnished house in which he lived, I asked if number five, Forest Eoad,

was likely to be let within a reasonable time. The reply was in the

negative. I was informed that the foreign gentleman then residing in

the house had renewed his term of occupation for another six months,

and would remain in possession until the end of June, in the following

year. We were then at the beginning of December only. I left the

agent with my mind relieved from all present fear of the Count's escaping

coe.

The obligation I had to perform, took me once more into the presence of
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Mrs. Clements. I Lad promised to return, and to confide to her those par-

ticulars relating to the death and burial of Anne Catherick, which I had
been obliged to withhold at our first interview. Changed as circumstances

now were, there was no hindrance to my trusting the good woman with as

much of the story of the conspiracy as it was necessary to tell. I had

every reason that sympathy and friendly feeling could suggest to urge on

me-the speedy performance of my promise—and I did conscientiously and

carefully perform it. There is no need to burden these pages with any

statement of what passed at the interview. It will be more to the purpose

to say that the interview itself necessarily brought to my mind the one

doubtful question still remaining to be solved—the question of Anne
Catherick's parentage on the father's side.

A multitude of small considerations in connexion with this subject-

trifling enough in themselves, but strikingly important, when massed

together—had latterly led my mind to a conclusion which I resolved to

verify. I obtained Marian's permission to write to Major Donthorne, of

Varneck Hall (where Mrs. Catherick had lived in service for some years

previous to her marriage), to ask him certain questions. I made the

inquiries in Marian's name, and described them as relating to matters ol

personal interest in her family, which might explain and excuse my appli-

cation. When I wrote the letter, I had no certain knowledge that Major

Donthorne was still alive ; I despatched it on the chance that he might be

living, and able and willing to reply.

After a lapse of two days, proof came, in the shape of a letter, that the

Major was living, and that he was ready to help us.

The idea in my mind when I wrote to him, and the nature of my
inquiries, will be easily inferred from his reply. His letter answered my
questions, by communicating these important facts :

In the first place, " the late Sir Percival Glyde, of Blackwater Park," had

never set foot in Varneck Hall. The deceased gentleman was a total

stranger to Major Donthorne, and to all his family.

In the second place, " the late Mr. Philip Fairlie, of Limmeridge House,"

had been, in his younger days, the intimate friend and constant guest of

Major Donthorne. Having refreshed his memory by looking back to old

letters and other papers, the Major was in a position to say positively, that

Mr. Philip Fairlie was staying at Varneck Hall in the month of August,

eighteen hundred and twenty-six, and that he remained there, for the

shooting, during the month of September and part of October following.

He then left, to the best of the Major's belief, for Scotland, and did not

return to Varneck Hall till after a lapse of time, when he reappeared in the

character of a newly-married man.

Taken by itself, this statement was, perhaps, of little positive value—but,

taken in connexion with certain facts, every one of which either Marian cr
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I knew to be true, it suggested one plain conclusion that was, to our mJads,

irresistible.

Knowing, now, that Mr. Philip Fairlie had been at Varneck Hall in the

autumn of eighteen hundred and twenty-six, and that Mrs. Catherick had

been living there in service at the same time, we knew also :—first, that

Anne had been born in June, eighteen hundred and twenty-seven ; secondly,

that she had always presented an extraordinary personal resemblance to

Laura; and, thirdly, that Laura herself was strikingly like her father.

Mr. Philip Fairlie had been one of the notoriously handsome men of his

time. In disposition entirely unlike his brother Frederick, he was the

spoilt darling of society, especially of the women—an easy, light-hearted,

impulsive, affectionate man; generous to a fault; constitutionally lax in

his principles, and notoriously thoughtless of moral obligations where

women were concerned. Such were the facts we knew; such was the

character of the man. Surely, the plain inference that follows needs no

pointing out ?

Eead by the new light which had now broken upon me, even Mrs.

Catherick's letter, in despite of herself, rendered its mite of assistance

towards strengthening the conclusion at which I had arrived. She had

described Mrs. Fairlie (in writing to me) as " plain-looking," and as having

"entrapped the handsomest man in England into marrying her." Both

assertions were gratuitously made, and both were false. Jealous dislike

(which, in such a woman as Mrs. Catherick, would express itself in petty

malice rather than not express itself at all) appeared to me to be the only

assignable cause for the peculiar insolence of her reference to Mrs. Fairlie,

under circumstances which did not necessitate any reference at all.

The mention here of Mrs. Fairlie's name naturally suggests one other

question. Did she ever suspect whose child the little girl brought to her at

Limmeridge might be ?

Marian's testimony was positive on this point. Mrs. Fairlie's letter to

her husband, which had been read to me in former days—the letter describ-

ing Anne's resemblance to Laura, and acknowledging her affectionate

interest in the little stranger—had been written, beyond all question, in

perfect innocence of heart, it even seemed doubtful, on consideration,

whether Mr. Philip Fairlie himself had been nearer than his wife to any
suspicion of the truth. The disgracefully deceitful circumstances under

which Mrs. Catherick had married, the purpose of concealment which the

marriage was intended to answer, might well keep her silent for caution's

sake, perhaps for her own pride's sake also—even assuming that she had

the means, in his absence, of communicating with the father of her unbom
child.

As this surmise floated through my mind, there rose on my memory
the remembrance of the Scripture denunciation which we have all thought
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of, in our time, with wonder and with awe :
" The sins of the fathers shal;

be visited on the children." But for the fatal resemblance between the

two daughters of one father, the conspiracy of which Anne had been the

innocent instrument and Laura the innocent victim, could never have been

planned. With what unerring and terrible directness the long chain of

circumstances led down from the thoughtless wrong committed by the

father to the heartless injury inflicted on the child

!

These thoughts came to me, and others with them, which drew my
mind away to the little Cumberland churchyard where Anne Catherick

now lay buried. I thought of the bygone days when I had met her by
Mrs. Fairlie's grave, and met her for the last time. I thought of her poor

helpless hands beating on the tombstone, and her weary, yearning words
murmured to the dead remains of her protectress and her friend. " Oh, if

I could die, and be hidden and at rest with you!" Little more than a
year had passed since she breathed that wish ; and how inscrutably, how
awfully, it had been fulfilled ! The words she had spoken to Laura by the

shores of the lake, the very words had now come true. " Oh, if I could

only be buried with your mother ! If I could only wake at her side when
the angel's trumpet sounds, and the graves give up their dead at the

resurrection !" Through what mortal crime and horror, through what
darkest windings of the way down to Death, the lost creature had wan-
dered in God's leading to the last home that, living, she never hoped to

reach ! In that sacred rest, 1 leave her—in that dread companionship, le*

her remain undisturbed.

So the ghostly figure which has haunted these pages as it haunted my
life, goes down into the impenetrable Gloom. Like a Shadow she first

came to me, in the loneliness of the night. Like a Shadow she passes

away, in the loneliness of the dead.

III.

Four months elapsed. April came—the month of Spring ; the month ol

change.

The course of Time had flowed through the interval since the winter,

peacefully and happily in our new home. I had turned my long leisure to

good account ; had largely increased my sources of employment ; and had
placed our means of subsistence on surer grounds. Freed from the suspense

and the anxiety which had tried her so sorely, and hung over her so long,

Marian's spirits rallied ; and her natural energy of character began to assert

itself again, with something, if not all, of the freedom and the vigour of

former times.

More pliable under change than her sister, Laura showed more plainly

the {Togress made by the healing influences of her new life. The worn and
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wasted look which had prematurely aged her face, was fast leaving it ; and
tiie expression which had been the first of its charms in past days, was the

first of its beauties that now returned. My closest observation of her

detected bu ; one serious result of the conspiracy which had once threatened

her reason and her life. Her memory of events, from the period of her

leaving Blackwater Park to the period of our meeting in the burial-ground

of Limmeridge Church, was lost beyond all hope of recovery. At the

slightest reference to that time, she changed and trembled still ; her worda
became confused ; her memory wandered and lost itself as helplessly as

ever. Here, and here only, the traces of the past lay deep—too deep to be

effaced.

In all else, she was now so far on the way to recovery, that, on her best

and brightest days, she sometimes looked and spoke like the Laura of old

times. The happy change wrought its natural result in us both. From
their long slumber, on her side and on mine, those imperishable memories

of our past life in Cumberland now awoke, which were one-and all alike,

the memories of our love.

Gradually and insensibly, our daily relations towards each other became

constrained. The fond words which I had spoken to her so naturally, in

the days of her sorrow and her suffering, faltered strangely on my lips.

In the time when my dread of losing her was most present to my mind, ]

had always kissed her when she left me at night and when she met me in

the morning. The kiss seemed now to have dropped between us—to be

lost out of our lives. Our hands began to tremble again when they met.

We hardly ever looked long at one another out of Marian's presence. The

talk often flagged between us when we were alone. When I touched her

by accident, I felt my heart beating fast, as it used to beat at Limmeridge

House—I saw the lovely answering flush glowing again in her cheeks, as if

we were back among the Cumberland Hills, in our past characters of master

and pupil once more. She had long intervals of silence and thoughtfulness

;

and denied she had been thinking, when Marian asked her the question.

I surprised myself, one day, neglecting my work, to dream over the little

water-colour portrait of her which I had taken in the summer-house where

we first met—just as I used to neglect Mr. Fairlie's drawings, to dream

over the same likeness, when it was newly finished in the bygone time.

Changed as all the circumstances now were, our position towards each other

in the golden days of our first companionship, seemed to be revived with

the revival of our love. It was as if Time had drifted us back on the wreck

of our early hopes, to the old familiar shore

!

To any other woman, I could have spoken the decisive words which I

still hesitated to speak to her. The utter helplessness of her position ; her

friendless dependence on all the forbearing gentleness that I could show her

;

my fear of touching too soon some secret sensitiveness in her, which my
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instinct, as a man, might not have been fine enough to discover—these con-

siderations, and others like them, kept me self-distrustfully silent. And
yet, 1 knew that the restraint on both sides must be ended ; that the rela-

tions in which we stood towards one another must be altered, in some settled

manner, for the future ; and that it rested with me, in the first instance,

to recognise the necessity for a change.

The more I thought of our position, the harder the attempt to alter it

appeared, while the domestic conditions on which we three had been living

together since the winter, remained undisturbed. I cannot account for the

capricious state of mind in which this feeling originated—but the idea

nevertheless possessed me, that some previous change of place and circum-

stances, some sudden break in the quiet monotony of our lives, so managed

as to vary the home aspect under which we had been accustomed to see

each other, might prepare the way for me to speak, and might make it

easier and less embarrassing for Laura and Marian to hear.

With this purpose in view, I said, one morning, that I thought we had

all earned a little holiday and a change of scene. After some consideration,

it was decided that we should go for a fortnight to the sea-side.

On the next day, we left Fulham for a quiet town on the south coast

At that early season of the year, we were the only visitors in the place.

The.cliffs, the beach, and the walks inland, were all in the solitary condition

which was most welcome to us. The air was mild ; the prospects over hill

and wood and down were beautifully varied by the shifting April light and

shade ; and the restless sea leapt under our windows, as if it felt, like the

land, the glow and freshness of spring.

I owed it to Marian to consult her before I spoke to Laura, and to ba

guided afterwards by her advice.

On the third day from our arrival, I found a fit opportunity of speaking

to her alone. The moment we looked at one another, her quick instinct

detected the thought in my mind before I could give it expression. "With

her customary energy and directness, she spoke at once, and spoke first.

"You are thinking of that subject which was mentioned between us
on the evening of your return from Hampshire," she said. " I have been

expecting you to allude to it, for some time past. There must be a change

in our little household, Walter ; we cannot go on much longer as we are

now. I see it as plainly as you do—as plainly as Laura sees it, though she

says nothing. How strangely the old times in Cumberland seem to have

come back ! You and I are together again ; and the one subject of interest

between us is Laura once more. I could almost fancy that this room is the

mmmer-house at Limmeridgc, and that those waves beyond us arc beating

on our sea-shore."

"I was guided by your advice in those past days," I said; "and now
Marian, with reliance tenfold greater, I will be guided by it again."



440 THE WOMAN IX WHITE.

She answered by pressing my hand. I saw that she was deeply touched

by my reference to the past. We sat together near the window ; and,

while I spoke and she listened, we looked at the glory of the sunlight

shining on the majesty of the sea.

" Whatever comes of this confidence between us," I said, " whether it

ends happily or sorrowfully for me, Laura's interests will still be the interests

of my life. When we leave this place, on whatever terms we leave it,

my determination to wrest from Count Fosco the confession which I failed

to obtain from his accomplice, goes back with me to London, as certainly

as I go back myself. Neither you nor I can tell how that man may turn

on me, if I bring him to bay ; we only know by his own words and actions,

that he is capable of striking at me, through Laura, without a moment's

hesitation, or a moment's remorse. In our present position, I have no

claim on her, which society sanctions, which the law allows, to strengthen

me in resisting him, and in protecting her. This places me at a serious dis-

advantage. If I am to fight our cause with the Count, strong in the con-

sciousness of Laura's safety, I must fight it for my Wife. Do you agree tc

that Marian, so far ?"

" To every word of it," she answered.

" I will not plead out of my own heart," I went on ; "I will not appeal

to the love which has survived all changes and all shocks—1 will rest my
only vindication of myself for thinking of her and speaking of her as my
wife, on what I have just said. If the chance of forcing a confession from

the Count, is, as I believe it to be, the last chance left of publicly establish-

ing the fact of Laura's existence, the least selfish reason that I can advance

for our marriage is recognised by us both. But I may be wrong in my
conviction ; other means of achieving our purpose may be in our power,

which are less uncertain and less dangerous. I have searched anxiously,

in my own mind, for those means—and I have not found them. Have

you ?"

" No. I have thought about it too, and thought in vain."

" In all likelihood," I continued, " the same questions have occurred to

you, in considering this difficult subject, which have occurred to me.

Ought we to return with her to Limmeridge, now that she is like herself

again, and trust to the recognition of her by the people of the village, or by

the children at the school ? Ought we to appeal to the practical test of her

handwriting ? Suppose we did so. Suppose the recognition of her obtained,

and the identity of the handwriting established. Would success in both

tiiuse canes do more than supply an excellent foundation for a trial in a

court of law ? Would the recognition and the handwriting prove her

identity to Mr. Fairlie and take her back to Limmeridge House, against

the eviience of her aunt, against the evidence of the medical certificate,

against the fact of tne funeral and the fact of the inscription on the tomb ?
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No 1 We could only hope to succeed in throwing a serious doubt on the

assertion of her death—a doubt which nothing short of a legal inquiry can

Battle. I will assume that we possess (what we have certainly not got)

money enough to carry this inquiry on through all its stages. I will

assume that Mr. Fairlie's prejudices might be reasoned away ; that the

false testimony of the Count and his wife, and all the rest of the false testi-

mony, might be confuted ; that the recognition could not possibly be

ascribed to a mistake between Laura and Anne Catherick, or the hand-

writing be declared by our enemies to be a clever fraud—all these are

assumptions which, more or less, set plain probabilities at defiance, but let

them pass—and let us ask ourselves what would be the first consequence or

the first questions put to Laura herself on the subject of the conspiracy.

We know only too well what the consequence would be—for we know that

she has never recovered her memory of what happened to her in London.

Examine her privately, or examine her publicly, she is utterly incapable ol

assisting the assertion of her own case. If you don't see this, Marian, a?

plainly as I see it, we will go to Limmeridge and try the experiment, to.

morrow."

"I do see it, Walter. Even if we had the means of paying all the law

expenses, even if we succeeded in the end, the delays would be unen-

durable ; the perpetual suspense, after what we have suffered already, would

be heart-breaking. You are right about the hopelessness of going to Limme-
ridge. I wish I could feel sure that you are right also in determining to

try that last chance with the Count. Is it a chance at all ?"

" Beyond a doubt, Yes. It is the chance of recovering the lost date 01

Laura's journey to London. Without returning to the reasons I gave you

some time since, I am still as firmly persuaded as ever, that there is a dis-

crepancy between the date of that journey and the date on the certificate oT

death. There lies the weak point of the whole conspiracy—it crumbles to

pieces if we attack it in that way ; and the means of attacking it are in

possession of the Count. If I succeed in wresting them from him, the

object of your life and mine is fulfilled. If I fail, the wrong that Laura

has suffered, will, in this world, never be redressed."

" Do you fear failure, yourself, Walter ?"

"I dare not anticipate success; and, for that very reason, Marian, I

speak openly and plainly, as I have spoken now. In my heart and my
conscience, I can say it—Laura's hopes for the future are at their lowest

ebb. I know that her fortune is gone ; I know that the last chance of

restoring her to her place in the world lies at the mercy of her worst enemy,

of a man who is now absolutely unassailable, and who may remain un-

assailable to the end. With every worldly advantage gone from her ; with

all prospect of recovering her rank and station more than doubtful ; with

D> clearer future before her than the future which her husband can provide
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~-the poor drawing-master may harmlessly open his heart at last. In the

days of her prosperity, Marian, I was only the teacher who guided her hand
—I ask for it, in her adversity, as the hand of my wife !"

Marian's eyes met mine affectionately—I could say no more. My heart

was full, my lips were trembling. In spite of myself, I was in danger of

appealing to her pity. I got up to leave the room. She rose at the same
moment, laid her hand gently on my shoulder, and stopped me.
" Walter !" she said, " I once parted you both, for your good and for

hers. Wait here, my Brother !—wait, my dearest, best friend, till Laura

eomes, and tells you what I have done now !"

For the first time since the farewell morning at Limmeridge, she touched

my forehead with her lips. A tear dropped on my face, as she kissed me.

She turned quickly, pointed to the chair from which I had risen, and left

the room.

I sat down alone at the window, to wait through the crisis of my life.

My mind, in that breathless interval, felt like a total blank. I was con-

scious of nothing but a painful intensity of all familiar perceptions. Tho
sun grew blinding bright ; the white sea birds chasing each other far beyond

me, seemed to be flitting before my face ; the mellow murmur of the waves

on the beach was like thunder in my ears.

The door opened ; and Laura came in alone. So she had entered the

breakfast-room at Limmeridge House, on the morning when we parted.

Slowly and falteringly, in sorrow and in hesitation, she had once approached

me. Xow, she came with the haste of happiness in her feet, with the

light of happiness radiant in her face. Of their own accord, those deal

arms clasped themselves round me ; of their own accord, the sweet lips came

to meet mine. " My darling !" she whispered, " we may own we love each

other, now ?" Her head nestled with a tender contentedness on my bosom
" Oh," she said, innocently, " I am so happy at last

!"

Ten days later, we were happier still. We were mnmod.

IV

The course of this narrative, steadily flowing on, bears me away from the

morning-time of our married life, and carries me forward to the end.

In a fortnight more we three were back in London ; and the shadow was

stealing over us of the struggle to come.

Marian and I were careful to keep Laura in ignorance of the cause that

had hurried us back—the necessity of making sure of the Count. It was

now the beginning of May, and his term of occupation at the house in

Forest-road expired in June. If he renewed it (and I had reasons, shoitly

lo be mentioned, for anticipating that he would), I might he certain of his

not escaping me. But, if by any chance he disappointed my expectations
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and left the country—then, I had no time to loso in arming inyseli to meet

him as I best might.

In the first fulness of my new happiness, there had been momenta when

my resolution faltered—moments, when I was tempted to be safely content,

now that the dearest aspiration of my life was fulfilled in the possession of

Laura's love. For the first time, I thought faint-heartedly of the greatness

of.the risk ; of the adverse chances arrayed against me : of the fair promise

if' our new lives, and of the peril in which I might place the happiness

which we had so hardly earned. Yes ! let me own it honestly. For a

brief time, I wandered, in the sweet guiding of love, far from the purpose

to which I had been true, under sterner discipline and in darker days.

Innocently, Laura had tempted me aside from the hard path—innocently

she was destined to lead me back again.

At times, dreams of the terrible past still disconnectedly recalled to her,

in the mystery of sleep, the events of which her waking memory had lost

all trace. One night (barely two weeks after our marriage), when I was

watching her at rest, I saw the tears come slowly through her closed eye-

lids, I heard the faint murmuring words escape her which told me that her

spirit was back again on the fatal journey from Blackwater Park. That

unconscious appeal, so touching and so awful in the sacredness of her sleep,

ran through me like fire. The next day was the day we came back to

London—the day when my resolution returned to me with tenfold

strength.

The first necessity was to know something of the man. Thus far, tbo

true story of his life was an impenetrable mystery to me.

I began with such scanty sources of information as were at my own dis-

posal. The important narrative written by Mr. Frederick Fairlie (which

Marian had obtained by following the directions I had given to her in the

winter) proved to be of no service to the special object with which I now
looked at it. "While reading it, I reconsidered the disclosure revealed to me
by Mrs. Clements, of the series of deceptions which had brought Anne
Catherick to London, and which had there devoted her to the interests of

the conspiracy. Hero, again, the Count had not openly committed himself;

here again, he was, to all practical purpose, out of my reach.

I next returned to Marian's journal at Blackwater Park. At my request

she read to me again a passage which referred to her past curiosity about

the Count, and to the few particulars which she had discovered relating to

him.

The passage to which I allude occurs in that part of her journal which

delineates his character and his personal appearance. She describes him as

" not having crossed the frontiers of his native country for years past "—as

" anxious to know if any Italian gentlemen were settled in the nearest towt

to Blackwater Park"—as " receiving letters with all sorts of odd stamps co
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them, and one with a large, official-looking seal on it." She is inclined tc

oonsider that his' long absence from his native country may be accounted

for by assuming that 'he is a political exile. But she is, on the other hand,

unable to reconcile this • idea with the reception of the letter from abroad,

bearing " the large official-looking seal "—letters from the Continent

addressed to political exiles being usually the last to court attention from

foreign post-offices in that way.

The considerations thus presented to me in the diary, joined to certain

surmises of my own that grew out of them, suggested a conclusion which

I wondered I had not arrived at before. I now said to myself—what

Laura had once said to Marian at Blackwater ParK ; what Madame Foscc

had overheard by listening at the door—the Count is a Spy !

Laura had applied the word to him at hazard, in natural anger at his pro-

ceedings towards herself. J applied it to him, with the deliberate conviction

that his vocation in life was the vocation of a Spy. On this assumption,

the reason for his extraordinary stay in England, so long after the objects

of the conspiracy had been gained, became, to my mind, quite intelligible.

The year of which I am now writing, was the year of the famous Crystal

Palace Exhibition in Hyde Park. Foreigners, in unusually large numbers,

had arrived already, and were still arriving in England. Men were among
us, by hundreds, whom the ceaseless distrustfulness of their governments

had followed privately, by means of appointed agents, to our shores. My
surmises did not for a moment class a man of the Count's abilities and

social position with the ordinary rank and file of foreign spies. I suspected

him of holding a position of authority, of being entrusted by the govern-

ment which he secretly served, with the organization and management of

agents specially employed in this country, both men and women ; and I

believed Mrs..Bubelle, who had been so opportunely found to act as nurse

at Blackwater Park, to be, in all probability, one of the number.

Assuming that this idea of mine had a foundation in truth, the position

of the Count might prove to be more assailable than I had hitherto ven-

tured to hope. To whom could I apply to know something more of

the man's history, and of the man himself, than I knew now ?

In this emergency, it naturally occurred to my mind that a countryman
of his own, on whom I could rely, might be the fittest person to help me.

The first man whom I thought of, under these circumstances, was also

the only Italian with whom I was intimately acquainted—my quaint little

friend, Professor Pesca.

The professor has oeen so long absent from these pages, that he has run

some risk of being forgotten altogether,

It is the necessary law of such a story as mine, that the persons con-

uenisd in it only appear when the course of events takes them up—they



THE WOMAN IS WHITE. 445

come and go, not by favour of my personal partiality, but by right of theii

direct connection with the circumstances to be detailed. For this reason,

not Pesca only, but my mother and sister as well, have been left far in the

background of the narrative. My visits to the Hampstead cottage; my
mother's belief in the denial of Laura's identity which the conspiracy had

accomplished ; my vain efforts to overcome the prejudice, on her part ana

on my sister's, to which, in their jealous affection for me, they both con-

tinued to adhere ; the painful necessity which that prejudice imposed on

me of concealing my marriage from them till they had learnt to do justice

to my wife—all these little domestic occurrences have been left un-

recorded, because they were not essential to the main interest of the story.

It is nothing that they added to my anxieties and embittered my dis-

appointments—the steady march of events has inexorably passed them by.

For the same reason, 1 have said nothing, here, of the consolation that I

found in Pesca's brotherly affection for me, when I saw him again after the

sudden cessation of my residence at Limmeridge House. I have not

recorded the fidelity with which my warm-hearted little friend followed me
to the place of embarkation, when I sailed for Central America, or the

noisy transport of joy with which he received me when we next met in

London. If I had felt justified in accepting the offers of service which he

made to me, on my return, he would have appeared again, long ere this.

But, though 1 knew that his honour and his courage were to be implicitly

relied on, I was not so sure that his discretion was to be trusted ; and, for

that reason only, I followed the course of all my inquiries alone. It will

now be sufficiently understood that Pesca was not separated from all con-

nexion with me and my interests, although he has hitherto been separated

from all connexion with the progress of this narrative. He was as true

and as ready a friend of mine still, as ever he had been in his life.

Before I summoned Pesca to my assistance, it was necessary to see for

myself what sort of man I had to deal with. Up to this time, I had never

once set eyes on Count Fosco.

Three days after my return with Laura and Marian to London, I set

forth alone for Forest-road, St. John's Wood, between ten and eleven

o'clock in the morning. It was a fine day—I had some hours to spare

—

and I thought it likely, if I waited a little for him, that the Count might

be tempted out. I had no great reason to fear the chance of his recog-

nising me in the day-time, for the only occasion when I had been seen by
him was the occasion on which he had followed me home at night.

No one appeared at the windows in the front of the house. I walked

down a turning which ran past the side of it, and looked over the low

garden wall. One of the back windows on the lower floor was thrown up,

and a net was stretched across the opening. I saw nobody ; but I neard,
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la the room, first a shrill whistling and singing of birds—then, the &&e\

ringing voice which Marian's description had made familiar to me. "Come

out on my little finger, my pret-pret-pretties !" cried the voice. " Corns

out, and hop up-stairs ! One, two, three—and up ? Three, two, one—

and down! One, two, three—twit-twit-twit-tweet!" The Count was

exercising his canaries, as he used to exercise them in Marian's time, at

Blackwater Park.

I waited a little while, and the singing and the whistling ceased

" Come, kiss me, my pretties !" said the deep voice. There was a respon-

sive twittering and chirping—a low, oily laugh—a silence of a minute or

so—and then I heard the opening of the house door. I turned, and

retraced my steps. The magnificent melody of the Prayer in Eossini's

" Moses," sung in a sonorous bass voice, rose grandly through the suburban

silence of the place. The front garden gate opened and closed. The Count

had come out.

He crossed the road, and walked towards the western boundary of the

Eegent's Park. 1 kept on my own side of the way, a little behind him

and walked in that direction also.

Marian had prepared me for his high stature, his monstrous corpulence

and his ostentatious mourning garments—but not for the horrible fresh'

ness and cheerfulness and vitality of the man. He carried his sixty years)

as if they had been fewer than forty. He sauntered along, wearing his hal

a little on one side, with a light jaunty step ; swinging his big stick

humming to himself ; looking up, from time to time, at the houses and

gardens on either side of him, with superb, smiling patronage. If a

stranger had been told that the whole neighbourhood belonged to him,

that stranger would not have been surprised to hear it. He never looked

back : he paid no apparent attention to me, no apparent attention to any

one who passed him on his own side of the road—except, now and then,

when he smiled and smirked, with an easy, paternal good humour, at the

nurserymaids and the children whom he met. In this way, he led ma

on, till we reached a colony of shops outside the western terraces of the Park,

Here, he stopped at a pastrycook's, went in (probably to give an order),

and came out again immediately with a tart in his hand. An Italian was

grinding an organ before the shop, and a miserable little shrivelled monkey

was sitting on the instrument. The Count stopped ; bit a piece for himseL

out of the tart ; and gravely handed the rest to the monkey. " My poor

little man !" he said, with grotesque tenderness; " you look hungry. In

the sacred name of humanity, I offer you some lunch!" The organ-

grinder piteously put in his claim to a,penny from the benevolent stranger.

The Count shrugged his shoulders contemptuously—and passed on.

We reached the streets and the better class of shops, between the New-

road and Oxford-street. The Count stopped again, and entered a small
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optician's shop, with an inscription in the window, announcing that repairs

were neatly executed inside. He came out again, with an opera-glass in

his hand ; walked a few paces on ; and stopped to look at a bill of the

Opera, placed outside a music-seller's shop. He read the bill attentively,

considered a moment, and then hailed an empty cab as it passed him.
" Opera-box-office," he said to tne man—and was driven away.

I crossed the road, and looked at the bill in my turn. The performance

announced was "Lucrezia Borgia," and it was to take place that evening.

The opera-glass in the Count's hand, his careful reading of the bill, and his

direction to the cabman, all suggested that he proposed making one of the

audience. I had the means of getting an admission for myself and a friend,

to the pit, by applying to one of the scene-painters attached to the theatre,

with whom I had been well acquainted in past times. There was a chance,

at least, that the Count might be easily visible among the audience, to me,

vad to any one with me ; and, in this case, I had the means of ascertaining

whether Pesca knew his countryman, or not, that very night.

This consideration at once decided th« disposal of my evening. I, pro*

cured the tickets, leaving a note at the Professor's lodgings on the way.

At a quarter to eight, I called to take him with me to the theatre. My
little friend was in a state of the highest excitement, with a festive flower

in his button-hole, and the largest opera-glass I ever saw hugged up undei

his arm.

" Are you ready ?" I asked.

" Right-all-right," said Pesca.

We started for the theatre.

V.

The last notes of the introduction to the opera were being played, and the

seats in the pit were all filled, when Pesca and I reached the theatre.

There was plenty of room, however, in the passage that ran round the

pit—precisely the position best calculated to answer the purpose for which
I was attending the performance. I went first to the barrier separating us

from the stalls ; and looked for the Count in that part of the theatre. He
was not there. Returning along the passage, on the left hand side from the

Atage, and looking about me attentively, I discovered him in the pit. He
occupied an excellent place, some twelve or fourteen seats from the end of

a bench, within three rows of the stalls. I placed myself exactly on a line

with him ; Pesca standing by my side. The professor was not yet aware

of the purpose for which I had brought nim to the theatre, and he was

rather surprised that we did not move nearer to the stage.

The curtain rose, and the opera began.

Throughout the whole of the first act, -vi e remained in our position ; the

Count, absorbed by the orchestra and the stage, never casting so much bb a
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chance glan.ee at 11s. Not a note of Donizetti's del'cious musts waa loet on

aim. There he sat, high above his neighbours, smiling, and nodding- his

great head enjoyingly, from time to time. When the people near hilt

applauded the close of an air (as an English audience in such circumstances

always will applaud), without the least consideration for the orchestral

movement which immediately followed it, he looked round at them with

an expression of compassionate remonstrance, and held up one hand with a

gesture of polite entreaty. At the more refined passages of the singing, at

the more delicate phrases of the music, which passed unapplauded by

others, his fat hands adorned with perfectly-fitting black kid gloves, softly

patted each other, in token of the cultivated appreciation of a musical

man. At such times, his oily murmur of approval, " Bravo ! Bra-a-a-a !'

hummed through the silence, like the purring of a great cat. His imme-
diate neighbours on either side—hearty, ruddy-faced people from the

jountry, basking amazedly in the sunshine of fashionable London—seeing

and hearing him, began to follow his lead. Many a burst of applause from

the pit, that night, started from the soft, comfortable patting of the black-

gloved hands. The man's voracious vanity devoured this implied tribute

to his local and critical supremacy, with an appearance of the highest

relish. Smiles rippled continuously over his fat face. He looked about

him, at the pauses in the music, serenely satisfied with himself and his

fellow-creatures. " Yes ! yes ! these barbarous English people are learning

something from me. Here, there, and everywhere, I—Fosco—am an

Influence that is felt, a Man who sits supreme!" If ever face spoke, his

face spoke then—and that was its language.

The curtain fell on the first act ; and the audience rose to look about

them. This was the time I had waited for—the time to try if Pesca knew
him.

He rose with the rest, and surveyed the occupants of the boxes grandly

with his opera-glass. At first, his back was towards us ; but he turned

round in time, to our side of the theatre, and looked at the boxes above

us ; using his glass for a few minutes—then removing it, but still con-

tinuing to look up. This was the moment I chose, when his full face was

in view, for directing Pesca's attention to him.
" Do you know that man ?" I asked.

" Which man, my friend ?"

" The tall, fat man, standing there, with his face towards us."

Pesca raised himself on tiptoe, and looked at the Count.
" No," said the Professor. " The big fat man is a stranger to me. Is ho

famous? Why do you point him out ?"

" Because I have particular reasons for wishing to know something ol

kirn. He is a countryman of yours ; his name is Count Fosco. Do you

Know that name V
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" ifot I, Walter. Neither the name nor the man is known to mo."
" Are you quite sure you don't recognise him ? Look again ; look

jarefully. I will tell you why I am so anxious about it, when we leave

the theatre. Stop ! let me help you up here, where you can see him
better."

I helped the little man to perch himself on the edge of the raised dais

upon which the pit-seats were all placed. Here, his small stature was no

hindrance to him ; here, he could see over the heads of the ladies who were

Seated near the outermost part of the bench.

A slim, light-haired man, standing by us, whom I had not noticed before

—a man with a scar on his left cheek—looked attentively at Pesca as 1

helped him up, and then looked still more attentively, following the

direction of Pesca's eyes, at the Count. Our conversation might have

reached his ears, and might, as it struck me, have roused his curiosity.

Meanwhile, Pesca fixed his eyes earnestly on the broad, full, smiling face

turned a little upward, exactly opposite to him.
" No," he said ; " I have never set my two eyes on that big fat man

before, in all my life."

As he spoke, the Count looked downwards towards the boxes behind us

on the pit tier.

The eyes of the two Italians met.

The instant before, I had been perfectly satisfied, from his own reiterated

assertion, that Pesca did not know the Count. The instant afterwards, I

was equally certain that the Count knew Pesca

!

Knew him ; and—more surprising still—-feared him as well ! There was

no mistaking the change that passed over the villain's face. The leaden hue

that altered his yellow complexion in a moment, the sudden rigidity of all

his features, the furtive scrutiny of his cold grey eyes, the motionless

stillness of him from head to foot, told their own tale. A mortal dread had

mastered him, body and soul—and his own recognition of Pesca was the

cause of it

!

The slim man, with the scar on his cheek, was still close by us. He had

apparently drawn his inference from the effect produced on the Count by

the sight of Pesca, as I had drawn mine. He was a mild gentlemanlike

man, looking like a foreigner ; and his interest in our proceedings was not

expressed in anything approaching to an offensive manner.

For my own part, I was so startled by the change in the Count's face, so

astounded at the entirely unexpected turn which events had taken, that I

knew neither what to say or do next. Pesca roused me by stepping back

to his former place at my side, and speaking first.

" How the fat man stares !" he exclaimed. " Is it at me ? Am 1

famous ? How can he know me, when I don't know him ?"

i kept my eye still on the Coani. I saw him move for the first tim?

w It
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when Pesca moved, so as not to lose sight of the little man, in the lower

fiosition in which he now stood. I was curious to see what would happen

if Pesca's attention, under these circumstances, was withdrawn from him

,

and I accordingly asked the Professor if he recognised any of his pupils,

that evening, among the ladies in the boxes. Pesca immediately raised

the large opera-glass to his eyes, and moved it slowly all round the upper

part of 'the theatre, searching for his pupils with the most conscientious

scrutiny.

The moment he showed himself to be thus engaged, the Count turned

round ; slipped past the persons who occupied seats on the farther side of

trim from where we stood ; and disappeared in the middle passage down the

centre of the pit. I caught Pesca by the arm ; and, to his inexpressible

astonishment, hurried him round with me to the back of the pit, to inter-

cept the Count before he could get to the door. Somewhat to my surprise,

the slim man hastened out before us, avoiding a stoppage caused by some

people on our side of the pit leaving their places, by which Pesca and

myself were delayed. "When we reached the lobby the Count had dis-

appeared—and the foreigner with the scar was gone too.

" Come home," I said ;
" come home, Pesca, to your lodgings. I must

Bpeak to you in private—I must speak directly."

" My-soul-bless-my-soul !" cried the Professor, in a state of the extremes!

bewilderment. " What on earth is the matter ?"

I walked on rapidly, without answering. The circumstances under

which the Count had left the theatre suggested to me that his extraordinary

anxiety to escape Pesca might carry him to further extremities still. He
might escape me, too, by leaving London. I doubted the future, if I

allowed him so much as a day's freedom to act as he pleased. And I

doubted that foreign stranger who had got the start of us, and whom I sus-

pected of intentionally following him out.

With this double distrust in my mind, I was not long in making Pesca

understand what I wanted. As soon as we two were alone in his room, I in-

creased his confusion and amazement a hundredfold by telling him what my
purpose was, as plainly and unreservedly as I have acknowledged it here.

" My friend, what can I do ?" cried the Professor, piteously appealing to

me with both hands. " Deuce-what-the-deuce ! how can I help you,

Walter, when I don't know the man ?"

" He knows you—he is afraid of you—he has left the theatre to escape

you. Pesca ! there must be a reason for this. Look back into your own
life, before you came to England. You left Italy, as yea have told me
yourself, for political reasons. You have never mentioned those reasons to

me ; and I don't inquire into them, now. I only ask you to consult your

own recollections, and to say if they suggest no past cause for the terror

Wliicli the first sight of you produced in that man."
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To my unutterable surprise, these words, harmless as they appeared to

me, produced the same astounding effect on Pesca which the sight of Pesca

had produced on the Count. The rosy face of my little friend whitened in

an instant ; and he drew back from me slowly, trembling from head to

foot.

" Walter!" he said. " You don't know what you ask."

He spoke in a whisper—he looked at me as if I had suddenly revealed to

him some hidden danger to both of us. In less than one minute of time,

he was so altered from the easy, lively, quaint little man of all my past

experience, that if I had met him in the street, changed as I saw him now
I should most certainly not have known him again.

" Forgive me, if I have unintentionally pained and shocked you," &

replied. " Eemember the cruel wrong my wife has suffered at Count

Fosco's hands. Eemember that the wrong can never be redressed, unless

the means are in my power of forcing him to do her justice. I spoke in

her interests, Pesca—I ask you again to forgive me—I can say no more."

I rose to go. He stopped me before I reached the door.

" Wait," he said. " You have shaken me from head to foot. You
don't know how I left my country, and why I left my country. Let me
compose myself—let me think, if I can."

I returned to my chair. He walked up and down the room, talking to

himself incoherently in his own language. After several turns backwards

and forwards, he suddenly came up to me, and laid his little hands with a

strange tenderness and solemnity on my breast.

" On your heart and soul, Walter," he said, " is there no other way to

get to that man but the chance-way through me *"

" There is no other way," I answered.

He left me again : opened the door of the room and looked out cautiously

into the passage ; closed it once more ; and came back.

" You won your right over me, Walter," he said, " on the day when
you saved my life. It was yours from that moment, when you pleased is

take it. Take it now. Yes ! I mean what I say. My next words, as true

as the good God is above us, will put my life into your hands."

The trembling earnestness with which he uttered this extraordinary

warning, carried with it to my mind the conviction that he spoke the truth.

" Mind this !" he went on, shaking his hands at me in the vehemence of

his agitation. " I hold no thread, in my own mind, between that man,

Posco, and the past time which I call back to me, for your sake. If you

find the thread, keep it to yourself—tell me nothing—on my knees, I beg

and pray, let me be ignorant, let me be innocent, let me be blind to all the

future, as I am now 1"

He said a few words more, hesitatingly and disconnectedly—then stopped

again.
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I saw that the effort of expressing himself in English, on an occasion tco

serious to permit him the use of the quaint turns and phrases of his

ordinary vocabulary, was painfully increasing the difficulty he had felt

from the first in speaking to me at all. Having learnt to read and under-

stand his native language (though not to speak it), in the earlier days of

our intimate companionship, I now suggested to him that he should express

himself in Italian, while I used English in putting any questions which

might be necessary to my enlightenment. He accepted the proposal. In

lis smooth-flowing language—spoken with a vehement agitation which

betrayed itself in the perpetual working of his features, in the wildness and

the suddenness of his foreign gesticulations, but never in the raising of his

voice—I now heard the words which armed me to meet the last struggle

that is left for this story to record.*

" You know nothing of my motive for leaving Italy," he began, " except

ihat it was for political reasons. If I had been driven to this country by

the persecution of my government, I should not have kept those reasons a

(secret from you or from any one. I have concealed them because no

government authority has pronounced the sentence of my exile. You have

heard, Walter, of the political Societies that are hidden in every great city

on the continent of Europe ? To one of those Societies I belonged in Italy

—and belong still, in England. When I came to this country, I came by

the direction of my Chief. I was over-zealous, in my younger time ; I

ran the risk of compromising myself and others. For those reasons, I was

ordered to emigrate to England, and to wait. I emigrated—I have waited

—I wait, still. To-morrow, I may be called away : ten years hence, I may

be called away. It is all one to me—I am here, I support myself by

teaching, and I wait. I violate no oath (you shall hear why presently) in

makincr my confidence complete by telling you the name of the Society to

which I belong. All I do is to put my life in your hands. If what I say

to you now is ever known by others to have passed my lips, as certainly as

we two sit here, I am a dead man."

He whispered the next words in my ear. T keep the secret which he

thus communicated. The Society to which he belonged, will be sufficiently

individualised for the purpose of these pages, if I call it " The Brother-

hood," on the few occasions when any reference to the subject will be

needed in this place.

u The object of the Brotherhood," Pesca went on, " is, briefly, the object

of other political societies of the same sort—the destruction of tyranny, and

* It is only right to mention here, that I repeat Pesca's statement to me, Trith the

Careful suppressions and alterations which the serious nature of the subject and JT.y

own sense of duty to my friend demand. My first and last concealments from the reader

m those ^hich caution renders absolutely necessary in this portion of the narrative,
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the assertion of the rights of the people. The principles of the Brother-

hood are two. So long as a man's life is useful, or even harmless only, he
has the right to enjoy it. But, if his life inflicts injury on the well-being

of his fellow-men, from that moment he forfeits the right, and it is not

only no crime but a positive merit to deprive him of it. It is not for me
to say in what frightful circumstances of oppression and suffering this

Society took its rise. It is not for yon to say—you Englishmen, who have
conquered your freedom so long ago, that you have conveniently forgotten

what blood you shed, and what extremities you proceeded to, in the con-

quering—it is not for you to say how far the worst of all exasperations

may, or may not, carry the maddened men of an enslaved nation. The
iron that has entered into our souls has gone too deep for you to find it.

Leave the refugee alone ! Laugh at him, distrust him, open your eyes in

wonder at that secret self which smoulders in him, sometimes under the

every-day respectability and tranquillity of a man like me ; sometimes under
the grinding poverty, the fierce squalor, of men less lucky, less pliable, less

patient than I am—but judge us not ! In the time of your first Charles

you might have done us justice ; the long luxury of your own freedom has

made you incapable of doing us justice now."

All the deepest feelings of his nature seemed to force themselves to the

surface in those words ; all his heart was poured out to me, for the first

time in our lives—but still, his voice never rose ; still his dread of the

terrible revelation he was making to me, never left him.
" So far," he resumed, " you think the Society like other Societies. Its

object (in your English opinion) is anarchy and revolution. It takes the

life of a bad King or a bad Minister, as if the one and the other were
dangerous wild beasts to be shot at the first opportunity. I grant you this.

But the laws of the Brotherhood are the laws of no other political society

on the face of the earth. The members are not known to one another.

There is a President in Italy ; there are Presidents abroad. Each of these

has his Secretary. The Presidents and the Secretaries know the members
j

but the members, among themselves, are all strangers, until their Chiefs

see fit, in the political necessity of the time, or in the private necessity of

the society, to make them known to each other. With such a safeguard as

this, there is no oath among us on admittance. We are identified with the

Brotherhood by a secret mark, which we all bear, which lasts while our

lives last. We are told to go about our ordinary business, and to report

ourselves to the President, or the Secretary, four times a year, in the event

of our services being required. We are warned, if we betray the Brother-

hood, or if we injure it by serving other interests, that we die by the

principles of the Brotherhood—die by the hand of a stranger who may be

Bent from the other end of the world to strike the blow—or by the hand of

our own bosom-friend, who may have been a member unknown to us
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through all the years of our intimacy. Sometimes, the death is delayed
j

sometimes, it follows close ou the treachery. It is our first business to

know how to wait—our second business to know how to obey when the

word is spoken. Some of us may wait our lives through, and may not be

wanted. Some of us may be called to the work, or to the preparation for

the work, the very day of our admission. I myself—the little, easy,

cheerful man you know, who, of his own accord, would hardly lift up his

handkerchief to strike down the fly that buzzes about his face—I, in my
younger time, under provocation so dreadful that I will not tell you of it,

entered the Brotherhood by an impulse, as I might have killed myself by

an impulse. I must remain in it, now—it has got me, whatever I may
think of it in my better circumstances and my cooler manhood, to my
dying day. While I was still in Italy, I was chosen Secretary ; and all

the members of that time, who were brought face to face with my Presi-

dent, were brought face to face also with me."

I began to understand him ; I saw the end towards which his extra-

ordinary disclosure was now tending. He waited a moment, watching me
earnestly—watching, till he had evidently guessed what was passing in my
mind, before he resumed.

" You have drawn your own conclusion already," he said. " I see it in

your face. Tell me nothing ; keep me out of the secret of your thoughts.

Let me make my one last sacrifice of myself, for your sake—and then have

done with this subject, never to return to it again."

He signed to me not to answer him—rose—removed his coat—and rolled

up the shirt-sleeve on his left arm.
" I promised you that this confidence should be complete," he whispered,

speaking close at my ear, with his eyes looking watchfully at the door.

" Whatever comes of it, you shall not reproach me with having hidden

anything from you which it was necessary to your interests to know. I

have said that the Brotherhood identifies its members by a mark that lasts

for life. See the place, and the mark on it for yourself."

He raised his bare arm, and showed me, high on the upper part of it and

)n the inner side, a brand deeply burnt in the flesh and stained of a bright

blood-red colour. I abstain from describing the device which the brand

represented. It will be sufficient to say that it was circular in form, and

so small that it would have been completely covered by a shilling coin.

" A man who has this mark, branded in this place," he said, covering his

arm again, " is a member of the Brotherhood. A man who has been false

to the Brotherhood is discovered sooner or later, by the Chiefs who know

him—Presidents or Secretaries, as the case may be. And a man discovered

by the Chiefs is dead. No human laws can protect him. Bemember what

you have seen and heard ; draw what conclusions you like ; act as you

please. But, in the name of God, whatever you discover whatever you
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no, tell me nothing ! Let me remain free from a responsibility which it

horrifies me to think of—which I know, in my conscience, is not my
responsibility, now. For the last time, I say it—on my honour as a

gentleman, on my oath as a Christian, if the man you pointed out at the

Opera knows me, he is so altered, or so disguised, that I do not know him.

I am ignorant of his proceedings or his purposes in England—I never saw

him, I never heard the name he goes by, to my knowledge, before to-night.

I say no more. Leave me a little, Walter : I am overpowered by what
has happened ; I am shaken by what I have said. Let me try to be like

myself again, when we meet next."

He dropped into a chair ; and, turning away from me, hid his face in hia

hands. I gently opened the door, so as not to disturb him—and spoke my
few parting words in low tones, which he might hear or not, as he pleased.

" I will keep the memory of to-night in my heart of hearts," I said.

" You shall never repent the trust you have reposed in me. May I come
io you to-morrow ? May I come as early as nine o'clock ?"

" Yes, Walter," he replied, looking
(
up at me kindly, and speaking in

English once more, as if his one anxiety, now, was to get back to ouj

former relations towards each other. " Come to my little bit of breakfast

before I go my ways among the pupils that I teach."

" Good night, Pesca."

" Good night, my friend,"

VI.

My first conviction, as soon as I found myself outside the house, was that

no alternative was left me but to act at once on the information I had

received—to make sure of the Count, that night, or to risk the loss, if I

only delayed till the morning, of Laura's last chance. I looked at my
watch : it was ten o'clock.

Not the shadow of a doubt crossed my mind of the purpose for which

the Count had left the theatre. His escape from us, that evening, was

beyond all question, the preliminary only to his escape from London. The
mark of the Brotherhood was on his arm—I felt as certain of it as if he

had shown me the brand—and the betrayal of the Brotherhood was on hia

Wrascience—I had seen it in his recognition of Pesca.

It was easy to understand why that recognition had not been mutual.

A man of the Count's character would never risk the terrible consequences

of turning spy without looking to his personal security quite as carefully

as he looked to his golden reward. The shaven face, which I had pointed

out at the Opera might have been covered by a beard in Pesca's time ; his

dark brown hair might be a wig ; his name was evidently a false one.

The accident of time might have helped him as well—his immense corpu-

lence might have come with his later years , There was every reason way
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Pesca should not have known him again—every reason, also, why he

should have known Pesca, whose singular personal appearance made a

marked man of him, go where he might.

I have said that I felt certain of the purpose in the Count's mind when

he escaped us at the theatre. How could I doubt it, when I saw, with my
own eyes, that he believed himself, in spite of the change in his appearance,

to have been recognised by Pesca, and to be therefore in danger of his life?

If I could get speech of him that night, if I could show him that I, too,

knew of the mortal peril in which he stood, what result would follow?

Plainly this. One of us must be master of the situation—one of us must

inevitably be at the mercy of the other.

I owed it to myself to consider the chances against me, before I con-

fronted them. I owed it to my wife to do all that lay in my power to

lessen the risk.

The chances against me wanted no reckoning up : they were all merged

in cue. If the Count discovered, by my own avowal, that the direct way

to his safety lay through my life, he was probably the last man in exist-

ence who would shrink from throwing me off my guard and taking that

way, when he had me alone within his reach. The only means of defence

against him on which I could at all rely to lessen the risk, presented them-

selves, after a little careful thinking, clearly enough. Before I made any

personal acknowledgment of my discovery in his presence, I must place

the discovery itself where it would be ready for instant use against him,

and safe from any attempt at suppression on his part. If I laid the mine

under his feet befois I approached him, and if I left instructions with a

third person to fire it, on the expiration of a certain time, unless directions

to the contrary were previously received under my own hand, or from my
own lips—in that event, the Count's security was absolutely dependent

upon mine, and I might hold the vantage ground over him securely, even

in his own house.

This idea occurred to me when I was close to the new lodgings which

we had tak<en on returning from the sea-side. I went in, without disturb-

ing any one, by the help of my key. A light was in the hall ; and I stole

up with it to my work-room, to make my preparations, and absolutely to

(•ommit myself to an interview with the Count, before either Laura or

Marian could have the slightest suspicion of what I intended to do.

A letter addressed to Pesca represented the surest measure of precaution

which it was now possible for me to take. I wrote as follows :

" Tha man whom I pointed out to you at the Opera, is a member of the

Brotherhood, and has been false to his trust. Put both these assertions tc

the test, instantly. You know the name he goes by in England. His

address is No. 5, Forest-road, St. John's Wood. On the love you once

bore me, use the power entrusted to you, without mercy and without
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delay, against that man. I have risked all and lost all—and the forfeit

ofmy failure has been paid with my life."

I signed and dated these lines, enclosed them in an envelope, and

sealed it up. On the outside, I wrote this direction : " Keep the enclosure

unopened, until nine o'clock to-morrow morning. If you do not hear from

me, or see me, before that time, break the seal when the clock strikes, and

read the contents." I added my initials ; and protected the whole by

enclosing it in a second sealed envelope, addressed to Tesca at his

lodgings.

Nothing remained to be done after this but to find the means of

sending my letter to its destination immediately. I should then have

accomplished all that lay in my power. If anything happened to me in

the Count's house, I had now provided for his answering it with his

life.

That the means of preventing his escape under any circumstances what-

ever, were at Pesca's disposal, if he chose to exert them, I did not for an

instant doubt. The extraordinary anxiety which he had expressed to

remain unenlightened as to the Count's identity—or, in other words, to be

left uncertain enough about facts to justify him to his own conscience in

remaining passive—betrayed plainly that the means of exercising the ter-

rible justice of the Brotherhood were ready to his hand, although, as a

naturally humane man, he had shrunk from plainly saying as much in my
presence. The deadly certainty with which the vengeance of foreign

political societies can hunt down a traitor to the cause, hide himself where

he may, had been too often exemplified, even in my superficial experience,

to allow of any doubt. Considering the subject only as a reader of news-

papers, cases recurred to my memory, both in London and in Paris, ol

foreigners found stabbed in the streets, whose assassins could never be

traced—of bodies and parts of bodies, thrown into the Thames and the

Seine, by hands that could never be discovered—of deaths by secret

violence which could only be accounted for in one way. I have disguised

nothing relating to myself in these pages—and I do not disguise here, that

I believed I had written Count Fosco's death-warrant, if the fatal emer-

gency happened which authorised Pesca to open my enclosure.

I left my room to go down to the ground-floor of the house, and speak

to the landlord about finding me a messenger. He happened to be ascend-

ing the stairs at the time, and we met on the landing. His son, a quick

lad, was the messenger he proposed to me, on hearing what I wanted. We
had the boy up-stairs ; and I gave him his directions. He was to take

thn letter in a cab, to put it into Professor Pesca's own hands, and to bring

me back a line of acknowledgment from that gentleman ; returning in the

cab, and keeping it at the door for my use. It was then nearly half- past

leu. I calculated that the boy might be back in twenty minutes; and
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ihat I might drive to St. John's Wood, on his return, in twenty mintilas

more.

When the lad had departed on his errand, I returned to my own room
for a little while, to put certain papers in order, so that they might be

easily found, in case of the worst. The key of the old-fashioned bureau

in which the papers were kept, I sealed up, and left it on my table, with

Marian's name written on the outside of the little packet. This done, I

went down stairs to the sitting-room, in which I expected to find Laura

and Marian awaiting my return from the Opera. I felt my hand trembling

for the first time, when I laid it on the lock of the door.

No one was in the room but Marian. She was reading ; and she looked

at her watch, in surprise, when I came in.

" How early you are back !" she said. " You must have come away
before the opera was over."

" Yes," I replied ;
" neither Pesca nor I waited for the end. Where is

Laura ?"

" She had one of her bad headaches this evening ; and I advised her to

go to bed, when we had done tea."

I left the room again, on the pretext of wishing to see whether Laura

was asleep. Marian's quick eyes were beginning to look inquiringly at

my face ; Marian's quick instinct was beginning to discover that I had

something weighing on my mind.

When I entered the bed-chamber, and softly approached the bedside by

the dim flicker of the night-lamp, my wife was asleep.

We had not been married quite a month yet. If my heart was heavy,

if my resolution for a moment faltered again, when I looked at her face

turned faithfully to my pillow in her sleep—when I saw her hand resting

open on the coverlid, as if it was waiting unconsciously for mine—surely

there was some excuse for me ? I only allowed myself a few minutes to

kneel down at the bedside, and to look close at her—so close that her

breath, as it came and went, fluttered on my face. I only touched her

hand and her cheek with my lips, at parting. She stirred in her sleep,

and murmured my name—but without waking. I lingered for an instant

at the door to look at her again. " God bless and keep you, my darling
!"

I whispered—and left her.

Marian was at the stair-head waiting for me. She had a folded slip of

paper in her hand.
" The landlord's son has brought this for you," she said. " He has got

a cab at the door—he says you ordered him to keep it at your disposal."

" Quite right, Marian. I want the cab ; I am going out again."

1 descended the stairs as I spoke, and looked into the sitting-room to

read the slip of paper by the light on the table. It contained these two

sentences, in Pesca's handwriting :

—
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*' Tour letter is received. If I don't see you before the time yon mention,

I will break the seal when the clock strikes."

I placed the paper in my pocket-book, and made for the door. Marian
met me on the threshold, and pushed me back into the room where tha

candlelight fell full on my face. She held me by both hands, and her

eyes fastened searchingly on mine.

"I see!" she said, in a low eager whisper. "You are trying the last

chance to-night."

" Yes—the last chance and the best," I whispered back.

" Not alone ! Oh, Walter, for God's sake not alone ! Let me go with

you. Don't refuse me because I'm only a woman. I must go ! I will go,'

I'll wait outside in the cab
!"

It was my turn now to hold her. She tried to break away from me, and
get down first to the door.

" If you want to help me," I said, " stop here, and sleep in my wife's

room to-night. Only let me go away, with my mind easy about Laura,

and I answer for everything else. Come, Marian, give me a kiss, and show
that 'you have the courage to wait till I come back."

I dared not allow her time to say a word more. She tried to hold me
again. I unclasped her hands—and was out of the room in a moment.
The boy below heard me on the stairs, and opened the hall-door. I

jumped into the cab, before the driver could get off the box. " Forest-road,

St. John's Wood," I called to him through the front window. " Double

fare, if you get there in a quarter of an hour." " I'll do it, sir." I looked

at my watch. Eleven o'clock—not a minute to lose.

The rapid motion of the cab, the sense that every instant now was brings

ing me nearer to the Count, the conviction that I was embarked at last,

without let or hindrance, on my hazardous enterprise, heated me into such

a fever of excitement that I shouted to the man to go faster and faster. As
we left the streets, and crossed St. John's Wood-road, my impatience so

completely overpowered me that I stood up in the cab and stretched my
head out of the window, to see the end of the journey before we reached it

Just as a church clock in the distance struck the quarter past, we turned

into the Forest-road. I stopped the driver a little away from the Count's

house—paid and dismissed him—and walked on to the door.

As I approached the garden gate, I saw another person advancing to-

wards it also, from the direction opposite to mine. We met under the gas

lamp in the road, and looked at each other. I instantly recognised the

light-haired foreigner, with the scar on his cheek ; and I thought he recog-

nised me. He said nothing ; and, instead of stopping at the house, as I did,

he slowly walked on. Was he in the Forest-road by accident ? Or had

he followed the Count home from the Opera ?

I did not pursue those questions.
, After waiting a little, till the
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foreignei Md slowly passed out of sight, I rang the gate bell. It was then

twenty minutes past eleven—late enough to make it quite easy for tha

Count to get rid of me by the excuse thet he was in bed.

The only way of providing against this contingency was to send in my
name, without asking any preliminary questions, and to let him know, at

the same time, that I had a serious motive tor wishing to see him at that

.ate hour. Accordingly, while 1 was waiting, I took out my card, and

wrote under my name, "On important business." The maid-servant

answered the door while I was writing the last word in pencil ; and asked

me distrustfully what I "pleased to want."

" Be so good as to take that to your master," I replied, giving her ths

card.

I saw, by the girl's hesitation of manner, that if I had asked for the

Count in the first instance, she would only have followed her instructions

by telling me he was not at home. She was staggered by the confidence

with which I gave her the card. After staring at me in great perturbation,

she went back into the house with my message, closing the door, and leav-

ing me to wait in the garden.

In a minute or so, she reappeared. "Her master's compliments, and

would I be so obliging as to say what my business was ?" " Take my com-

pliments back," I replied; "and say that the business cannot be mentioned

to any one but your master." She left me again—again returned—and,

this time, asked me to walk in.

I followed her at once. In another moment, I was inside the Count's

house

VII.

There was no lamp in the hall ; but by the dim light of the kitchen

handle which the girl had brought up-stairs with her, I saw an elderly lady

steal noiselessly out of a back room on the ground floor. She cast one

viperish look at me as I entered the hall, but said nothing, and went slowly

up-stairs, without returning my bow. My familiarity with Marian's

journal sufficiently assured me that the elderly lady was Madame Fosco.

The servant led me to the room which the Countess had just left. I

entered it ; and found myself face to face with the Count.

He was still in his evening dress, except his coat, which he had thrown

across a chair. His shirt-sleeves were turned up at the wrists—but no

higher. A carpet-bag was on one side of him, and a box on the other.

Books, papers, and articles of wearing apparel were scattered about the

room. On a table, at one side of the door, stood the cage, so well knowr

to me by description, which contained his white mice. The canaries and

the cockatoo were probably in some other room. He was seated before tho

box, packing it, when I went in, and rose with some papers in his hand, to
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teceive me. His face still betrayed plain traces oi the shock that had over-

whelmed him at the Opera. His fat cheeks hung loose ; his cold grey eyes

were furtively vigilant ; his voice, look, and manner were all sharply sus-

picious alike, as ho advanced a step to meet me, and requested, with distant

civility, that I would take a chair.

" You come here on business, sir ?" he said. " I am at a loss to know
what that business can possibly be."

The unconcealed curiosity with which he looked hard in my face while

he spoke, convinced me that I had passed unnoticed by him at the Opera.

He had seen Pesca first ; and from that moment, till he left the theatre, he

had evidently seen nothing else. My name would necessarily suggest to

him that I had not come into his house with other than a hostile purpose

towards himself—but he appeared to be utterly ignorant thus far, of the

real nature of my errand.

" I am fortunate in finding you here to-night," I said. " You seem to

be on the point of taking a journey ?"

" Is your business connected with my journey ?"

" In some degree."

" In what degree ? Do you know where I am going to ?"

" No. I only know why you are leaving London."

He slipped by me with the quickness of thought ; locked the door of th«

room ; and put the key in his pocket.

" You and I, Mr. Hartright, are excellently well acquainted with ona

mother by reputation," he said. " Hid it, by any chance, occur to you

when you came to this house that I was not the sort of man you could

trifle with?"
" It did occur to me," I replied. " And I have not come to trifle with

you. I am here on a matter of life and death—and if that door which you

Have locked was open at this moment, nothing you could say or do would

induce me to pass through it."

I walked farther into the room and stood opposite to him, on the rug

before the fireplace. He .drew a chair in front of the door, and sat down on

it, with his left arm resting on the table. The cage with the white mice

was close to him; and the little creatures scampered out of their sleeping-

plate, as his heavy arm shook the table, and peered at him tmough the

gaps in the smartly painted wires.

" On a matter of life and death ?" he repeated to himself. " Those words

are move serious, perhaps, than you think. What do you mean ?"

"What I say."

The perspiration broke out thickly on his broad forehead. His left hand

stole over the edge of the table. There was a drawer in it, with a lock,

and the key was in the lock. His finger and thumb closed over the key

hut did not turn it.
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" So you know why I am leaving London ?" lie went on. " Tell me the

reason, if you please." He turned the key, and unlocked the drawer as he

spoke.

"I can do better than that," I replied; "I can show you the reason, if

you like."

" How can you show it ?"

" You have got your coat off," I said. " Boll up the shirt-sleeve on your
left arm—and you will see it there."

The same livid, leaden change passed over his face, which I had seen

pass over it at the theatre. The deadly glitter in his eyes shone steady and

straight into mine. He said nothing. But his left hand slowly opened the

table drawer, and softly slipped into it. The harsh grating noise of some-

thing heavy that he was moving, unseen to me, sounded for a moment

—

then ceased. The silence that followed was so intense, that the faint tick-

ing nibble of the white mice at their wires was distinctly audible where 1

stood.

My life hung by a thread—and I knew it. At that final moment, I

ihought with his mind ; I felt with his fingers—I was as certain, as if I had

6een it, of what he kept hidden from me in the drawer.

" Wait a little," I said. "You have got the door locked —you see I don't

move—you see my hands are empty. Wait a little. I have something

more to say.*'

" You have said enough," he replied, with a sudden composure, so unna-

tural and so ghastly that it tried my nerves as no outbreak of violence could

have tried them. "I want one moment for my own thoughts, if you
please. Do you guess what I am thinking about ?"

" Perhaps I do."

" I am thinking," he remarked quietly, " whether I shall add to the dis-

order in this room, by scattering your brains about the fireplace."

If I had moved at the t moment, I saw In his face that he would have

done it.

" I advise you to read two lines of writing which I have about me," 1

rejoined, "before you finally decide that question."

The proposal appeared to excite his curiosity. He nodded his head. I

took Pesca's acknowledgment of the receipt of my letter out of my pocket-

book ; handed it to him at arm's length ; and returned to my former posi-

tion in front of the fireplace.

He read the lines aloud :
" ' Your letter is received. If I don't hear

from you before the time you mention, I will break the seal when the clock

Strikes.'
"

Another man, in his position, would have needed some explanation of

those words—the Count felt no such necessity. One reading of the note

showed him the precaution that I had taken, as plainly as if he had been
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present at the time when I adopted it. The expression of his face changed

jn the instant ; and his hand came out of the drawer, empty.
" I don't lock up my drawer, Mr. Hartright," he said ; " and I don't say

that I may not scatter your brains about the fireplace, yet. But I am a just

man, even to my enemy—and I will acknowledge, beforehand, that they

are cleverer brains than I thought them. Come to the point, sir ! You

want something of me ?"

" I do—and I mean to have it."

" On conditions ?"

" On no conditions."

His hand dropped into the drawer again.

" Bah ! we are travelling in a circle," he said ;
" and those clever brainti

of yours are in danger again. Your tone is deplorably imprudent, sir

—

moderate it on the spot ! The risk of shooting you on the place where you

stand, is less to me, than the risk of letting you out of this house, except on

conditions that I dictate and approve. You have not got my lamented

friend to deal with, now—you are face to face with Fosco ! If the lives of

twenty Mr. Hartrights were the stepping-stones to my safety, over all those

stones I would go, sustained by my sublime indifference, self-balanced by

my impenetrable calm. Kespect me, if you love your own life ! I summon
you to answer three questions, before you open your lips again. Hear

them—they are necessary to this interview. Answer them—they are neces-

sary to me." He held up one finger of his right hand. " First question !"

he said. " You come here possessed of information, which may be true, or

may be false—where did you get it ?"

" I decline to tell you."

" No matter : I shall find out. If that information is true—mind I say,

with the whole force of my resolution, if—you are making your market of

it here, by treachery of your own, or by treachery of some other man. I

note that circumstance, for future use, in my memory which forgets nothing,

and proceed." He held up another finger. " Second question ! Those

lines you invited me to read, are without signature. Who wrote them ?"

" A man whom I have every reason to depend on ; and whom you have
every reason to fear."

My answer reached him to some purpose. His left hand trembled audibly

in the drawer.

" How long do you give me," he asked, putting his third question in a

quieter tone, " before the clock strikes and the seal is broken ?"

" Time enough for you to come to my terms," I replied.

" Give me a plainer answer, Mr. Hartright. What hour is the clock to

Strike?"

" Nina, to-morrow morning."
" Nite to-morrow morning? Yes, yes—your trap is laid for me, before
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L can got my passport regulated, and leave London. It is not earlier, 1

suppose? We will see about that, presently—I can keep you hostage

here, and bargain with, you to send for your letter before I let you go. In

tne mean time, be so good, next, as to mention your terms."

" You shall hear them. They are simple, and soon stated. You know
whose interests I represent in coming here ?"

He smiled with the most supreme composure ; and carelessly waved his

"ight hand.

" I consent to hazard a guess," he said, jeeringly. " A lady's inteiests,

of course
!"

" My Wife's interests."

He looked at me with the first honest expression that had crossed nig

face in .my presence—an expression of blank amazement. I could see that

I sank in his estimation, as a dangerous man, from that moment. He shut

up the drawer at once, folded his arms over his breast, and listened to me
with a smile of satirical attention.

" You are well enough aware, ' I went on, " of the course which my
inquiries have taken for many months past, to know that any attempted

denial of plain facts will be quite useless in my presence. You are guilty

of an infamous conspiracy. And the gain of a fortune of ten thousand

pounds was your motive for it."

He said nothing. But his face became over-clouded suddenly by a lower-

ing anxiety.

" Keep your gain," I said. (His face lightened again immediately, and

his eyes opened on me in wider and wider astonishment.) " I am not here

to disgrace myself by bargaining for money which has passed through

your hands, and which has been the price of a vile crime "

" Gently, Mr. Hartright. Your moral clap-traps have an excellent effect

in England—keep them for yourself and your own countrymen, if you
please. The ten thousand pounds was a legacy left to my excellent wife

by the late Mr. Fairlie. Place the affair on those grounds ; and I will

discuss it if you like. To a man of my sentiments, however, the subject

is deplorably sordid. I prefer to pass it over. I invite you to resume the

discussion of your terms. What do you demand ?"

" In the first place, I demand a full confession of the conspiracy, written

and signed in my presence, by yourself."

He raised his finger again. " One !" he said, checking me off with the

steady attention of a practical man.
" In the second place, I demand a plain proof, which does not depend on

your personal asseveration, of the date at which my wife left Blackwater
Park, and travelled to London."
" So ! so ! you can lay your finger, 1 see, on the weak place " he re-

marked, composedly. " Any more "'
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* : At present, 110 more."

" Good ! you have mentioned your terms ; now listen to mine. The
esponsibility to myself of admitting, what you are pleased to call the

conspiracy,' is less, perhaps, upon the whole, than the responsibility ol

aying you dead on that hearth-rug. Let us say that I meet your proposal

—on my own conditions. The statement you demand of me shall be

written ; and the plain proof shall be produced. You call a letter from my
ate lamented friend, informing me of the day and hour of his wife's arrival

11 London, written, signed, and dated by himself, a proof, I suppose ? ]

:an give you this. I can also send you to the man of whom I hired the

arriage to fetch my visitor from the railway, on the day when she arrived

—his order-book may help you to your date, even if his coachman who

Irove me proves to be of no use. These things I can do, and will do, on

londitions. I recite them. First condition ! Madame Fosco and I leave

his house, when and how we please, without interference of any kind, on

'our part. Second condition ! You wait here, in company with me, to

ee my agent, who is coming at seven o'clock in the morning to regulate

ny affairs. You give my agent a written order to the man who has got

'our sealed letter to resign his possession of it. You wait here till my
igent places that letter unopened in my hands ; and you then allow me
me clear half-hour to leave the house—after which you resume your own
reedom of action, and go where you please. Third condition ! You give

ne the satisfaction of a gentleman, for your intrusion into my private

.ffairs, and for the language you have allowed youiself to use to me, at this

onference. The time and place, abroad, to be fixed in a letter from my
land when I am safe on the Continent ; and that letter to contain a strip

f paper measuring accurately the length of my sword. Those are my
erms. Inform me if you accept them—Yes, or No."

The extraordinary mixture of prompt decision, far-sighted cunning, and

aountebank bravado in this speech, staggered me for a moment—and only

or a moment. The one question to consider was, whether I was justified,

r not, in possessing myself of the means of establishing Laura's identity,

t the cost of allowing the scoundrel who had robbed her of it to escape

ae with impunity. I knew that the motive of securing the just recognition

f my wife in the birthplace from which she had been driven out as an

mpostor, and of publicly erasing the lie that still profaned her mother's

ombstone, was far purer, in its freedom from all taint of evil passion, than

he vindictive motive which had mingled itself with my purpose from the

i rat. And yet I cannot honestly say that my own moral convictions were

trong enough to decide the struggle in me, by themselves. They were

ielped by my remembrance of Sir Percival's death. How awfully, at the

ast moment, had the working of tbe retribution, there, been snatched

'£ H
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from my feeble hands ! What right had I to decide, in my poor mortal

ignorance of the future, that this man, too, must escape with impunity,

because he escaped me? I thought of these things—perhaps, with the

superstition inherent in my nature
;
perhaps, with a sense worthier of me

than superstition. It was hard, when I had fastened my hold on him, at

last, to loosen it again of my own accord—but I forced myself to make the

sacrifice. In plainer words, I determined to be guided by the one higher

motive of which I was certain, the motive of serving the cause of Laura

and the cause of Truth.

" I accept your conditions," I said. " With one reservation, on mj
part."

" What reservation may that be?" he ashed.

" It refers to the sealed letter," I answered. " I require you to destroj

it, unopened, in my presence, as soon as it is placed in your hands."

My object in making this stipulation was simply to prevent him from

carrying away written evidence of the nature of my communication with

Pesca. The fact of my communication he would necessarily discover,

when I gave the address to his agent, in the morning. But he could make
no use of it, on his own unsupported testimony—even if he really ventured

to try the experiment—which need excite in me the slightest apprehension

on Pesca's account.

" I grant your reservation," he replied, after considering the question

gravely for a minute or two. " It is not worth dispute—the letter shall be

destroyed when it comes into my hands."

He rose, as he spoke, from the chair in which he had been sitting

opposite to me, up to this time. With one effort, he appeared to free his

mind from the whole pressure on it of the interview between us, thus far.

" Ouf !" he cried, stretching his arms luxuriously; " the skirmish was hot

while it lasted. Take a seat, Mr. Hartright. We meet as mortal enemies

hereafter—let us, like gallant gentlemen, exchange polite attentions in the

mean time. Permit me to take the liberty of calling for my wife."

He unlocked and opened the door. " Eleanor !" he called out, in his

deep voice. The lady of the viperish face came in. " Madame Fosco—
Mr. Hartright," said the Count, introducing us with easy dignity. " My
angel," he went on, addressing his wife ; " will your labours of packing-up

allow you time to make me some nice strong coffee ? I have writing-

business to transact with Mr. Hartright—and I require the full possession

of my intelligence to do justice to myself."

Madame Fosco bowed her head twice—once sternly to me ; once sub

missively to her husband—and glided out of the room.

The Count walked to a writing-table near the window ; opened his desk,

and took from it several quires of paper and a bundle of quill pens. Ha
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directions to be taken up when wanted, and then cut the paper into a heap

of narrow slips, of the form used by professional writers for the press. " I

shall make this a remarkable document," he said, looking at me over his

shoulder. " Habits of literary composition are perfectly familiar to me.

One of the rarest of all the intellectual accomplishments that a man can

possess, is the grand faculty of arranging his ideas. Immense privilege ! 1

possess it. Do you ?"

He marched backwards and forwards in the room, until the coffee ap-

peared, humming to himself, and marking the places at which obstacles

occurred in the arrangement of his ideas, by striking his forehead, from

time to time, with the palm of his hand. The enormous audacity with

which he seized on the situation in which I had placed him, and made it

the pedestal on which his vanity mounted for the one cherished purpose of

self-display, mastered my astonishment by main force. Sincerely as I

loathed the man, the prodigious strength of his character, even in its most

trivial aspects, impressed me in spite of myself.

The coffee was brought in by Madame Fosco. He kissed her hand, in.

grateful acknowledgment, and escorted her to the door ; returned, pourec.

out a cup of coffee for himself, and took it to the writing-table.

" May I offer you some coffee, Mr. Hartright ?" he said, before he sat

down.

I declined.

" "What! you think I shall poison you?" he said, gaily. " The English

intellect is sound, so far as it goes," he continued, seating himself at the

table ; " but it has one grave defect—it is always cautious in the wrong

place."

He dipped his pen in the ink
;
placed the first slip of paper before him,

with a thump of his hand on the desk ; cleared his throat ; and began.

He wrote with great noise and rapidity, in so large and bold a hand, and

with such wide spaces between the lines, that he reached the bottom of the

slip in not more than two minutes certainly from the time when he started

at the top. Each slip as he finished it, was paged, and tossed over his

shoulder, out of his way, on the floor. When his first pen was worn out,

that went over his shoulder too; and he pounced on a second from the

supply scattered about the table. Slip after slip, by dozens, by fifties, by

hundreds, flew over his shoulders on either side of him, till he had snowed

himself up in paper all round his chair. Hour after hour passed—and there

I sat watching ; there he sat, writing. He never stopped, except to sip his

coffee ; and when that was exhausted, to smack his forehead, from time to

time. One o'clock struck, two, three, four—and still the slips flew about

all round him ; still the untiring pen scraped its way ceaselessly from top

to bottom of the page ; still the white chaos of paper rose higher and higher
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all rouid his chair. At four o'clock, IjJMard a sudden splutter of the pea,

indicative of the nourish with which he signed his name. " Bravo !" he

cried—springing to his feet with the activity of a young man, and looking

me straight in the face with a smile of superb triumph.

" Done, Mr. Hartright !" he announced, with a self-renovating thump of hia

fist on his broad breast. " Done, to my own profound satisfaction—to your

profound astonishment, when you read what I have written. The subject

is exhausted : the man—Fosco—is not. I proceed to the arrangement of

my slips, to the revision of my slips, to the reading of my slips—addressed,

emphatically, to your private ear. Four o'clock has just struck. Good

!

Arrangement, revision, reading, from four to five. Short snooze of resto-

ration for myself, from five to six. Final preparations, from six to seven

Affair of agent and sealed letter from seven to eight. At eight, en route.

Behold the programme !"

He sat down cross-legged on the floor, among his papers ; strung them
together with a bodkin and a piece of string ; revised them ; wrote all the

titles and honours by which he was personally distinguished, at the head of

Ihe first page ; and then read the manuscript to me, with loud theatrical

emphasis and profuse theatrical gesticulation. The reader will have an

opportunity, ere long, of forming his own opinion of the document. It will

be sufficient to mention here that it answered my purpose.

He next wrote me the address of the person from whom he had hired

the fly, and handed me Sir Percival's letter. It was dated from Hampshire,

on the 25th of July ; and it announced the journey of " Lady Glyde" to

London, on the 26th. Thus, on the very day (the 25th), when the doctor's

certificate declared that she had died in St. John's Wood, she was alive, by

Sir Percival's own showing, at Elackwater—and, on the day after, she was

to take a journey ! When the proof of that journey was obtained from the

flyman, the evidence would be complete.

"A quarter past five," said the Count, looking at his watch. "Time
for my restorative snooae. I personally resemble Napoleon the Great, as

you may have remarked, Mr. Hartright—I also resemble that immortal

man in my power of commanding sleep at will. Excuse me, one moment.
I will summon Madame Fosco, to keep you from feeling dull."

Knowing as well as he did, that he was summoning Madame Fosco, to

ensure my not leaving the house while he was asleep, I made no reply,

and occupied myself in tying up the papers which he had placed in my
possession.

The lady came in, cool, pale, and venomous as ever. " Amuse Mr.
Hartright, my angel," said the Count. He placed a chair for her, kissed

her hand for the second time, withdrew to a sofa, and, in three minutes,

was as peaceftfly and happily asleep as the most virtuous man in

existence.
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Madams Fosco took a Look from the table—sat down—and looked at me,

/nth the steady, vindictive malice of a woman who never forgot and never

forgave.

" I have been listening to your conversation with my husband," she

aaid. " If I had been in his place

—

I would have laid you dead on the

hearth-rug."

With those words, she opened her book ; and never looked at me, or

spoke to me, from that time till the time when her husband woke.

He opened his eyes and rose from the sofa, accurately to an hour from

the time when he had gone to sleep.

" I feel infinitely refreshed," he remarked. " Eleanor, my good wife,

are you all ready, upstairs ? That is well. My little packing here can be

completed in ten minutes—my travelling-dress assumed in ten minutes

more. What remains, before the agent comes ?" He looked about the

room, and noticed the cage with his white mice in it. " Ah !" he cried

piteously ;
" a last laceration of my sympathies still remains. My innocent

pets ! my little cherished children ! what am I to do with them ? For the

present, we are settled nowhere ; for the present, we travel incessantly

—

the less baggage we carry, the better for ourselves. My cockatoo, my
canaries, and my little mice—who will cherish them, when their good Papa

is gone ?"

He walked about the room, deep in thought. He had not been at all

troubled about writing his confession, but he was visibly perplexed and

distressed about the far more important question of the disposal of his pets.

After long consideration, he suddenly sat down again at the writing-

table.

" An idea 1" ne exclaimed. " I will offer my canaries and my cockatoo

to this vast Metropolis—my agent shall present them, in my name, to the

Zoological Gardens of London. The Document tha.t describes them shall

be drawn out on the spot."

He began to write, repeating the words as they flowed from his pen.

" Number One. Cockatoo of transcendent plumage : attraction, of him-
self, to all visitors of taste. Number Two. Canaries of unrivalled vivacity

and intelligence : worthy of the garden of Eden, worthy also of the garden

in the Eegent's Park. Homage to British Zoology. Offered by Fosco."

The pen spluttered again ; and the flourish was attached to his

Bignature.

" Count I you have not included the mice," said Madame Fosco.

He left the table, took her hand, and placed it on his heart.

" All human resolution, Eleanor," he said, solemnly, " has its limits

My limits are inscribed on that Document. I cannot part with my white

mice. Bear with me, my angel, and remove them to their travelling-cage,

Up- stairs."
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''" Admirable tenderness !" said Madame Fosco, admiring her husband,

with a last viperish look in my direction. She took up the cage carefully

;

End left the room.

The Count looked at his watch. In spite of his resolute assumption of

composure, he was getting anxious for the agent's arrival. The candles had

long since been extinguished ; and the sunlight of the new morning poured

into the room. It was not till five minutes past seven that the gate bell

rang, and the agent made his appearance. He was a foreigner with a dark

beard.

" Mr. Hartright—Monsieur Kubelle," said the Count, introducing us.

He took the agent (a foreign spy, in every line of his face, if ever there was

me yet) into a corner of the room ; whispered some directions to him ; and

then left us together. " Monsieur Kubelle," as soon as we were alone,

suggested, with great politeness, that I should favour him with his instruc-

tions. I wrote two lines to Pesca, authorising him to deliver my sealed

letter "to the Bearer;" directed the note; and handed it to Monsieur

Rnbelle.

The agent waited with me till his employer returned, equipped in

travelling costume. The Count examined the address of my letter before

he dismissed the agent. " I thought so !" he said, turning on me with a

dark look, and altering again in his manner from that moment.

He completed his packing ; and then sat consulting a travelling map,

making entries in his pocket-book, and looking every now and then,

impatiently at his watch. Not another word, addressed to myself, passed

his lips. The near approach of the hour for his departure, and the proof

lie had seen ofthe communication established between Pesca and myself, had

plainly recalled his whole attention to the measures that were necessary for

securing his escape.

A little before eight o'clock, Monsieur Rubelle came back with my
unopened letter in his hand. The Count looked carefully at the superscrip-

tion and the seal—lit a candle—and burnt the letter. " I perform my
promise," he said ;

" but this matter, Mr. Hartright, shall not end here."

The agent had kept at the door the cab in which he had returned. He
and the maid-servant now busied themselves in removing the luggage.

Madame Fosco came down stairs, thickly veiled, with the travelling-cage

of the white mice in her hand. She neither spoke to me, nor looked

towards me. Her husband escorted her to the cab. " Follow me, as far

as the passage," he whispered in my ear ;
" I may want to speak to you at

the last moment."

I went out to the door ; the agent standing below me in the front

garden. The Count came back alone, and drew me a few steps inside tha

passage.

" Remember the Third condition !" he whispered. " You shall heal
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from me, Mr. Hartright—I may claim from you (lie satisfaction of a

gentleman sooner than you think for." He caught my hand, before I was

aware of him, and wrung it hard—then turned to the door, stopped, and

came back to me again.

"One word more," he said, confidentially. "When I last saw Misa

Halcombe, she looked thin and ill. I am anxious about that admirable

woman. Take care of her, sir ! With my hand on my heart, I solemnly

implore you—take care of Miss Halcombe !"

Those were the last words he said to me before he squeezed his huge

body into the cah, and drove off.

The agent and I waited at the door a few moments, looking after him.

While we were standing together, a second cab appeared from a turning a

little way down the road. It followed the direction previously taken by

the Count's cah ; and, as it passed the house and the open garden gate,

a person inside looked at us out of the window. The stranger at the Opera

again !—the foreigner with the scar on his left cheek.

" You wait here with me, sir, for half an hour more !" said Monsieur

Kubelie.

" I do."

We returned to the sitting-room. I was in no humour to speak to the

agent, or to allow him to speak to me. I took out the papers which the

Count had placed in my hands ; and read the terrible story of the con-

spiracy told by the man who had planned and perpetrated it.

The Story continued by Isidor, Ottavio, Baldassaee Fosco; Count of

the Holy Soman Empire ; Knight Grand Cross of the Order of the

Brazen Crown ; Perpetual Arch-Master of the Bosicrucian Masons of

Mesopotamia ; Attached (in Honorary Capacities) to Societies Musical,

Societies Medical, Societies Philosophical, and Societies General Benevo-

lent, throughout Europe; &c, &c, &c.

The Count's Narrative.

In the summer of eighteen hundred and fifty, I arrived in England, charged

with a delicate political mission from abroad. Confidential persons were

semi-officially connected with me, whose exertions I was authorized to

direct—Monsieur and Madame Paibelle being among the number. Some

weeks of spare time were at my disposal, before I entered on my functions

by establishing myself in the suburbs of London. Curiosity may stop

here, to ask for some explanation of those functions on my part. I entirely

sympathize with the request. I also regret that diplomatic reserve forbids

toe to comply with it
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I arranged to pass the preliminary period of repose, to which I have just

referred, in the superb mansion of my late lamented friend, Sii Percival

Glyde. He arrived from the Continent with Ms wife, /arrived from the

Continent with mine. England is the land of domestic happiness—how
appropriately we entered it under these domestic

1

" circumstances!

The bond of friendship which united Percival and myself, was

strengthened, on this occasion, by a touching similarity in the pecuniary

position, on his side and on mine. We both wanted money. Immense
necessity ! Universal want ! Is there a civilized human being who doc*

not feel for us ? How insensible must that man be ! Or how rich

!

I enter iato no sordid particulars, in discussing this part of the subject.

My mind recoils from them. With a Eoman austerity, I show my empty

purse and Percival's to the shrinking public gaze. Let us allow the

deplorable fact to assert itself, once for all, in that manner—and pass on.

We were received at the mansion by the magnificent creature who is

inscribed on my heart as " Marian "—who is known in the colder atmosphere

of Society, as "• Miss Halcombe."

Just Heaven ! with what inconceivable rapidity I learnt to adore that

woman. At sixty, I worshipped her with the volcanic ardour of eighteen.

All the gold of my rich nature was poured hopelessly at her feet. My
wife—poor angel !—my wife who adores me, got nothing but the shillings

and the pennies. Such is the World ; such Man ; such Love. What are

we (I ask) but puppets in a show-box ? Oh, omnipotent Destiny, piJl our

strings gently ! Dance us mercifully off our miserable little stage !

The preceding lines, rightly understood, express an entire system of phi-

losophy. It is Mine.

I resume.

The domestic position at the commencement of our residence at Black-

water Park has been drawn with amazing accuracy, with profound mental

insight, by the hand of Marian herself. (Pass me the intoxicating fami-

liarity of mentioning this sublime creature by her Christian name.) Accu-

rate knowledge of the contents of her journal—to which I obtained access

by clandestine means, unspeakably precious to me in the remembrance

—

warns my eager pen from topics which this essentially exhaustive woman
has already made her own.

The interests— interests, breathless and immense !—with which I am here

concerned, begin With the deplorable calamity of Marian's illness.

The situation, at this period, was emphatically a serious one. Large

sums of money, due at a certain time, were wanted by Percival (I say

nothing of the modicum equally necessary to myself) ; and the one source

to look to for supplying them was the fortune of his wife, of which not one

farthing was at his disposal until her death. Bad, so far ; and worse still
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farther on. My lamented friend had private troubles of his own, into

which the delicacy of my disinterested attachment to him forbade me from

inquiring too curiously. I knew nothing hut that a woman, named Anne
Catherick, was hidden in the neighbourhood ; that she was in communica-

tion with Lady Glyde ; and that the disclosure of :i secret, which would be

the certain ruin of Percival, might be the result. He had told me himself

that he was a lost man, unless his wife was silenced, and unless Anne
Catherick was found. If he was a lost man, what would become of our

pecuniary interests ? Courageous as I am by nature, I absolutely trembled

at the idea

!

The whole force of my intelligence was now directed to the finding of

Anne Catherick. Our money affairs, important as they were, admitted

of delay—but the necessity of discovering the woman admitted of none. I

only knew her, by description, as presenting an extraordinary personal

resemblance to Lady Glyde. The statement of this curious fact—intended

merely to assist me in identifying the person of whom we were in search

—

when coupled with the additional information that Anne Catherick had

escaped from a madhouse, started the first immense conception in my mind,

which subsequently led to such amazing results. That conception involved

nothing less than the complete transformation of two separate identities.

Lady Glyde and Anne Catherick were to change names, places, and

destinies, the one with the other—the prodigious consequences contemplated

by the change, being the gain of thirty thousand pounds, and the eternal

preservation of Sir Percival's secret.

My instincts (which seldom err) suggested to me, on reviewing the cir-

cumstances, that our invisible Anne would, sooner or later, return to the

boat-house at the Blackwater lake. There I posted myself; previously

mentioning to Mrs. Michelson, the housekeeper, that I might be found

when wanted, immersed in study, in that solitary place. It is my rule

aever to make unnecessary mysteries, and never to sot people suspecting

me for want of a little seasonable candour, on my part. Mrs. Michelson

believed in me from first to last. This ladylike person (widow of a Pro-

testant Priest) overflowed with faith. Touched by such superfluity of

simple confidence, in a woman of her mature years, I opened the ample

reservoirs of my nature, and absorbed it all.

I was rewarded for posting myself sentinel at the lake, by the appearance

—not of Anne Catherick herself, but of the person in charge of her. This

individual also overflowed with simple faith, which I absorbed in myself,

as in the case already mentioned. I leave her to describe the circumstances

(if she has not done so already) under which she introduced me to the

object of her maternal care. When I first saw Anne Catherick, she was

asleep. I was electrified by the likeness between this unhappy woman and

Lady Glyde. The details of the grand scheme, which bad suggested them-
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belves in outline only, up to that period, occurred to me, in all their mas-

terly combination, at the sight of the sleeping face. At the same time, my
heart, always accessible to tender influences, dissolved in tears at the spec-

tacle of suffering before me. I instantly set myself to impart relief. In

other words, I provided the necessary stimulant for strengthening Anne
Catherick to perform the journey to London.

At this point, I enter a necessary protest, and correct a lamentabk

error.

The best years of my life have been passed in the ardent study oi

medical and chemical science. Chemistry, especially, has always had

irresistible attractions for me, from the enormous, the illimitable powei

which the knowledge of it confers. Chemists, I assert it emphatically,

might sway, if they pleased, the destinies of humanity. Let me explain

this before I go further.

Mind, they say, rules the world. But what rules the mind ? The body

The body (follow me closely here) lies at the mercy of the most omnipotent

of all potentates—the Chemist. Give me—Fosco—chemistry ; and when
Shakespeare has conceived Hamlet, and sits down to execute the conception

—with a few grains of powder dropped into his daily food, I will reduce his

mind, by the action of his body, till his pen pours out the most abject

drivel that has ever degraded paper. Under similar circumstances, revive

me the illustrious Newton. I guarantee that, when he sees the apple fall,

he shall eat it, instead of discovering the principle of gravitation. Nero's

dinner, shall transform Nero into the mildest of men, before he has done

digesting it ; and the morning draught of Alexander the Great, shall make
Alexander run for his life, at the first sight of the enemy, the same
afternoon. On my sacred word of honour, it is lucky for society that

modern chemists are, by incomprehensible good fortune, the most harmless

of mankind. The mass are worthy fathers of families, who keep shops.

The few, are philosophers besotted with admiration for the sound of their

own lectuiing voices ; visionaries who waste their lives on fantastic impos-

sibilities ; or quacks whose ambition soars no higher than our corns. Thua
Society escapes ; and the illimitable power of Chemistry remains the slave

of the most superficial and the most insignificant ends.

Why this outburst ? Why this withering eloquence ?

Because my conduct has been misrepresented ; because my motives have

been misunderstood. It has been assumed that I used my vast chemical

resources against Anne Catherick ; and that I would have used them, if 1

could, against the magnificent Marian herself. Odious insinuations bothl

All my interests were concerned (as will be seen presently) in the preserv*

Bon of Anne Catherick's life. All my anxieties were concentrated on

Marian's rescue from the hands of the licensed Imbecile who attended her

;
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and who found my advice confirmed, from first to last, by tlie physician

from London. On two occasions only—both equally harmless to the

individual, on whom I practised—did I summon to myself the assistance of

chemical knowledge. On the first of the two, after following Marian to

the Inn at Blackwater (studying, behind a convenient waggon which hid

me from her, the poetry of motion, as embodied in her walk), I availed

myself of the services of my invaluable wife, to copy one and to intercept

the other of two letters which my adored enemy had entrusted to a dis-

carded maid. In this case, the letters being in the bosom of the girl'a

dress, Madame Fosco could only open them, read them, perform her

instructions, seal them, and put them back again, by scientific assistance—

•

which assistance I rendered in a half-ounce bottle. The second occasion

when the same means were employed, was the occasion (to which I shall

soon refer) of Lady Glyde's arrival in London. Never, at any other time,

was I indebted to my Art, as distinguished from myself. To all other

emergencies and complications my natural capacity for grappling, single-

handed, with circumstances, was invariably equal. I affirm the all-

pervading intelligence of that capacity. At the expense of the Chemist, ]

vindicate the Man.

Respect this outburst of generous indignation. It has inexpressibly

relieved me. En route I Let us proceed.

Having suggested to Mrs. Clement (or Clements, I am not sure which)

that the best method of keeping Anne out of Percival's reach was to remove

her to London ; having found that my proposal was eagerly received ; and

having appointed a day to meet the travellers at the station, and to see

them leave it—I was at liberty to return to the house, and to confront the

difficulties which still remained to be met.

My first proceeding was to avail myself of the sublime devotion of my
wife. I haa arranged with Mrs. Clements that she should communicate

her London address, in Anne's interests, to Lady Glyde. But this was no!

enough. Designing persons, in my absence, might shake the simple con-

fidence of Mrs. Clements, and she might not write, after all. Who could

I find capable of travelling to London by the train she travelled by, and

of privately seeing her home ? I asked myself this question. The con-

jugal part of me immediately answered—Madame Fosco.

After deciding on my wife's mission to London, I arranged that the

journey should serve a double purpose. A nurse for the suffering Marian,

equally devoted to the patient and to myself, was a necessity of my position,

One of the most eminently confidential and capable women in existence

was by good fortune at my disposal. I refer to that respectable matron,

Madame Bubelle—to whom I addressed a letter, at her residence in London,

by the hands of my wife.
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On the appointed day Mrs, Clements and Anne Catherick met me at

the station. I politely saw them off. I politely saw Madame Fosco off by
the same tiain. The last thing at night, my wife returned to Blackwater,

having followed her instructions with the most unimpeachahle accuracy.

She was accompanied by Madame Eubelle ; and she brought me the

London address of Mrs. Clements. After-events proved this last precaution

to have been unnecessary. Mrs. Clements punctually informed Lady Glyde

of her place of abode. With a wary eye on future emergencies, I kept the

letter.

The same day, I had a brief interview with the doctor, at which I pro-

tested, in the sacred interests of humanity, against his treatments
Marian's case. He was insolent, as all ignorant people are. I showed nc

resentment ; I deferred quarrelling with him till it was necessary to quarrel

to some purpose.

My next proceeding was to leave Blackwater myself. I had my London

residence to take, in anticipation of coming events. I had also a little

business, of the domestic sort, to transact with Mr. Frederick Fairlie. ]

found the house I wanted, in St. John's Wood. I found Mr. Fairlie, at

Limmeridge, Cumberland.

My own private familiarity with the nature of Marian's correspondence,

bad previously informed me that she had written to Mr. Fairlie, proposing,

as a relief to Lady Glyde's matrimonial embarrassments, to take her on a

visit to her uncle in Cumberland. This letter I had wisely allowed to

reach its destination ; feeling, at the time, that it could do no harm, and

might do good. I now presented myself before Mr. Fairlie, to support

Marian's own proposal—with certain modifications which, happily for the

success of my plans, were rendered really inevitable by her illness. It was

necessary that Lady Glyde should leave Blackwater alone, by her uncle's

invitation, and that she should rest a night on the journey, at her aunt's

house (the house I had in St. John's Wood), by her uncle's express advice.

To achieve these results, and to secure a note of invitation which could bo

shown to Lady Glyde, were the objects of my visit to Mr. Fairlie. When
I have mentioned that this gentleman was equally feeble in mind and body,

and that I let loose the whole force of my character on him, I have said

enough. I came, saw, and conquered Fairlie.

On my return to Blackwater Park (with the letter of invitation) I found

that the doctor's imbecile treatment of Marian's case had led to the most
alarming results. The fever had turned to Typhus. Lady Glyde, on the

day of my return, tried to force herself into the room to nurse her sister.

She and I had no affinities of sympathy ; she had committed the unpardon-
able outrage on my sensibilities of calling me a Spy ; she was a stumbling-

block in my way and in Percival's—but, for all that, my magnanimity
forbade me to put her in danger of infection with my own hand. At the
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game time, I offered no hindrance to her putting herself in danger. If she

had succeeded in doing so, the intricate knot which I was slowly and

patiently operating on, might perhaps have been cut, by circumstances.

As it was, the doctor interfered, and she was kept out of the room.

I had myself previously recommended sending for advice to London

This course had been now taken. The physician, on his arrival, confirmed

my view of the case. The crisis was serious. But we had hope of oui

charming patient on the fifth day from the appearance of the Typhus. 1

was only once absent from Blackwater at this time— when [ went to

London by the morning train, to make the final arrangements at my houso

in St. John's Wood; to assure myself, by private inquiry, that Mrs.

Clements had not moved ; and to settle one or two little preliminary matters

with the husband of Madame Kubelle. I returned at night. Five days

afterwards, the physician pronounced our interesting Marian to be out of

all danger, and to be in need of nothing but careful nursing. This was the

time I had waited for. Now that medical attendance was no longer indis-

pensable, I played the first move in the game by asserting myself against the

doctor. He was one among many witnesses in my way, whom it was

necessary to remove. A lively altercation between us (in which Percival,

previously instructed by me, refused to interfere) served the purpose in

view. I descended on the miserable man in an irresistible avalanche ol

indignation—and swept him from the house.

The servants were the next encumbrances to get rid of. Again 1

instructed Percival (whose moral courage required perpetual stimulants),

and Mrs. Michelson was amazed, one day, by hearing from her master that

the establishment was to be broken up. We cleared the house of all the

servants but one, who was kept for domestic purposes, and whose lumpish

stupidity we could trust to make no embarrassing discoveries. When they

were gone, nothing remained but to relieve ourselves of Mrs. Michelson—

a

result which ivas easily achieved by sending this amiable lady to fine'

lodgings for her mistress at the sea-side.

The circumstances were now—exactly what they were required to be.

Lady Glyde was confined to her room by nervous illness ; and the lumpish

housemaid (I forget her name) was shut up there, at night, in attendance

on her mistress. Marian, though fast recovering, still kept her bed, with

Mrs. Bubelle for nurse. No other living creatures but my wife, myself,

and Percival, were in the house. With all the chances thus in our favour,

I confronted the next emergency, and played the second move in the game.

The object of the second move was to induce Lady Glyde to leave Black-

water, unaccompanied by her sister. Unless we could persuade her that Marian

had gone on to Cumberland first, there was no chance of removing her, of

her own free will, from the house. To produce this necessary operation ie

her mind, we concealed our interesting invalid in one of the uninhabited
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bedrooms at Blackwater. At tlie dead of night, Madame Fosco, Madame
KubeHe, and myself (Percival not being cool enough to be trusted), accom-

plished the concealment. The scene was picturesque, mysterious, dramatic,

in the highest degree. By my directions, the bed had been made, in the

morning, on a strong movable framework of wood. "We had only to lift

the framework gently at the head and foot, and to transport our patient

where we pleased, without disturbing herself or her bed. No chemical

assistance was needed, or used, in this case. Our interesting Marian lay in

the deep repose of convalescence. We placed the candles and opened the

doors, -beforehand. I, in right of my great personal strength, took the head

of the framework—my wife and Madame Kubelle took the foot. I bore

my share of that inestimably precious burden with a manly tenderness,

with a fatherly care. Where is the modern Kembrandt who could depict

our midnight procession ? Alas for the Arts ! alas for this most pictorial of

subjects ! the modern Kembrandt is nowhere to be found.

The next morning, my wife and I started for London—leaving Marian

secluded, in the uninhabited middle of the house, under care of Madame
Rubelle ; who kindly consented to imprison herself with her patient for

two or three days. Before taking our departure, I gave Percival Mr.

Fairlie's letter of invitation to his niece (instructing her to sleep on the

journey to Cumberland at her aunt's house), with directions to show it to

Lady Glyde on hearing from me. I also obtained from him the address of

the Asylum in which Anne Catherick had been confined, and a letter to the

proprietor, announcing to that gentlemw the return of his runaway patient

to medical care.

I had arranged, at my last visit to tho metropolis, to have our modest

domestic establishment ready to receive us when we arrived in London by

the early train. In consequence of this wise precaution, we were enabled

that samo day to play the third move in the game—the getting posses-

sion of Anne Catherick.

Dates are of importance here. I combine in myself the opposite cha-

racteristics of a Man of Sentiment and a Man of Business. I have all the

dates at my fingers' ends.

On Wednesday, the 24th of July, 1850, 1 sent my wife, in a cab, to clear

Mrs. Clements out of the way, in the first place. A supposed message

from Lady Glyde in London, was sufficient to obtain this result. Mrs.

Clements was taken away in the cab, and was left in the cab, while my
wife (on pretence of purchasing something at a shop) gave her the slip, and

returned to receive her expected visitor at our house in St. John's Wood.

It is hardly necessary to add that the visitor had been described to the

servants as " Lady Glyde."

In the meanwhile I had followed in another cab, with a note for Anna
Catherick, merely mentioning that lady Glyde intended to keep Mr?
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Olements to spend the day with her, and that she was to join them, undei

care of the good gentleman waiting outside, who had already saved her

from discovery in Hampshire by Sir Percival. The " good gentleman

"

gent in this note by a street boy, and paused for results, a door or two

farther on. At the moment when Anne appeared at the house-door ano

closed it, this excellent man had the cab-door open ready for her—absorbed

her into the vehicle—and drove off.

(Pass me, here, one exclamation in parenthesis. How interesting

this is !)

Ou the way to Forest-road, my companion showed no fear. I can be

paternal—no man more so—when I please ; and I was intensely paternal

on this occasion. What titles I had to her confidence ! I had compounded

the medicine which had done her good ; I had warned her of her danger

from Sir Percival. Perhaps, I trusted too implicitly to these titles
;
per-

haps, I underrated the keenness of the lower instincts in persons of weak
intellect—it is certain that I neglected to prepare her sufficiently for a dis-

appointment on entering my house. When I took her into the drawing-

room—when she saw no one present but Madame Fosco, who was a strange't

to her—she exhibited the most violent agitation : if she had scented danger

in the air, as a dog scents the presence of some creature unseen, her alarm

could not have displayed itself more suddenly and more causelessly. 1

interposed in vain. The fear from which she was suffering, I might have

soothed—but the serious heart-disease, under which she laboured, was

beyond the reach of all moral palliatives. To my unspeakable horror, she

was seized with convulsions—a shock to the system, in her condition, which

might have laid her dead at any moment, at our feet.

The nearest doctor was sent for, and was told that "Lady Glyde" re-

quired his immediate services. To my infinite relief, he was a capable

man. I represented my visitor to him as a person of weak intellect, and

subject to delusions ; and I arranged that no nurse but my wife should

watch in the sick-room. The unhappy woman was too ill, however, to

cause any anxiety about what she might say. The one dread which now
oppressed me, was tire dread that the false Lady Glyde might die, before

the true Lady Glyde arrived in London.

I had written a note in the morning to Madame Rubelle, telling her to

join me, at her husband's house, on the evening of Friday, the 26th ; with

another note to Percival, warning him to show his Wife her uncle's letter ot

invitation, to assert that Marian had gone on before her, and to despatch

her to town, by the mid-day train, on the 26th, also. On reflection, I had

felt the necessity, in Anne Catherick's state of health, of precipitating

events, and of having Lady Glyde at my disposal earlier than I had origi-

nally contemplated. What fresh directions, in the terrible uncertainty of

my position could! now issue P I could do nothing but trust to cha?09
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and the doctor. My emotions expressed themselves in pathetic apostrophes

—which I was just self-possessed enough to couple, in the hearing of other

people, with the name of " Lady Glyde." In all other respects, Fosco, on

that memorable day, was Fosco shrouded in total eclipse.

She passed a bad night—she awoke worn out—but, later in the day, she.

revived amazingly. My elastic spirits revived with her. I could receive

no answers from Percival and Madame Rubelle till the morning of the nest

day—the 26th. In anticipation of their following my directions, which,

accident apart, I knew they would do, I went to secure a fly to fetch Lady
Glyde from the railway ; directing it to be at my house on the 26th, at twc

o'clock. After seeing the order entered in the book, I went on to arrange

matters with Monsieur Rubelle. I also procured the services of two gentle-

men, who could furnish me with the necessary certificates of lunacy. One
of them I knew personally : the other was known to Monsieur Rubelle.

Both were men whose vigorous minds soared superior to narrow scruple?

—both were labouring under temporary embarrassments—both believed

in me.

It was past five o'clock in the afternoon before I returned from the per-

formance of these duties. When I got back, Anne Catherick was dead.

Dead on the 25th ; and Lady Glyde was not to arrive in London till the

26 th!

I was stunned. Meditate on that. Fosco stunned

!

It was too late to retrace our steps. Before my return, the doctor had

efficiously undertaken to save me all trouble, by registering the death on

the date when it happened, with his own hand. My grand scheme, unas-

sailable hitherto, had its weak' place now—no efforts, on my part, could

alter the fatal event of the 25th. I turned manfully to the future. Perci-

val's interests and mine being still at stake, nothing was left but to play

the game through to the end. I recalled my impenetrable calm—and

played it.

On the morning of the 26th, PercivaFs letter reached me, announcing his

wife's arrival by the mid-day train. Madame Rubelle also wrote to say

she would follow in the evening. I started in the fly, leaving the false

Lady Glyde dead in the house, to receive the true Lady Glyde, on her

arrival by the railway at three o'clock. Hidden under the seat of the

carriage, I carried with me all the clothes Anne Catherick had worn ua

coming into my house—they were destined to assist the resurrection of the

woman who was dead in the person of the woman who was living. What
a situation ! I suggest it to the rising romance writers of England. I

offer it, as totally new, to the worn-out dramatists of France.

Lady Glyde was at the station. There was great crowding and con-

fusion, and more delay than I liked (in case any of her friends had hap-

pened to be on the spot), in reclaiming her luggage. Her first questions,
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as we drove off, implored me to tell her news of her sister. I invented

news of the most pacifying kind ; assuring her that she was about to see

her sister at my house. My house, on this occasion only, was in the neigh-

bourhood of Leicester-square, and was in the occupation of MonsieurRubelle
who received us in the hall.

I took my visitor upstairs into a back room ; the two medical gentlemen
being there in waiting on the floor beneath, to see the patient, and to give

me their certificates. After quieting Lady Glyde by the necessary assur-

ances about her sister, I introduced my friends, separately, to her presence.

They performed the formalities of the occasion, briefly, intelligently, con-

scientiously. I entered the room again, as soon as they had left it ; and at

once precipitated events by a reference, of the alarming kind, to " Misa
Halcombe's " state of health.

Kesults followed as I had anticipated. Lady Glyde became frightened,

and turned faint. For the second time, and the last, T called Science to

my assistance. A medicated glass of water, and a medicated bottle of

smelling-salts, relieved her of all further embarrassment and alarm. Addi j

tional applications, later in the evening, procured her the inestimable

blessing of a good night's rest. Madame Eubelle arrived in time to preside

at Lady Glyde's toilet. Her own clothes were taken away from her at

night, and Anne Catherick's were put on her in the morning, with the

strictest regard to propriety, by the matronly hands of the good Eubelle.

Throughout the day, I kept our patient in a state of partially-suspended

consciousness, until the dexterous assistance of my medical friends enabled

me to procure the necessary order, rather earlier than I had ventured to

hope. That evening (the evening of the 27th) Madame Eubelle and I took

our revived " Anne Catherick " to the Asylum. She was received, with

great surprise—but without suspicion ; thanks to the order and certificates,

to Percival's letter, to the likeness, to the clothes, and to the patient's own
confused mental condition at the time. I returned at once to assist

Madame Fosco in the preparations for the burial of the false " Lady Glyde ''

having the clothes and luggage of the true " Lady Glyde " in my possession.

They were afterwards sent to Cumberland by the conveyance which was
used for the funeral. I attended the funeral, with becoming dignity, attired

in the deepest mourning.

My narrative of these remarkable events, written under equally remark-

able circumstances, closes here. The minor precautions which I observed

in commimicating with Limmeridge House, are already known—so is the

magnificent success of my enterprise—so are the solid pecuniary results

which followed it. I have to assert, with the whole force of my conviction,

that the one weak place inmy scheme would never have been found out, i I

tfte one weak place in my heart had not been discovered first. Nothing

2 I
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but my fatal admiration for Marian restrained me from stepping in to my
own rescue, when she effected her sister's escape. I ran the risk, and

trusted in the complete destruction of Lady Glyde's identity. If either

Marian or Mr. Hartright attempted to assert that identity, they would

publicly expose themselves to the imputation of sustaining a rank decep-

tion ; they would be distrusted and discredited accordingly ; and they

would, therefore, be powerless to place my interests, or Percival's secret, in

jeopardy. ' I committed one error in trusting myself to such a blindfold

calculation, of chances as this. I committed another when Percival had

paid the penalty of his own obstinacy and violence, by granting Lady Glyde

a second reprieve from the madhouse, and allowing Mr. Hartright a second

chance of escaping me. In brief, Fosco, at this serious crisis, was untrue

to himself. Deplorable and uncharacteristic fault ! Behold the cause, in

my Heart—behold, in the image of Marian Halcombe, the first and last

weakness of Fosco's life

!

At the ripe age of sixty, I make this unparalleled confession. Youths ! 1

invoke your sympathy. Maidens ! I claim your tears.

A word more—and the attention of the reader (concentrated breathlessly

on myself) shall be released.

My own mental insight informs me that three inevitable questions will

be asked, here, by persons of inquiring minds. They shall be stated : they

shall be answered.

First question. What is the secret of Madame Fosco's unhesitating

devotion of herself to the fulfilment of my boldest wishes, to the furtherance

of my deepest plans ? I might answer this, by simply referring to my own
character, and by asking, in my turn :—Where, in the history of the world,

has a man of my order ever been found without a woman in the back-

ground, self-immolated on the altar of his life ? But, I remember that I

am writing in England ; I remember that I was married in England—and

I ask, if a woman's marriage obligations, in this country, provide for her

private opinion of her husband's principles ? No ! They charge her unre-

servedly to love, honour, and obey him. That is exactly what my wife

has done. I stand, here, on a supreme moral elevation ; and I loftily assert

her accurate performance of her conjugal duties. Silence, Calumny ! Tour

[sympathy, Wives of England, for Madame Fosco !

Second question. If Anne Catherick had not died when she did, what

fiboald I have done? 1 should, in that case, have assisted worn-out

Nature in finding permanent repose. I should have opened the doors of

the Prison of Life, and have extended to the captive (incurably afflicted in

mind and body both) a happy release.

Third question. On a calm revision of all the circumstances —Is my
conduct worthy of any serious blame ? Most emphatically, Nc ! H ve I
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not carefully avoided exposing myself to the odium of committing tinne-

cessary crime ? With my vast resources in chemistry, I might have taken

Lady Glyde's life. At immense personal sacrifice, I followed the dictates

of my own ingenuity, my own humanity, my own caution—and took her

identity, instead. Judge me by what I might have done. How compara-
tively innocent ! how indirectly virtuous I appear, in what I really did !

I announced, on beginning it, that this narrative would be a remarkable

document. It has entirely answered my expectations. Receive these

fervid lines—my last legacy to the country I leave for ever. Thev are

worthy of the occasion, and worthy of

FOSCO.

The Story concluded by Walter Hartright.

I.

When I closed the last leaf of the Count's manuscript, the half-houi

during which 1 had engaged to remain at Forest-road had expired. Mon-
sieur Rubelle looked at his watch, and bowed. I rose immediately, and

left the agent in possession of the empty house. I never saw him again
;

I never heard mere of him or of his wife. Out of the dark byways of

villany and deceit, they had crawled across our path—into the same by-

ways they crawled back secretly and were lost.

In a quarter of an hour after leaving Forest-road, I was at home
again.

But few words sufficed to tell Laura and Marian how my desperate ven-

ture had ended, and what the next event in our lives was likely to be. I

left all details to be described later in the day ; and hastened back to St.

John's Wood, to see the person of whom Count Fosco had ordered the fly,

when he went to meet Laura at the station.

The address in my possession led me to some " livery stables," about a

quarter of a mile distant from Forest-road. The proprietor proved to be a

civil and respectable man. When I explained that an important family

matter obliged me to ask him to refer to his books, for the purpose of as-

certaining a date with which the record of his business transactions might

supply me, he offered no objection to granting my request. The book was

produced ; and there, under the date of " July 26th, 1850," the order was

entered, in these words :

" Brougham to Count Fosco, 5, Forest-road. Two o'clock. (John

Owen.)"

I found, on inquiry, that the name of " John Owen," attached to the

entry, referred to the man who had been employed to drive the fly. He
was then at work in the stable-yard, and was sent for to see me, at my
request.

" Do you remember driving a gentleman, in the month of July last,
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from Number Five, Forest-road, to the Waterloo Bridge station ?" I

asked.

" Well, sir," said the man ;
"1 can't exactly say I do."

" Perhaps you remember the gentleman himself? Can you call to mind

driving a foreigner, last summer—a tall gentleman, and remarkably fat?"

The man's face brightened directly. " I remember him, sir ! The

fattest gentleman as ever T see—and the heaviest customer as ever I drove.

Yes, yes—I call him to mind, sir. We did go to the station, and it was

from Forest-road. There was a parrot, or summut like it, screeching in

the window. The gentleman was in a mortal hurry about the lady's lug-

gage ; and he give me a handsome present for looking sharp and getting

the boxes."

Getting the boxes ! I recollected immediately that Laura's own account

of herself, on her arrival in London, described her luggage as being col-

lected for her by some person whom Count Fosco brought with him to tha

station. This was the man.

" Did you see the lady ?" I asked. " What did she look like? Was she

young or old ?"

" Well, sir, what with the hurry and the crowd of people pushing about,

I can't rightly say what the lady looked like. 1 can't call nothing to mind

about her that I know of—excepting her name."
" You remember her name !"

" Yes, sir. Her name was Lady Glyde."
" How do you come to remember that, when you have forgotten what

she looked like ?"

The man smiled, and shifted his feet in some little embarrassment.
" Why, to tell you the truth, sir," he said, " I hadn't been long married

at that time ; and my wife's name, before she changed it for mini, was

the same as the lady's—meaning the name of Glyde, sir. The lady men-

tioned it herself. ' Is your name on your boxes, ma'am ?' says I. ' Yes,

says she, 'my name is on my luggage—it is Lady Glyde.' 'Come!' 1

says to myself, ' I've a bad head for gentlefolks' names in general—but

this one comes like an old friend, at any rate.' I can't say nothing about

the time, sir : it might be nigh on a year ago, or it mightn't. But J caD

swear to the stout gentleman, and swear to the lady's name."

There was no need that he should remember the time ; the date was

positively established by his master's order-book. I felt at once that tho

means were now in my power of striking down the whole conspiracy at a

blow with the irresistible weapon of plain fact. Without a moment's

hesitation, I took the proprietor of the livery stables aside, and told him

what the real importance was of the evidence of his order-book and the

evidence of his driver. An arrangement to compensate him for the

temporary loss of the man's services was easilv made ; and a copy of the
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entry in tne book was taken by myself, and certified as true by the

master's own signature. I left the livery stables, having settled that John

Owaa was to hold himself at my disposal for the next three days, or for a

longer period, if necessity required it.

I now had in my possession all the papers that 1 wanted ; the district

registrar's own copy of the certificate of death, and Sir Percival's dated

letter to "the Count, being safe in my pocket-book.

With this written evidence about me, and with the coachman's answers

fresh in my memory, 1 next turned my steps, for the first time since the begin-

ning of all my inquiries, in the direction of Mr. Kyrle's office. One of my
objects, in paying him this second visit, was, necessarily, to tell him what

I had done. The other, was to warn him of my resolution to take my
wife to Limmeridge the next morning, and to have her publicly received

and recognised in her uncle's house. I left it to Mr. Kyrle to decide,

under these circumstances, and in Mr. Gilmore's absence, whether he was

or was not bound, as the family solicitor, to be present, on that occasion, in

the family interests.

I will say nothing of Mr. Kyrle's amazement, or of the terms in which

he expressed his opinion of my conduct, from the first stage of the inves-

tigation to the last. It is only necessary to mention that he at once

decided on accompanying us to Cumberland.

We started the next morning, by the early train. Laura, Marian,

Mr. Kyrle, and myself in one carriage ; and John Owen, with a clerk from

Mr. Kyrle's office, occupying places in another. On reaching the Lim-

meridge station, we went first to the farm-house at Todd's Corner. It was

my firm determination that Laura should not enter her uncle's house till

she appeared there publicly recognised as his niece. I left Marian to set fle

the question of accommodation with Mrs. Todd, as soon as the good

woman had recovered from the bewilderment of hearing what our errand

was in Cumberland ; and 1 arranged with he-r husband that John Owen

was to be committed to the ready hospitality of the farm-servants. These

preliminaries completed, Mr. Kyrle and I set forth together for Limme-

ridge House.

1 cannot write at any length of our interview with Mr. Fairlie, for 1

cannot recall it to mind, without feelings of impatience and contempt,

which make the scene, even in remembrance only, utterly repulsive to me.

1 prefer to record simply that I carried my point. Mr. Fairlie attempted

to treat us on his customary plan. We passed without notice his polite

insolence at the outset of the interview. We heard without sympathy the

protestations with which he tried next to persuade us that the disclosure

of the conspiracy had overwhelmed him. He absolutely whined and

whimpered, at last, like a fretful child. " How was he to know that hia

niece was alive, when he was told that she was dead ? He would welcome
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dear Laura, with pleasure, if we would only allow him time to recaver.

Did we think he looked as if he wanted hurrying into his grave ? No.
Then, why hurry him ?" He reiterated these remonstrances at every

available opportunity, until I checked them once for all, by placing him
firmly between two inevitable alternatives. I gave him his choice between

doing his niece justice, on my terms—or facing the consequences of a

public assertion of her existence in a court of law. Mr. Kyrle, to

whom he turned for help, told him plainly that he must decide the

question, then and there. Characteristically choosing the alternative

which promised soonest to release him from all personal anxiety, he an-

nounced, with a sudden outburst of energy, that he was not strong enough

to bear any more bullying, and that we might do as we pleased.

Mr. Kyrle and I at once went down stairs, and agreed upon a form of

letter which was to be sent round to the tenants who had attended the

false funeral, summoning them, in Mr. Fairlie's name, to assemble in Lim-

meridge House, on the next day but one. An order, referring to the same,

date, was also written, directing a statuary in Carlisle to send a man to

Limmeridge churchyard, for the purpose of erasing an inscription—Mr.

Kyrle, who had arranged to sleep in the house, undertaking that Mr. Fairlie

should hear these letters read to him, and should si<^n them with his own
hand.

I occupied the interval day, at the farm, in writing a plain narrative of

the conspiracy, and in adding to it a statement of the practical contradiction

which facts offered to the assertion of Laura's death. This I submitted to

Mr. Kyrle, before I read it, the next day, to the assembled tenants. We
alsc arranged the form in which the evidence should be presented at the

close of the reading. After these matters were settled, Mr. Kyrle endeavoured

to turn the conversation, next, to Laura's affairs. Knowing, and desiring

to know, nothing of those affairs ; and doubting whether he would approve,

as a man of business, of my conduct in relation to my wife's life-interest in

the legacy left to Madame Fosco, I begged Mr. Kyrle to excuse me if I

abstained from discussing the subject. It was connected, as I could truly

tell him, with those sorrows and troubles of the past, which we never

referred to among ourselves, and which we instinctively shrank from dis-

cussing with others.

My last labour, as the evening approached, was to obtain " The Narra-

tive of the Tombstone," by taking a copy of the false inscription on the

grave, before it was erased.

The day came—the day when Laura once more entered the familiar

breakfast-room at Limmeridge House. All the persons assembled rose from
their seats as Marian and I led her in. A perceptible shock of surprise, an
audible murmur of interest, ran through them, at the -sight of her facet
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Mr. Fairlie was present (by my express stipulation), with Mr. Kyrle by
his side. His valet stood behind him with a smelling-bottle ready in ona

hand, and a white handkerchief, saturated with eau-de-Cologne, in the

other.

I opened the proceedings by publicly appealing to Mr. Fairlie to say

whether I appeared there with his authority and under his express sanction.,

He extended an arm, on either side, to Mr. Kyrle and to his valet ; was by

them assisted to stand on his legs ; and then expressed himself in these

terms : " Allow me to present Mr. Hartright. I am as great an invalid ay

ever ; and he is so very obliging as to speak for me. The subject is dread-

fully embarrassing. Please hear him—and don't make a noise !" With
those words, he slowly sank back again into the chair, and took refuge in

his scented pocket-handkerchief.

The disclosure of the conspiracy followed—after 1 had offered my preli-

nary explanation, first of all, in the fewest and the plainest words. ]

was there present (I informed my hearers) to declare first, that my wife,

then sitting by me, was the daughter of the late Mr. Philip Fairlie

;

secondly, to prove by positive facts, that the funeral which they had

attended in Limmeridge churchyard, was the funeral of another woman

;

thirdly, to give them a plain account of how it had all happened. With-

out further preface, I at once read the narrative of the conspiracy, describ-

ing it in clear outline, and dwelling only upon the pecuniary motive for it,

in order to avoid complicating my statement by unnecessary reference to

Sir Percival's secret. This done, I reminded my audience of the date on

the inscription in the churchyard (the 25th), and confirmed its correctness

by producing the certificate of death. I then read them Sir Percival's

letter of the 25th, announcing his wife's intended journey from Hampshire

to London on the 26th. I next showed that she had taken that journey,

by the personal testimony of the driver of the fly ; and I proved that she

bad performed it on the appointed day, by the order-book at the livery

stables. Marian then added her own statement of the meeting between

Laura and herself at the madhouse, and of her sister's escape. After which

I closed the proceedings by informing the persons present of Sir Percival's

death, and of my marriage.

Mr. Kyrle rose, when I resumed my seat, and declared, as the legal

adviser of the family, that my case was proved by the plainest evidence he

had ever heard in his life. As he spoke those words, I put my arm round

Laura, and raised her so that she was plainly visible to every one in the

room. "Are you all of the same opinion?" I asked, advancing towards

them a few steps, and pointing to my wife.

The effect of the question was electrical. Far down at the lower end of

the room, one of the oldest tenants on the estate, started to his feet, and

led the rest with^iim in an iuauujt. 1 see tha man now
;
with his honest
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brown face and his iron-grey hair, mounted on the window-seat, waving his

heavy riding-whip over his head, and leading the cheers. " There she i?

alive and hearty—God Mess her! Gi' it tongue, lads! Gi' it tongue!"

The shout that answered him, reiterated again and again, was the sweetest

music I ever heard. The lahourers in the village and the hoys from the

school, assembled on the lawn, caught up the cheering and echoed it back

on us. The farmers' wives clustered round Laura, and struggled which

should be first to shake hands with her, and to implore her, with the tears

pouring over their own cheeks, to bear up bravely and not to cry. She waa

so completely overwhelmed, that I was obliged to take her from them, and

carry her to the door. There I gave her into Marian's care—Marian, who
had never failed us yet, whose courageous self-control did not fail us now.

Left by myself at the door, I invited all the persons present (after thanking

them in Laura's name and mine) to follow me to the churchyard, and see

the false inscription struck off the tombstone with their own eyes.

They all left the house, and all joined the throng of villagers collected

round the grave, where the statuary's man was waiting for us. In a

breathless silence, the first sharp stroke of the steel sounded on the marble.

Not a voice was heard ; not a soul moved, till those three words, " Laura,

Lady Glyde," had vanished from sight. Then, there was a great heave of

relief among the crowd, as if they felt that the last fetters of the conspiracy

had been struck off Laura herself—and the assembly slowly withdrew. It

was late in the day before the whole inscription was erased. One line only

was afterwards engraved in its place :
" Anne Catherick, July 25th, 1850."

I returned to Limmeridge House early enough in the evening to take

leave of Mr. Kyrle. He, and his clerk, and the driver of the fly, went back

to London by :the night train. On their departure, an insolent message

was delivered to me from Mr. Fairlie—who had been carried from the room

in a shattered condition, when the first outbreak of cheering answered my
appeal to the tenantry. The message conveyed to us " Mr. Fairlie's best

congratulations," and requested to know whether "we contemplated stop-

ping in the house." I sent back word that the only object for which we
had entered his doors was accomplished ; that I contemplated stopping in

no man's house but my own ; and that Mr. Fairlie need not entertain the

slightest apprehension of ever seeing us, or hearing from us again. We
went back to our friends at the farm, to rest that night; and the next

morning—escorted to the station, with the heartiest enthusiasm and good

will, by the whole village and by all the farmers in the neighbourhood

—

we returned to London.

As our view of the Cumberland hills faded in the distance, I thought of

the first disheartening circumstances under which the long struggle that was

now past and over had been pursued. It was strange to look back and to

see, now, that the poverty which had denied us all hope of assistance, had
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Soon the indirect means of our success, by forcing me to act for myself.

]{ we had been rich enough to find legal help, what would have been the

result ? The gain (on Mr. Kyrle's own showing) would have been more
than doubtful ; the loss—judging by the plain test of events as they had

really happened—certain. The Law would never have obtained me my
interview with Mrs. Catherick. The Law would never have made Pesca

the means of forcing a confession from the Count.

II.

Two more events remain to be added to the chain, before it reaches fairly

from the outset of the story to the close.

While our new sense of freedom from the long oppression of the past waa

still strange to us, I was sent for by the friend who had given me my first

employment in wood engraving, to receive from him a fresh testimony of

his regard for my welfare. He had been commissioned by his employers to

go to Paris, and to examine for them a French discovery in the practical

application of his Art, the merits of which they were anxious to ascertain.

His own engagements had not allowed him leisure time to undertake the

errand ; and he had most kindly suggested that it should be transferred to

me. I could have no hesitation in thankfully accepting the offer ; for if I

acquitted myself of my commission as I hoped I should, the result would

be a permanent engagement on the illustrated newspaper, to which I was

now only occasionally attached.

I received my instructions and packed up for the journey the next day

On leaving Laura once more (under what changed circumstances !) in hei

sister's care, a serious consideration recurred to me, which had more than

once crossed my wife's mind, as well as my own, already—I mean the con-

sideration of Marian's future. Had we any right to let our selfish affection

accept the devotion of all that generous life ? Was it not our duty, our

best expression of gratitude, to forget ourselves, and to think only of her ?

I tried to say this, when we were alone for a moment, before I went away.

She took my hand, and silenced me at the first words.
" After all that we three have suffered together," she said, " there can be

no parting between us, till the last parting of all. My heart and my
happiness, Walter, are with Laura and you. Wait a little till there are

children's voices at your fireside. I will teach them to speak for me, in

their language ; and. the first lesson they say to their father and mothei

shall be—We can't spare our aunt !"

My journey to Paris was not undertaken alone. At the eleventh hour

Posca decided that he would accompany me. He had not recovered hit

customary cheerfulness since the night at the Opera ; and he determined to

try what a week's holiday would do to raise his spirits.
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I performed the errand entrusted to me, and drew out the necessary

report, on the fourth day from our arrival in Paris. The fifth day, I

arranged to devote to sight-seeing and amusements in Pesca's company.
Our hotel had been too full to accommodate us both on the same floor.

My room was on the second story, and Pesca's was above me, on the third.

On the morning of the fifth day, I went up-stairs to see if the Professor was
ready to go out. Just before I reached the landing, I saw his door opened

from the inside ; a long, delicate, nervous hand (not my friend's hand
certainly) held it ajar. At the same time I heard Pesca's voice saying

eagerly, in low tones, and in his own language :
" I remember the name,

but I don't know the man. You saw at the Opera, he was so changed that

I could not recognise him. I will forward the report—I can do more."

" No more need be done," answered a second voice. The door opened

wide ; and the light-haired man with the scar on his cheek—the man I had

seen following Count Fosco's cab a week before—came out. He bowed, as

I drew aside to let him pass—his face was fearfully pale—and he held fast

by the banisters, as he descended the stairs.

I pushed open the door, and entered Pesca's room. He was crouched up,

in the strangest manner, in a corner of the sofa. He seemed to shrink from

me, when I approached him.
" Am I disturbing you ?" I asked. " I did not know you had a friend

with you till I saw him come out."

" No friend," said Pesca, eagerly. " I see him to-day for the first time,

ind the last."

" I am afraid he has brought you bad news ?"

" Horrible news, Walter ! Let us go back to London—1 don't want to

stop here—I am sorry I ever came. The misfortunes of my youth are very

hard upon me," he said, turning his face to the wall ; " very hard upon me
in my later time. I try to forget them—and they will not forget me J"

" We can't return, I am afraid, before the afternoon," I replied. " Would
you like to come out with me, in the mean time ?"

" No, my friend ; I will wait here. But let us go back to-day—pray let

us go back."

I left him with the assurance that he should leave Paris that afternoon.

We had arranged, the evening before, to ascend the Cathedral of Notre

Dame, with Victor Hugo's nqbje ronjance for our guide. There was
nothing in the French capital that I was more anxious to see—and I de-

parted by myself for the church.

Approaching Notre Dame by the river-side, I passed, on my way, the

terrible dead-house of Paris—the Morgue. A great crowd clamoured and
heaved round the door. There was evidently something inside which
excited the popular curiosity, and fed the popular appetite for horror.

I should have walkedon to the church, if the conversation of two men
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and a woman on the outskirts of the crowd had not caught my ear. They

had just come out from seeing the sight in the Morgue ; and the account

itiey were giving of the dead body to their neighbours, described it as the

jorpse of a man—a man of immense size, with a strange mark on his left

arm.

The moment those words reached rne, I stopped, and took my place

with the crowd going in. Some dim foreshadowing of the truth had crossed

my mind, when I heard Pesca's voice through the open door, and when 1

saw the stranger's face as he passed me on the stairs of the hotel. Now,
the truth itself was revealed to me—revealed, in the chance words that had

just reached my ears. Other vengeance than mine had followed that fated

man from the theatre to his own door ; from his own door to his refuge in

Paris. Other vengeance than mine had called him to the day of reckoning,

and had exacted from him the penalty of his life. The moment when 1

had pointed him out to Pesca at the theatre, in the hearing of that stranger

by our side, who was looking for him too—was the moment that sealed hia

doom. I remembered the struggle in my own heart, when he and I stood

face to face—the struggle before I could let him escape me—and shuddered

as I recalled it.

Slowly, inch by inch, 1 pressed in with the crowd, moving nearer and

nearer to the great glass screen that parts the dead from the living at the

Morgue—nearer and nearer, till I was close behind the front row of spec-

tators, and could look in.

There he lay, unowned, unknown ; exposed to the flippant curiosity of

a French mob ! There was the dreadful end of that long life of degraded

'ibility and heartless crime ! Hushed in the sublime repose of death, the

broad, firm, massive face and head fronted us so grandly, that the chattering

Frenchwomen about me lifted their hands in admiration, and cried in shrill

chorus, " Ah, what a handsome man !" The wound that had killed him
had been struck with a knife or dagger exactly over his heart. No other

traces of violence appeared about the body, except on the left arm ; and
there, exactly in the place where I had seen the brand on Pesca's arm, were

two deep cuts in the shape of the letter T, which entirely obliterated the

mark of the Brotherhood. His clothes, hung above him, showed that he

had been himself conscious of his danger—they were clothes that had dis-

guised him as a French artisan. For a few moments, but not for longer, I

forced myself to see these things through the glass screen. I can write of

them at no greater length, for I saw no more.

The few facts, in connection with his death which I subsequently ascer-

tained (partly from Pesca and partly from other sources), may be stated

here, before the subject is dismissed from these pages.

His body was taken out of the Seine, in the disguise which I h*Te
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described ; nothing being found on him which, revealed his name, his rank,

or his place of abode. The hand that struck him -was never traced, and

the circumstances under which he was killed were never discovered. I

leave others to draw their own conclusions, in reference to the secret of the

assassination, as I have drawn mine. When I have intimated that the

foreigner with the scar was a Member of the Brotherhood (admitted in

Italy, after Pesca's departure from his native country), and when I have

further added that the two cuts, in the form of a T, on the left arm of the

dead man, signified the Italian word, " Traditore," and showed that justice

had been done by the Brotherhood on a traitor, I have contributed all that

I know towards elucidating the mystery of Count Fosco's death.

The body was identified, the day after I had seen it, by means of an

anonymous letter addressed to his wife. He was buried, by Madame Fosco,

in the cemetery of Pere la Chaise. Fresh funeral wreaths continue, to this

day, to be hung on the ornamental bronze railings round the tomb, by the

Countess's own hand. She lives, in the strictest retirement, at Versailles.

Not long since, she published a Biography of her deceased husband. The

work throws no light whatever on the name that was really his own, or on

the secret history of his life : it is almost entirely devoted to the praise of

his domestic virtues, the assertion of his rare abilities, and the enumeration

of the honours conferred on him. The circumstances attending his death

are very briefly noticed ; and are summed up, on the last page, in this

sentence :
—" His life was one long assertion of the rights of the aristocracy,

and the sacred principles of Order—and he died a Martyr to his cause."

III.

The summer and autumn passed, after my return from Paris, and brought

no changes with them which need be noticed here. We lived so simply

and quietly, that the income which I was now steadily earning sufficed for

all our wants.

In the February of the new year, our first child was born—a son. My
mother and sister and Mrs. Vesey, were our guests at the little christening

party ; and Mrs. Clements was present, to assist my wife, on the same

occasion. Marian was our boy's godmother ; and Pesca and Mr. Gilmore

(the latter acting by proxy) were his godfathers. 1 may add here, that,

when Mr. Gilmore returned to us, a year later, he assisted the design of

these pages, at my request, by writing the Narrative which appears early

in the story under his name, and which, though first in order of pre-

cedence, was thus, in order of time, the last that I received.

The only event in our lives which now remains to be recorded, occurred

when our little Walter was six months old.

At that time, I was sent to Ireland, to make sketches for certain forth-

coming illustrations in the newspaper to which I was attached. I was
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»way for nearly a fortnight, conesponding regularly with my wife and

Marian, except during the last three days of my absence, when my move-
ments were too uncertain to enable me to receive letters. I performed the

latter part of my journey back, at night ; and when 1 reached home in

the morning, to my utter astonishment, there was no one to receive me.

Laura and Marian and the child had left the house on the day before my
return.

A note from my wife, which was given to me by the servant, only

Increased my surprise, by informing me that they had gone to Limmeridge
House. Marian had prohibited any attempt at written explanations—

]

was entreated to follow them the moment I came back—complete en-

lightenment awaited me on my arrival in Cumberland—and I was for

bidden to feel the slightest anxiety, in the mean time. There the note

ended.

It was still early enough to catch the morning train. I reached Lim
meridge House the same afternoon.

My wife and Marian were both up-stairs. They had established them-

selves (by way of completing my amazement) in the little room which had

been once assigned to me for a studio, when 1 was employed on Mr.

L'airlie's drawings. On the very chair which I used to occupy when I was

at work, Marian was sitting now, with the child industriously sucking his

coral upon her lap—while Laura was standing by the well-remembered

drawing-table which I had so often used, with the little album that I had

filled for her, in past times, open under her hand.

" What in the name of Heaven has brought you here ?" I asked. " Does

Mr. Fairlie know ?"

Marian suspended the question on my lips, by telling me that Mr.

Fairlie was dead. He had been struck by paralysis, and had never rallied

after the shock. Mr. Kyrle had informed them of his death, and had

advised them to proceed immediately to Limmeridge House.

Some dim perception of a great change dawned on my mind. Laura

spoke before I had quite realised it. She stole close to me, to enjoy the

surprise which was still expressed in my face.

" My darling Walter," she said, " must we really account for our bold-

ness in coming here ? I am afraid, love, I can only explain it by breaking

through our rule, and referring to the past.''

" There is not the least necessity for doing anything of the kind," said

Marian. " We can be just as explicit, and much more interesting, by

referring to the future." She rose ; and held up the child, kicking and

crowing in her arms. "Do you know who this is, Walter?" she asked

with bright tears of happiness gathering in her eyes.

"Even my bewiMerment has its limits,
1 ''

I replies. - [ think I can ttiil

answer for knowing rav own child."
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" Child !" she exclaimed, with all her easy gaiety of old times. " Do vera

talk in that familiar manner of one of the landed gentry of England? Are
you aware, when I present this illustrious baby to your notice, in whose

presence you stand ? Evidently not ! Let me make two eminent person-

ages known to one another : Mr. Walter Hartright

—

the Heir oj Lim-

meridge."

So she spoke. In writing those last words, I have written all. The per

faltero in my hand ; the long, happy labour of many months is over

!

Marian was the good angel of our lives—let Marian end our Story

LONDOS : PRINTED BY
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HNS WOOD
No doubt your readers who have published

their memories of St. John s Wood in the sixties

can well remember the publication of Wilkie
Collins's " Woman in White." I have been
trying to identify the cross-roads where Walter
Hartright first met Anne Catherick, but cannot
trace the exact spot. According to the descrip-

tion in the book, the roads led to Hampstead,
to Finchley, to West End, and to London.
Hartright told the mysterious female that he
was walking in the direction of St. John's
Wood and Regent's Park. After they had both
proceeded for some distance along that road
they came to the " new " Wesleyan College and
the turnpike at the top of Avenue Road. Here
they parted, when Anne Catherick hailed a cab
and vehemently refused the escort of my rather

priggish namesake.—Mr. Walter R. Cunliffe,
The Grove, The Boltons, S.W.

WILKIE COLLINS AND
ST. JOHN'S WOOD

TO THE EDITOR OF THE TIMES
Sir,—There surely can be no doubt

about the spot where Walter Hartright

met Anne Catherick. It was where
Frognal Lane (then a continuation of old

Frognal) crosses the Finchley Road to

become West End Lane. The district

through which West End Lane goes was
then known to inhabitants of Hampstead
as " West End." The other three roads
lead to London, Hampstead, and Finchley
respectively just as Collins says.

There were no other cross-roads on the
Finchley Road north of Swiss Cottage
before North End Road and the road
south of Swiss Cottage was called Finchley
New Road and so is ruled out.

Yours faithfully,

A. E. STAMP.
107, Hampstead Way, N.W.ll,

Oct. 4.
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piece by P. Macnab. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

;
post 8vo, illus-

trated boards, 2s.

Annan Water: A Romance. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo,
illust. boards, 2s.

The New Abelard : A Romance. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo,
illust. boards, 2s.

Foxglove Manor: A Novel. Crown
8vo, cloth extra. 3s. 6d.

Matt : A Story of a Caravan. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
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Burton (Robert):
The Anatomy of Melancholy. A
New Edition, complete, corrected
and enriched by Translations of the
Classical Extracts. Demy 8vo, cloth
extra, 7s. 6d.

Melancholy Anatomised: Being an
Abridgment, for popular use, of Bur-
ton's Anatomy of Melancholy.
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Burton (Captain), Works by:
To the Gold Coast fop Gold : A Per-
sonal Narrative. By Richard F. Bur-
ton and Verney Lovett Cameron.
With Maps and Frontispiece. Two
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 21s.

The Book of the Sword: Being a
History of the Sword and its Use in
all Countries, from the Earliest
Times. By Richard F. Burton.
With over 400 Illustrations. Square
8vo. cloth extra, 32s.

Bunyan's Pilgrim's Progress.
Edited by Rev. T. Scott. With 17
Steel Plates by Stothard, engraved
by Goodall, and numerous Woodcuts.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d.

Byron (Lord)

:

Byron's Letters and Journals. With
Notices of his Life. By Thomas
Moore. A Reprint of the Original
Edition, newly revised, with Twelve
full-page Plates. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, gilt, 7s. 6d.

Byron's Don Juan. Complete in One
Vol., post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

Cameron (Commander) and
Captain Burton.—To the Gold Coast
for Gold : A Personal Narrative. By
Richard F. Burton and Verney
Lovett Cameron. Frontispiece and
Maps. Two Vols., cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 21s.

Cameron (Mrs. H. Lovett),
Novels by:

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Juliet's Guardian. | Deceivers Ever.

Campbell.—White and Black:
Travels in the United States. By Sir
George Campbell, M.P. Demy 8vo,
cloth extra, 14s.

Carlyle (Thomas) :

Thomas Carlyle : Letters and Re-
collections. By Moncure D. Con-
way, M.A, Crown 8vo, cloth extra,
with Illustrations, 6s.

On the Choice of Books. By Thomas
Carlyle. With a Life of the Author
by R. H. Shepherd. New and Re-
vised Edition, post 8vo, cloth extra,
Illustrated, Is. 6d.

Carlyle (Thomas), continued—
The Correspondence of Thomas
Carlyleand Ralph Waldo Emerson,
1834 to 1872. Edited by Charles
Eliot Norton. With Portraits. Two
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 24s.

Chapman's (George) Works
Vol. I. contains the Plays complete,
including the doubtful ones. Vol. II.

the Poems and Minor Translations,
with an Introductory Essay by Alger-
non Charles Swinburne. Vol. III.

the Translations of the Iliad and Odys^
sey. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 18s. ; or separately, 6s. each.

Chatto& Jackson.—A Treatise
on Wood Engraving, Historical and
Practical. By Wm. Andrew Chatto
and John Jackson. With an Addi-
tional Chapter by Henry G. Bohn

;

and 450 fine Illustrations. A Reprint
of the last Revised Edition. Large
4to, half-bound, 28s.

Chaucer

:

Chaucer for Children: A Golden
Key. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. With
Eight Coloured Pictures and nu-
merous Woodcuts by the Author.
New Ed., small 4to, cloth extra, 6s.

Chaucer for Schools. By Mrs. H. R.
Haweis. Demy8vo, cloth limp, 2s.Gd.

Clodd.— Myths and Dreams.
By Edward Clodd, F.R.A.S., Author
of "The Childhood of Religions," &c.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s.

City (The) of Dream : A Poem.
Fcap. 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. [In the press.

Cobban.—The Cure of Souls :

A Story. By J. Maclaren Cobban.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Coleman.—Curly : A Novelette.
By John Coleman. Illustrated by J. C.
Dollman. Cr. 8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. 6d.

Collins (C. Allston).—The Bar
Sinister: A Story. By C. Allston
Collins. Post8vo, illustrated bds.,2s.

Collins (Mortimer & Frances),
Novels by

:

Sweet and Twenty. Post 8vo, illus-

trated boards, 2s.

Frances. Post Svo, illust. bds., 2s.

Blacksmith and Scholar. Post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2s. ; crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

The Village Comedy. Post 8vo, illust.
boards, 2s. ; cr. Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

You Play Me False. Post 8vo, illust.

boards, 2s.; cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
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Collins (Mortimer), Novels by :

Sweet Anne Page. Post 8vo, illus-
trated boards, 2s. ; crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 3s. 6d.

Transmigration. Post 8vo, illust. bds.,
2s. ; crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

From Midnight to Midnight. Post
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. ; crown
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

A Fight with Fortune. Post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 23.

Collins (Wilkie), Novels by.
Each post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s;
cloth limp, 2s. 6d. ; or crown 8vo,
cloth extra, Illustrated, 3s. 6d.

Antonina. Illust. by Su-John-Gilbert.
Basil. Illustrated by Sir John Gil-
bert and J. Mahoney.

Hide and Seek. Illustrated by Sir
John Gilbert and J. Mahoney.

The Dead Secret. Illustrated by Sir
John Gilbert.

Queen of Hearts. Illustrated by Sir

John Gilbert.
My Miscellanies. With a Steel-plate

Portrait of Wilkie Collins.
The Woman in White. With Illus-

trations by Sir John Gilbert and
F. A. Fraser.

The Moonstone. With Illustrations

byG.Du MAURiERand F. A. Fraser.
Man and Wife. Illust. by W. Small.
Poor Miss Finch. Illustrated by
G. Du Maurier and Edward
Hughes.

Miss or Mrs. P With Illustrations by
S. L. FiLDEsand Henry Woods.

The New Magdalen. Illustrated by
G. Du Maurier and C. S. Rands.

The Frozen Deep. Illustrated by
G. Du Maurier and J. Mahoney.

The Law and the Lady. Illustrated

by S. L. Fildes and Sydney Hall.
The Two Destinies.
Trie Haunted Hotel. Illustrated by
Arthur Hopkins.

The Fallen Leaves.
Jezebel's Daughter.
The Black Robe.
Heart and Science: A Story of the
Present Time.

"
I Say No." Crown 8vo, cloth extra,

3s.Jid.

Colman's Humorous Works:
" Broad Grins," " My Nightgown and
Slippers," and other Humorous Works,
Prose and Poetical, of George Col-
man. With Life by G. B. Buckstone,
and Frontispiece by Hogarth. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d.

Convalescent Cookery: A
Family Handbook. By Catherine
Ryan. Crown 8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. 6d.

Conway (Moncure D.), Works
by:

Demonology and Devil-Lore. Two
Vols., royal 8vo, with 65 lllusts., 28s.

A Necklace of Stories. Illustrated

by W. J. Hennessy. Square 8vo,

cloth extra, 6s.

The Wandering Jew. Crown 8vo,

cloth extra, 6s.

Thomas Carlyle: Letters and Re-
collections. With Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Cook (Dutton), Works by

:

Hours with the Players. With a
Steel Plate Frontispiece. New and
Cheaper Edit., cr. 8vo, cloth extra,6s.

Nights at the Play : A View of the
English Stage. New and Cheaper
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Leo: A Novel. Post 8vo, illustrated
boards, 2s.

Paul Foster's Daughter. Post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2s. ; crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Copyright. —A Handbook of
English and Foreign Copyright in
Literary and Dramatic Works. By
Sidney Jerrold, of the Middle
Temple, Esq., Barrister-at-Law. Post
8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Cornwall.—PopularRomances
of the West of England; or, The
Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions
of Old Cornwall. Collected and Edited
by Robert Hunt, F.R.S. New and
Revised Edition, with Additions, and
Two Steel-plate Illustrations by
George Cruikshank. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Creasy.—Memoirs of Eminent
Etonians : with Notices of the Early
History of Eton College. By Sir
Edward Creasy, Author of " The
Fifteen Decisive Battles of the World."
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with 13
•Portraits, 7s. 6d.

Cruikshank (George):
The Comic Almanack. Complete inTwo Series : The First from 1835

to 1843 ; the Second from 1844 to
1853. A Gathering of the Best
Humour of Thackeray, Hood, May-
hew, Albert Smith, A'Beckett
Robert Brough, &c. With 2,000
Woodcuts and Steel Engravings by
Cruikshank, Hine. Landells? &c
Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, two very thick
volumes, 7s. 6d. each.

'
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Cruikshank (G.), continued—
The Life of George Ouikshank. By
Blanchard Jerrold, Author of
"The Life of Napoleon III.," &c.
With 84 Illustrations. New and
Cheaper Edition, enlarged, with Ad-
ditional Plates, and a very carefully

compiled Bibliography. Crown 8vo,

cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Robinson Crusoe. A beautiful re-

production of Major's Edition, with
37 Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates
By George Cruikshank, choicely
printed. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,

7s. 6d. A few Large-Paper copies,

printed on hand-made paper, with
India proofs of the Illustrations, 36s.

Cussans.—Handbook of Her-
aldry; with Instructions for Tracing
Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient
MSS., &c. By John E. Cussans.
Entirely New and Revised Edition,
illustrated with over 400 Woodcuts
and Coloured Plates. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Cyples.—Hearts of Gold: A
Novel. By William Cyples. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

;
post 8vo,

illustrated boards, 2s.

Daniel. — Merrie England in

the Olden Time. By George Daniel.
With Illustrations by Robt. Cruik-
shank. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Daudet.—Port Salvation ; or,

The Evangelist. By Alphonse
Daudet. Translated by C. Harry
Meltzer, With Portrait of the
Author. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,

3s. 6d.
;
post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s.

Davenant.— What shall my
Son be ? Hints for Parents on the
Choice of a Profession or Trade for
their Sons. By Francis Davenant,
M.A. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Davies (Dr. N. E.), Works by

:

One Thousand Medical Maxims.
Crown 8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. 6d.

Nursery Hints: A Mother's Guide.
Crown 8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. 6d.

Aids to Long Life. Crown 8vo, 2s.

;

cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Davies' (Sir John) Complete
Poetical Works, including Psalms I.

to L. in Verse, and other hitherto Un-
published MSS., for the first time
Collected and Edited, with Memorial-
Introduction and Notes, by the Rev.
A. B. Grosart, D.D. Two Vols.,

crown 8vo, cloth boards 12s.

De Maistre.—A JourneyRound
My Room. By Xavier de Maistre.
Translated by Henry Attwell. Post
8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

De Mille.—A Castle in Spain.
A Novel. By James De Mille. With
a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 3s. 6d.

;
post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s.

Derwent (Leith), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

;
post 8vo,

illustrated boards, 2s.

Our Lady of Tears.
Circe's Lovers.

Dickens (Charles), Novels by:
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Sketches by Boz. I Nicholas Nickleby.
Pickwick Papers. | Oliver Twist.

The Speeches of Charles Dickens.
(May/air Library.) Post 8vo, cloth
limp, 2s. 6d.

The Speeches of Charles Dickens,
1841-1870. With a New Bibliography,
revised and enlarged. Edited and
Prefaced by Richard Herne Shep-
herd. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

About England with Dickens. By
Alfred Rimmer. With 57 Illustra-

tions by C. A. Vanderhoof, Alfred
Rimmer, and others. Sq. 8vo, cloth
extra, 10s. 6d.

Dictionaries:
A Dictionary of Miracles: Imitative,

Realistic, and Dogmatic. By the
Rev. E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.; hf.-bound, 9s.

The Reader's Handbook of Allu-
sions, References, Plots, and
Stories. By the Rev. E. C. Brewer,
LL.D. Fourth Edition, revised
throughout, with a New Appendix,
containing a Complete English Bib-
liography. Crown 8vo, 1,400 pages,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Authors and their Works, with the
Dates. Being the Appendices to
" The Reader's Handbook," sepa-
rately printed. By the Rev. Dr
Brewer. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

Familiar Allusions: A Handbook
of Miscellaneous Information ; in-
cluding the Names of Celebrated
Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country
Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships,
Streets, Clubs, Natural Curiosities,

and the like. By Wm. A: Wheeler
and Charles G. Wheeler. Demy
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Short Sayings of Great Men. With
Historical and Explanatory Notes.
By Samuel A. Bent, M.A. Demy
8vo, cloth extra 7s. 6d.
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Dictionaries, continued—
A Dictionary of the Drama: Being

a comprehensive Guide to the Plays,
Playwrights, Players, and Playhouses
of the United Kingdom and America,
from the Earliest to the Present
Times. By W. Davenport Adams.
A thick volume, crown 8vo, half-
bound, 12s. 6d. [/» preparation.

The Slang Dictionary: Etymological,
Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 6d.

Women of the Day: A Biographical
Dictionary. By Frances Hays. Cr.
Svo, cloth extra, 5s.

Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Dic-
tionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-
of-the-Way Matters. By Eliezer
Edwards. New and Cheaper Issue.
Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 7s. 6d. ; hf.-bd., 9s.

Diderot.—The Paradox of Act-
ing. Translated, with Annotations,
from Diderot's " Le Paradoxe sur le

Comedien," by Walter Herries
Pollock. With a Preface by Henry
Irving. Cr. 8vo, in parchment, 4s. 6d.

Dobson (W. T.), Works by :

Literary Frivolities, Fancies, Follies,

and Frolics. Post 8vo, cl. lp., 2s. 6d.

Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentri-
cities. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Doran. — Memories of our
Great Towns ; with Anecdotic Glean-
ings concerning their Worthies and
their Oddities. By Dr. John Doran,
F.S.A. With 38 Illustrations. New
and Cheaper Ed., cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 7s. 6d.

Drama, A Dictionary of the.
Being a comprehensive Guide to the
Plays, Playwrights, Players, and Play-
houses of the United Kingdom and
America, from the Earliest to the Pre-
sent Times. By W. Davenport
Adams. (Uniform with Brewer's
" Reader's Handbook.") Crown 8vo,
half-bound, 12s. 6d. [In preparation.

Dramatists, The Old. Cr. 8vo,
cl. ex., Vignette Portraits, 6s. per Vol.

Ben Jonson's Works. With Notes
Critical and Explanatory, and a Bio-
graphical Memoir by Wm. Gifford.
Edit, by Col. Cunningham. 3 Vols.

Chapman's Works. Complete in I

Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the 1

Plays complete, including doubtful
j

ones; Vol. II., Poems and Minor !

Translations,with IntroductoryEssay
by A.C. Swinburne; Vol. III., Trans-
lations of the Iliad and Odyssey.

Marlowe's Works. Including his
Translations. Edited, with Notes
and Introduction, by Col. Cunning-
ham. One Vol.

Dramatists, The Old, continued—
Massinger's Plays. From the Text of

William Gifford. Edited by Col.

Cunningham. One Vol.

Dyer. — The Folk -Lore of
Plants. By T. F. Thiselton Dyer,
M.A., &c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,

7s. 6d. Un preparation.

Early English Poets. Edited,
with Introductions and Annotations,

by Rev. A. B.Grosart, D.D. Crown
8vo, cloth boards, 6s. per Volume.

Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Complete
Poems. One Vol.

Davies' (Sir John) Complete
Poetical Works. Two Vols.

Herrick's (Robert) Complete Col-
lected Poems. Three Vols.

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete
Poetical Works. Three Vols.

Herbert (Lord) ofCherbury's Poems.
Edited, with Introduction, by J.
Churton Collins. Crown 8vo,
parchment, 8S.

Edwardes(Mrs. A.), Novels by:
A Point of Honour. Post 8vo, illus-

trated boards, 2s.

Archie Lovell. Post 8vo, illust. bds.,

2s. ; crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d .

Eggleston.—Roxy: A Novel. By
Edward Eggleston. Post 8vo, illust.

boards, 2s.

Emanuel.—On Diamonds and
PreciousStones: their History,Value,
and Properties ; with Simple Tests for

ascertaining their Reality. By Harry
Eman*iel, F.R.G.S. With numerous
Illustrations, tinted and plain. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 6s.

Englishman's House, The: A
Practical Guide to all interested in

Selecting or Building a House, with
full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c.
By C. J. Richardson. Third Edition.
Nearly 600 Illusts. Cr. 8vo,cl. ex.,7s.6d.

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.S.A.),
Works by

:

Stories from the State Papers.
With an Autotype Facsimile. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

The Life and Times of Prince
Charles Stuart, Count of Albany,
commonly called the Young Pre-
tender. From the State Papers and
other Sources. New and Cheaper
Edition, with a Portrait, crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Studies Re-studied: Historical
Sketches from Original Sources,
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s.
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Eyes, The.—How to Use our
Eyes, and How to Preserve Them. By
John Browning, F.R.A.S., &c. With
52 Illustrations. Is.; cloth, Is. 6d.

Fairholt.—Tobacco: Its His-
tory and Associations ; with an Ac-
count of the Plant and its Manu-
facture, and its Modes of Use in all

Ages and Countries. By F. W. Fair-
holt, F.S.A. With upwards of ico

Illustrations by the Author. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Familiar Allusions: A Hand-
book of Miscellaneous Information

;

including the Names of Celebrated
Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country
Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships, Streets,

Clubs, Natural Curiosities, and the

like. By William A. Wheeler,
Author of " Noted Names of Fiction ;

"

and Charles G. Wheeler. Demy
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Faraday (Michael), Works by :

The Chemical History of a Candle :

Lectures delivered before a Juvenile
Audience at the Royal Institution.

Edited by William Crookes, F'.C.S.

Post 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous
Illustrations, 4s. 6d.

On the Various Forces of Nature,
and their Relations to each other

:

Lectures delivered before a Juvenile
Audience at the Royal Institution.

Edited by William Crookes, F.C.S.

Post 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous
Illustrations. 4s. 6d.

Farrer. — Military Manners
and Customs. By J. A. Farrer,
Author of " Primitive Manners and
Customs," &c. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Fin-Bee.— The Cupboard
Papers : Observations on the Art of

Living and Dining. By Fin-Bec. Post
8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by :

The Recreations of a Literary Man
;

or, Does Writing Pay ? With Re-
collections of some Literary Men,
and a View of a Literary Man's
Working Life. Cr.8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

The World Behind the Scenes.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Little Essays: Passages from the
Letters of Charles Lamb. Post
8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Bella Donna. | Never Forgotten.
The Second Mrs. Tillotson.
Polly.
Seventy-five Brooke Street.
The Lady of Brantome.

Fletchers (Giles, B.D.) Com-
plete Poems : Christ's Victorie in
Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth,
Christ's Triumph over. Death, and
Minor Poems. With Memorial-Intro-
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B.
Grqsart, P.P. Cr. 8vo, cloth bds.,6s.

Fonblanque.—Filthy Lucre : A
Novel. By Albany de Fonblanque.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Francillon (R. E.), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each

;

post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. each.
Olympia. I Queen Cophetua.
One by O ne. | A Real Queen.

Esther's Glove. Fcap. 8vo, picture
cover, Is.

French Literature, History of.
By Henry Van Laun. Complete in

3 Vols., demy 8vo, cl. bds., 7s. 6d. each.

Frere.—Pandurang Hari ; or,

Memoirs of a Hindoo. With a Preface
by Sir H. Bartle Frere, G.C.S.I., &c.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

;
post

8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Friswell.—Oneof Two: A Novel.
By Hain Friswell. Post 8vo, illus-

trated boards, 2s.

Frost (Thomas), Works by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
Circus Life and Circus Celebrities.
The Lives of the Conjurers.
The Old Showmen and the Old
London Fairs.

Fry.—Royal Guide to London
Charities, 1885-6. By Herbert Fry.
Showing their Name, Date of Founda-
tion,Objects, Income,OfBcials,&c. Pub-
lished Annually. Cr. 8vo, cloth, Is. 6d.

Gardening Books:
A Year's Work in Garden and Green-
house : Practical Advice to Amateur
Gardeners as to the Management of
the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden.
By George Glenny. Post 8vo, Is.

:

cloth, Is. 6d.

Our Kitchen Garden : The Plants we
Grow, and How we Cook Them.
By Tom Jerrold. Post 8vo, Is.

;

cloth limp, Is. 6d.

Household Horticulture: A Gossip
about Flowers. By Tom and Jane
Jerrold. Illustrated. Post8vo,ls.

:

cloth limp, Is. 6d.

The Garden that Paid the Rent.
By Tom Jerrold. Fcap. 8vo, illus-

trated cover, Is.; cloth limp, Is. 6d.

My Garden Wild, and What I Grew
there. By F. G. Heath. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, Ss.

;
gilt edges, 6s.
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Garrett.—The Capel Girls: A
Novel. By Edward Garrett. Post
8vo,iIlust.bds,, 2s. ; cr.8vo, cl.ex.,3s.6d.

Gentleman's Magazine (The)
for 1885. One Shilling Monthly ANew Serial Story, entitled "The
Unforeseen," by Alice O'Hanlon,
begins in the January Number.
Science Notes," by W. Mattieu

Williams F.R.A.S., and "Table
Talk," by Sylvanus Urban, are also
continued monthly.

V* Now ready, the Volume for]anuary
to June, 1885, cloth extra, price 8s. 6d.

;

Cases for binding, 2s. each.

German Popular Stories. Col-
lected by the Erothers Grimm, and
Translated by Edgar Taylor. Edited,
with an Introduction, by John Ruskin.
With 22 Illustrations on Steel by
George Cruikshank. Square 8vo
cloth extra, 6s. 6d.

; gilt edges, 7s. 6d.

'

Gibbon (Charres), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each-
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each!

Robin Gray. . - .

For Lack of Gold.
What will the
World Say P

In Honour Bound.
In Love and War.
For the King.
Queen of the
Meadow.

InPasturesGreen
Braes of Yarrow.
TheFlowerof the

Forest.
A Heart's Prob-

lem.
TheGoldenShaft.
Of High Degree.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.
The Dead Heart.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
Fancy Free.

| Loving a Dream.
By Mead and Stream. Three Vols.,
crown 8vo, 31s. 6d.

A Hard Knot. Three Vols., 31s. Gd
Heart's Delight. Three Vols., crown
8vo, 31s. 6d .

Gilbert (William), Novels by 7^
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Dr. Austin's Guests.
The Wizard of the Mountain.
James Duke, Costermonger.

Gilbert (W. S.), Original Plays
by: In Two Series, each complete in
itself, price 2s. 6d. each.
The First Series contains— The

Wicked World—Pygmalion and Ga-
latea—Charity— The Princess— The
Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury.
The Second Series contains—Bro-

ken Hearts—Engaged—Sweethearts—
Gretchen—Dan'] Druce—Tom Cobb—
H.M.S. Pinafore—The Sorcerer—The
Pirates of Penzance.

Glenny.—A Year's Work in

Garden and Greenhouse: Practical
Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to
the Management of the Flower, Fruit,
and .Frame Garden. By George
Glenny. Post 8vo, Is.; cloth, Is. 6d.

Godwin.—Lives of the Necro-
mancers. By William Godwin.
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

Golden Library, The:
Square i6mo (Tauchnitz size), cloth

limp, 2s. per volume.

Bayard Taylor's Diversions of the
Echo Club.

Bennett's (Dr. W. C.) Ballad History
of England.

Bennett's (Dr.) Songs for Sailors.

Byron's Don Juan.
Godwin's (William) Lives of the
Necromancers.

Holmes's Autocrat of the Break
fast Table. With an Introduction
by G. A. Sala.

Holmes's Professor at the Break
fast Table.

Hood's Whims and Oddities. Com-
plete. All the original Illustrations.

Irving's (Washington) Tales of a
Traveller.

Irving's (Washington) Tales of the
Alhambra.

Jesse's (Edward) Scenes and Oc
cupations'of a Country Life.

Lamb's Essays of Elia. Both Series
Complete in One Vol.

Leigh Hunt's Essays : A Tale for a
Chimney Corner, and other Pieces.
With Portrait, and Introduction by
Edmund Ollier.

Mallory's (Sir Thomas) Mort
d'Arthur: The Stories of King
Arthur and of the Knights of the
Round Table. Edited by B. Mont-
gomerie Ranking.

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A New
Translation, with Historical Intro-
duction and Notes,byT.M'CRiE.D.D.

Pope's Poetical Works. Complete.
Rochefoucauld's Maxims and Moral

Reflections. With Notes, and In-
troductory Essay by Sainte-Beuve.

St Pierre's Paul and Virginia, andThe Indian Cottage. Edited, with
Life, by the Rev. E. Clarke.

^mI'^'w^'^ Poers
'
and QueenMab. With Essay by Leigh Hunt

Shelley's Later Poems: Laon andCythna, &c.

Shelley's Posthumous Poems thA
Shelley Papers, &c. ' "°
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Golden Library, The, continued—
Shelley's Prose Works, including A

Refutation of Deism, Zastrozzi, St,
Irvyne, &c.

White's Natural History of Sel-
borne. Edited, with Additions, by
Thomas Brown, F.L.S.

Golden Treasury of Thought,
The : An Encyclopedia of Quota-
tions from Writers of all Times and
Countries. Selected and Edited by
Theodore Taylor. Crown 8vo, cloth
gilt and gilt edges, 7S. 6d.

Gordon Cumming(C. F.),Works
by:

In the Hebrides. With Autotype Fac-
simile and numerous full-page Illus-

trations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra,

8s. 6d.
Inthe Himalayas and on the Indian

Plains. With numerous Illustra-

tions. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d.

Via Cornwall to Egypt. With a
Photogravure Frontispiece. Demy
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Graham. — The Professor's
Wife : A Story. By Leonard Graham.
Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, Is. ; cloth
extra, 2s . 6d.

Greeks and Romans, The Life
of the, Described from Antique Monu-
ments. By Ernst Guhl and W.
Koner. Translated from the Third
German Edition, and Edited by Dr.
F. Hueffer. With 545 Illustrations.

New and Cheaper Edition, demy 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Greenwood (James),Works by:
The Wilds of London. Crown 8vo,

cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Low-Life Deeps : An Account of the
Strange Fish to be Found There.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Dick Temple: A Novel. Post 8vo,

illustrated boards, 2s.

Guyot.—The Earth and Man
;

or, Physical Geography in its relation

to the History of Mankind. By
Arnold Guyot. With Additions by
Professors Agassiz, Pierce, and Gray;
12 Maps and Engravings on Steel,

some Coloured, and copious Index.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 4s. Gd.

Hair (The): Its Treatment in

Health, Weakness, and Disease.
Translated from the German of Dr. J.

Pincus. Crown 8vo, Is.; cloth, Is. 6d.

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon),
Poems by:

Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth
extra, 8s.

Hake's (Dr. T. G.) Poems, continued—
New Symbols. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.
Legends of the Morrow. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 6s.

The Serpent Play. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 6s.

Hall.—Sketches of Irish Cha-
racter. By Mrs. S. C. Hall. With
numerous Illustrations on Steel and
Wood by MACLrsE, Gilbert, Harvey,
and G. Cruikshank. Medium 8vo,
cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d.

Hall Caine.—The Shadow of a
Crime: A Novel. By Hall Caine.
Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. [Shortly.

Halliday.—Every-day Papers.
By Andrew Halliday. Post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2s.

Handwriting, The Philosophy
of. With over 100 Facsimiles and Ex-
planatory Text. By Don Felix de
Salamanca. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 2s. 6d.

Hanky-Panky : A Collection of
Very EasyTricks.Very Difficult Tricks,
White Magic, Sleight of Hand, &c.
Edited by W. H. Cremer. With 200
Illusts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,4s. 6d.

Hardy (Lady Duffus).— Paul
Wynter's Sacrifice: A Story. By
Lady Duffus Hardy. Post 8vo, illust.

boards, 2s.

Hardy (Thomas).—Under the
Greenwood Tree. By Thomas Hardy,
Author of " Far from the Madding
Crowd." Crown 8vo, cloth extra,

3s. 6d. ;
post 8vo, illustrated bds., 2s.

Haweis (Mrs. H. R.), Works by :

The Art of Dress. With numerous
Illustrations. Small 8vo, illustrated

cover, Is. ; cloth limp, Is. 6d.

The Art of Beauty. New and Cheaper
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,

with Coloured Frontispiece and Il-

lustrations, 6s.

The Art of Decoration. Square 8vo,

handsomely bound and profusely
Illustrated, 10s. 6d.

Chaucer for Children: A Golden
Key. With Eight Coloured Pictures

and numerous Woodcuts. New
Edition, small 4to, cloth extra, 6s.

Chaucer for Schools. Demy 8vo,

cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Haweis (Rev. H. R.).—American
Humorists. Including Washington
Irving, Oliver Wendell Holmes,
James Russell Lowell, Artemus
Ward.Mark Twain, and Bret Harte.
By the Rev. H. R. Haweis, M.A.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 63.
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Hawthorne(Julian), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each.

Garth. I Sebastian Stroma.
Ellice Quentin. I

Dust.

Prince Saroni's Wife.

Fortune's Fool.

Beatrix Randolph.

Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds.
Fcap. 8vo, illustrated cover, Is.

;

cloth extra, 2s. 6d.

MissCadogna. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,

3s. 6d.

IMPORTANT NEW BIOGRAPHY.
Hawthorne (Nathaniel) and
his Wife. By Julian Hawthorne.
With 6 Steel-plate Portraits. Two
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 24s»

[Twenty-five copies of an Edition de
Luxe, printed on the best hand-made
paper, large 8vo size, and with India
proofs of the Illustrations, are reserved
for sale in England, price 48s. per set.

Immediate application should be made
by anyone desiring a copy of this
special and very limited Edition.

j

Hays.—Women of the Day: A
Biographical Dictionary of Notable
Contemporaries. By Frances Hays.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s.

Heath (F. G.). — My Garden
Wild, and What I Grew There. By
Francis George Heath, Author of
" The Fern World," &c. Crown 8vo,
cl. ex., 5s. ; cl. gilt, gilt edges, 6s.

Helps (Sir Arthur), Works by :

Animals and their Masters. Post
8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Social Pressure. Post 8vo, cloth limp,
2s. 6d.

Ivan de Biron : A Novel. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illus-
trated boards, 2s.

Heptalogia (The) ; or, The
Seven against Sense. A Cap with
Seven Bells. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Herbert.—The Poems of Lord
Herbert of Cherbury. Edited, with
Introduction, by J. Churton Collins.
Crown 8vo, bound in parchment, 8s.

Herrick's (Robert) Hesperides,
Noble Numbers, and Complete Col-
lected Poems. With Memorial-Intro-
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B.
Grosart, D.D., Steel Portrait, Index
of First Lines, and Glossarial Index,
&c. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, l£s.

Hesse -Wartegg (Chevalier*
Ernst von), Works by:

Tunis: The Land and the People.
With 22 Illustrations. Crown 8vo,

cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

The New South-West: Travelling
Sketches from Kansas, New Mexico,
Arizona, and Northern Mexico.
With ioo fine Illustrations and Three
Maps. Demy 8vo, cloth extra,

14s. \In preparation.

Hindley (Charles), Works by :

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings : In-

cluding the Origin of Signs, and
Reminiscences connected with
Taverns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c.
With Illustrations.

The Life and Adventures of a Cheap
Jack. By One of the Fraternity.
Edited by Charles Hindley.

Hoey.—The Lover's Creed.
By Mrs. Cashel Hoey. With 12 Illus-

trations by P. MacNab. Three Vols.,
crown 8vo, 31s. 6d.

Holmes (O.Wendell), Works by:
The Autocrat of the Breakfast-
Table. Illustrated by J. Gordon
Thomson. Post 8vo, cloth limp,
2s. 6d. ; another Edition in smaller
type, with an Introduction by G. A.
Sala. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

The Professor at the Breakfast-
Table ; with the Story of Iris. Post
8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

Holmes. — The Science of
Voice Production and Voice Preser-
vation : A Popular Manual for the
Use of Speakers and Singers. By
Gordon Holmes, M.D. With Illus-

trations. Crown 8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. 6d.

Hood (Thomas):
Hood's Choice Works, in Prose and

Verse. Including the Cream of the
Comic Annuals. With Life of the
Author, Portrait, and 200 Illustra-
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Hood's Whims and Oddities. Com-
plete. With all the original Illus-
trations. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

Hood (Tom), Works by:
From Nowhere to the North Pole:
A Noah's Arkteological Narrative.
With 25 Illustrations by W. Brun-
ton and E. C. Barnes. Square
crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 6s.

A Golden Heart: A Novel. Post8vo,
illustrated boards, 2s,
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Hooks (Theodore) Choice Hu-
morous Works, including his Ludi-

crous Adventures,Bons Mots, Puns and
Hoaxes. With a New Life of the

Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and
Illusts, Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, gilt, 7S. 6d.

Hooper.—The House of Raby :

A Novel. By Mrs. George Hooper.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Home.—Orion : An Epic Poem,
in Three Books. By Richard Hen-
gist Horne. With Photographic
Portrait from a Medallion by Sum-
mers. Tenth Edition, crown 8vo,

cloth extra, 7s.

Howell.—Conflicts of Capital
and Labour, Historically and Eco-
nomically considered : Being a His-

tory and Review of the Trade Unions
of Great Britain, showing their Origin,

Progress, Constitution, and Objects, in

their Political, Social, Economical,
and Industrial Aspects. By George
Howell. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Hugo. — The Hunchback of
Notre Dame. By Victor Hugo.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Hunt.—Essays by Leigh Hunt.
A Tale for a Chimney Corner, and
other Pieces. With Portrait and In-

troduction by Edmund Ollier. Post

8vo , cloth limp, 2s.

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by :

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Thornicroft's Model.

The Leaden Casket.

SelfCondemned.

Ingelow.— Fated to be Free : A
Novel. By Jean Ingelow. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

;
post 8vo,

illustrated boards, 2s.

Irish Wit and Humour, Songs
of. Collected and Edited by A. Perce-
val Graves. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 2s. 6rL

Irving (Washingtonj,Works by:
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. each.

Tales of a Traveller.
Tales of the Alhamb ra.

Janvier.—Practical Keramics
for Students. By Catherine A.

J anvier. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

_

Jay (Harriett), Novels by. Each
crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; or post

8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

The Dark Colleen.
The Queen of Connaught.

Jefferies (Richard), Works by:
Nature near London. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 6s.

The Life of the Fields. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 6s.

Jennings (H. J.), Works by:
Curiosities of Criticism. Post 8vo,

cloth limp, 2s. 6d.
Lord Tennyson : A Biographical
Sketch. With a Photograph-Por-
trait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Jennings (Hargrave). — The
Rosicrucians: Their Rites and Mys-
teries. With Chapters on the Ancient
Fire and Serpent Worshippers. By
Hargrave Jennings. With Five full-

page Plates and upwards of 300 Illus-

trations. A New Edition, crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d. ___

Jerrold (Tom), Works by:
The Garden that Paid the Rent,
By Tom Jerrold. Fcap. 8vo, illus>

trated cover, Is. ; cloth limp, Is. 6d.
Household Horticulture: A Gossip
about Flowers. By Tom and Jane
Jerrold. Illustrated. Post8vo, Is.

;

cloth, Is. 6d.

Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants
we Grow, and How we Cook Them.
By Tom Jerrold. Post 8vo, Is.

;

cloth limp, Is. 6d.

Jesse.—Scenes and Occupa-
tions of a Country Life. By Edward
J esse. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

Jones (Wm., F.S.A.), Works by:
Finger-Ring Lore: Historical, Le-
gendary, and Anecdotal. With over
200 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 7s. 6d.

Credulities, Past and Present; in-

cluding the Sea and Seamen, Miners,
Talismans.Word and Letter Divina-
tion, Exorcising and Blessing of

Animals, Birds, Eggs, Luck, &c.
With an Etched Frontispiece. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Crowns and Coronations : A History
of Regalia in all Times and Coun-
tries. With One Hundred Illus-

trations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d .

Jonson's (Ben) Works. With
Notes Critical and Explanatory, and
a Biographical Memoir by William
Gifford. Edited by Colonel Cun-
ningham. Three Vols., crown 8vo,

cloth extra, 18s. ; or separately , 6s. each.

Josephus/TheCompleteWorks
of. Translated by Whiston. Con-
taining both "The Antiquities of the

Jews " and " The Wars of the Jews."
Two Vols., 8vo, with 52 Illustrations

and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 14s.
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Kavanagh The Pearl Foun-
tain, and other Fairy Stories. By
Bridget and Julia Kavanagh. With
Thirty Illustrationsby J. Moyr Smith.
Small 8vo, cloth gilt, 68.

Kempt.—Pencil and Palette:
Chapters on Artand Artists. By Robert
Kempt. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Kingsley (Henry), Novels by:
Each crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

;

or post 8vo, illustrated boards, 23.

Oakshott Castle.
| Number Seventeen

Knight.—The Patient's Vade
IVIecum : How to get most Benefit
from Medical Advice. By William
Knight, M.R.C.S., and Edward
Knight, L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, Is.

;

cloth, Is. 6d.

Lamb (Charles):
Mary and Charles Lamb : Their
Poems, Letters, and Remains. With
Reminiscences and Notes by W.
Carew Hazlitt. With Hancock's
Portrait of the Essayist, Facsimiles
of the Title-pages of the rare First
Editions of Lamb's and Coleridge's
Works, and numerous Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 10s. 6d.

Lamb's Complete Works, in Prose
and Verse, reprinted from the Ori-
ginal Editions, with many Pieces
hitherto unpublished. Edited, with
Notes and Introduction, by R. H.
Shepherd. With Two Portraits and
Facsimile of Page of the " Essay on
Roast Pig." Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

The Essays of Elia. Complete Edi-
tion. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 2s.

Poetry for Children, and Prince
Dorus. By Charles Lamb. Care-
fully reprinted from unique copies.
Small 8vo, cloth extra, 5s.

Little Essays : Sketches and Charac-
ters. By Charles Lamb. Selected
from his Letters by Percy Fitz-
gerald. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Lane's Arabian Nights, &c.

:

The Thousand and One Nights:
commonly called, in England, " The
Arabian Nights' Entertain-
ments." A New Translation from
the Arabic, with copious Notes, by
Edward William Lane. Illustrated

by many hundred Engravings on
Wood, from Original Designs by
Wm. Harvey. A New Edition, from
a Copy annotated by the Translator,
edited by his Nephew, Edward
Stanley Poole. With a Preface by
Stanley Lane-Poole. Three Vols.,

demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each.

Lane's Arabian Nights, continued—
Arabian Society in the Middle Ages:

Studies from "The Thousand and
One Nights." By Edward William
Lane, Author of "The Modern
Egyptians," &c. Edited by Stanley
Lane-Poole. Cr.8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Lares and Penates ; or, The
Background of Life. By Florence
Caddy. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Larwood (Jacob), Works by:
The Story of the London Parks.
With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth

extra, 3s. 6d.

Clerical Anecdotes. Post 8vo, cloth

limp, 2s. 6d.

Forensic Anecdotes Post 8vo, cloth
limp, 2s. 6d.

Theatrical Anecdotes. Post 8vo, cloth
limp, 2s. 6d.

Leigh (Henry S.), Works by:
Carols of Cockayne. With numerous

Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth limp.
2s. 6d.

Jeux d'Esprit. Collected and Edited
by Henry S.Leigh. Post 8vo, cloth
limp, 2s. 6d.

Life in London ; or, The History
of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian
Tom. With the whole of Cruik-
shank's Illustrations, in Colours, after
the Originals. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,
7s. 6d.

Linton (E. Lynn), Works by :

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.

Witch Stories.

The True Story of Joshua Davidson.
Ourselves: Essays on Women.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Patricia Kemball.
The Atonement of Learn Dundas.
The World Well Lost.
Under which Lord ?

With a Silken Thread.
The Rebel of the Family.
" My Love !

"

lone.

Locks and Keys.—On the De-
velopment and Distribution of Primi-
tive Locks and Keys. By Lieut.-Gen.
Pitt-Rivers, F.R.S. With numerous
Illustrations. Demy 4to, half Rox-
burgh^, 16s.
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Longfellow:
Longfellow's Complete Prose Works.
Including " Outre Mer," " Hyper-
ion," " Kavanagh," " The Poets and
Poetry of Europe," and "Driftwood. 1 '

With Portrait and Illustrations by
Valentine Bromley. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Longfellow's Poetical Works. Care-
fully Reprinted from the Original
Editions. With numerous fine Illus-

trations on Steel and Wood. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Long Life, Aids to: A Medical,
Dietetic, and General Guide in

Health and Disease. By N. E.
Davies, L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, 2s ;

cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Lucy.—Gideon Fleyce: A Novel.
By Henry W. Lucy. Crown 8vo,
cl. extra, 3s.6d.; post8vo, illust. bds.,2s.

Lusiad (The) of Camoens.
Translated into English Spenserian
Verse by Robert Ffrench Duff.
Demy 8vo, with Fourteen full-page
Plates, cloth boards, 18s.

McCarthy (Justin, M.P.),Works
by:

A History of Our Own Times, from
the Accession of Queen Victoria to
the General Election of 1880. Four
Vols, demy 8"0, cloth extra, 12s.
each.—Also a Popular Edition, in
Four Vols. cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 6s. each.

A Short History of Our Own Times.
One Vol., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

History of the Four Georges. Four
Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s.

each. [Vol. I. now ready.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each
;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Dear Lady Disdain.

The Waterdale Neighbours.

My Enemy's Daughter.

A Fair Saxon.

Linley Rochford
Miss Misanthrope.
Donna Quixote.

The Comet of a Season.

Maid of Athens.

McCarthy (Justin H., M.P.),
Works by:

An Outline of the History of Ireland,
from the Earliest Times to the Pre-
sent Day. Cr. 8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. 6d.

England under Gladstone. Second
Edition, revised and brought down
to date. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

MacDonald (George, LL.D.),
Works by

:

The Princess and Curdie. With n
Illustrations by James Allen. Small
crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s.

Gutta-Percha Willie, the Working
Genius. With 9 Illustrations by
Arthur Hughes. Square 8vo, cloth
extra, 3s. 6d.

Paul Faber, Surgeon. With a Fron-
tispiece by J. E. Millais. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2s.

Thomas Wingfold, Curate. With a
Frontispiece by C. J. Staniland.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

;
post

8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Macdonell.—Quaker Cousins:
A Novel. By Agnes Macdonell.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

;
post

8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Macgregor. — Pastimes and
Players. Notes on Popular Games.
By Robert Macgregor. Post 8vo,
cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Maclise Portrait-Gallery (The)
of Illustrious Literary Characters;
with Memoirs—Biographical, Critical,

Bibliographical, and Anecdotal—illus-

trative of the Literature of the former
half of the Present Century. By
William Bates, B.A. With 85 Por-

traits printed on an India Tint. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Macquoid (Mrs.), Works by:

In the Ardennes. With 50 fine Illus-

trations by Thomas R. Macquoid.
Square 8vo, cloth extra, 10s. 6d.

Pictures and Legends from Nor-
mandy and Brittany. With numer-
ous Illustrations by Thomas R.

Macquoid. Square 8vo, cloth gilt,

10s. 61.

Through Normandy. With 90 Illus-

trations by T. R. Macquoid. Square
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Through Brittany. With numerous
Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid.
Square 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

About Yorkshire. With 67 Illustra-

tions by T. R. Macquoid, Engraved
by Swain. Square 8vo, cloth extra,

10s. 6d.

The Evil Eye, and other Stories.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post

8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Lost Rose, and other Stories. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d ;

post 8vo,

illustrated boards, 2s.
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Mackay.—Interludes and Un-
dertones : or, Music at Twilight. By
Charles Mackay, LL.D. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 6s.

Magic Lantern (The), and its

Management: including Full Prac-
tical Directions for producing the
Limelight, making Oxygen Gas, and
preparing Lantern Slides. By T. C.
Hepworth. With 10 Illustrations.
Crown 8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. 6d.

Magician's Own Book (The):
Performances with Cups and Balls,
Eggs, Hats, Handkerchiefs, &c. All
from actual Experience. Edited by
W. H. Cremer. With 200 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d.

Magic No Mystery : Tricks with
Cards, Dice, Balls, &c, with fully

descriptive Directions ; the Art of
Secret Writing ; Training of Perform-
ing Animals, &c. With Coloured
Frontispiece and many Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d.

Magna Charta. An exact Fac-
simile of the Original in the British
Museum, printed on fine plate paper,
3 feet by 2 feet, with Arms and Seals
emblazoned in Gold and Colours.
Price 5s.

Mallock (W. H.), Works by:
The New Republic; or, Culture, Faith
and Philosophy in an English Country
House. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

;

Cheap Edition, illustrated boards, 2s.

The New Paul and Virginia ; or, Posi-
tivism on an Island. Post 8vo, cloth
limp, 2s. 6d.

Poems. Small 4to, bound in parch-
ment, 8s.

Is Life worth Living ? Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 6s.

Mallory's (Sir Thomas) Mort
d'Arthur : The Stories of King Arthur
and of the Knights of the Round Table.
Edited by B. Montgomerie Ranking.
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

Marlowe's Works. Including
his Translations. Edited, with Notes
and Introduction, by Col. Cunning-
ham. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Marryat (Florence), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; or,

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Open ! Sesame

!

Written in Fire.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
A Harvest of Wild Oats.
A Little Stepson.
Fighting the Air.

Masterman.—Half a Dozen
Daughters: A Novel. By J. Master-
man. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Mark Twain, Works by:
The Choice Works of Mark Twain.
Revised and Corrected throughout by
the Author. With Life, Portrait, and
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer.
With in Illustrations. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

*** Also a Cheap Edition, post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2s.

An Idle Excursion,and other Sketches.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2S.

The Prince and the Pauper. With
nearly 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

The Innocents Abroad ; or, The New
Pilgrim's Progress : Being some Ac-
count of the Steamship " Quaker
City's " Pleasure Excursion to
Europe and the Holy Land. With
234 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 7s. 6d. Cheap Edition (under
the title of" Mark Twain's Pleasure
Trip "), post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s.

Roughing It, and The Innocents at
Home. With 200 Illustrations by
F. A. Fraser. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 7s. 6d.

The Gilded Age. By Mark Twain
and Charles Dudley Warner.
With 212 Illustrations by T. Coppin.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

A Tramp Abroad. With 3 14 Illustra-
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

;

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

The Stolen White Elephant, &c.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. ; post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2s.

Life on the Mississippi. With about
300 Original Illustrations. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

The Adventures of Huckleberry
Finn. With 174 Illustrations by
E. W. Kemble. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 7s. 6d.

Massinger's
-
Plays^ From the

Text of William Gifford. Edited
by Col. Cunningham. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 6s.

May hew.—London Characters
and the Humorous Side of London
Life. By Henry Mayhew. With
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Mayfair Library, The:
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. per Volume.
A Journey Round My Room. By
Xavier de Maistre. Translated
by Henry Attwell.

Latter-Day Lyrics. Edited by W
Davenport Adams.
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Mayfair Library, continued—

Quips and Quiddities. Selected by
W. Davenport Adams.

The Agony Column of "The Times,"
from 1800 to 1870. Edited, with an
Introduction, by Alice Clay.

Balzac's "Comedie Humaine" and
its Author. With Translations by
H. H. Walker.

Melancholy Anatomised: A Popular
Abridgment of " Burton's Anatomy
of Melancholy."

Gastronomy as a Fine Art. By
Brillat-Savarin .

The Speeches of Charles Dickens.

Literary Frivolities, Fancies, Follies,

and Frolics. By W. T. Dobson.
Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentrici-

ties. Selected and Edited by W. T.
Dobson.

The Cupboard Papers. By Fin-Bec.
Original Plays by W. S. Gilbert.

First Series. Containing: The
Wicked World — Pygmalion and
Galatea— Charity— The Princess

—

The Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury.
Original Plays by W. S. Gilbert.
Second Series. Containing: Broken
Hearts— Engaged— Sweethearts—
Gretchen— Dan'l Druce—Tom Cobb
—H.M.S. Pinafore— The Sorcerer
—The Pirates of Penzance.

Songs of Irish Wit and Humour.
Collected and Edited by A. Perceval
Graves.

Animals and their Masters. By Sir
Arthur Helps.

Social Pressure. By Sir A. Helps.
Curiosities of Criticism. By Henry

J. Jennings.
The Autocrat ofthe Breakfast-Table.
By Oliver Wendell Holmes. Il-

lustrated by J. Gordon Thomson.
Pencil and Palette. By Robert
Kempt.

Little Essays : Sketches and Charac-
ters. By Chas. Lamb. Selected from
his Letters by Pe^cy Fitzgerald.

Clerical Anecdotes. By Jacob Lar-
WOOD.

Forensic Anecdotes; or, Humour and
Curiosities of the Law and Men of
Law. By Jacob Larwood.

Theatrical Anecdotes. By Jacob
Larwood.

Carols of Cockayne. By Henry S.
Leigh.

Jeux d'Esprit. Edited by Henry S.

Leigh.
True History of Joshua Davidson.
By E. Lynn Linton.

Witch Stories. By E. Lynn Linton.
Ourselves: Essays on Women. By
E. Lynn Linton.

Pastimes and Players. By Robert
Macgregor.

Mayfair Library, continued—
The New Paul and Virginia. By
W. H. Mallock.

The New Republic. By Mallock.
Puck on Pegasus. By H. Cholmonde-
ley-Pennell.

Pegasus Re-Saddled. By H. Chol-
mondeley-Pennell. Illustrated by
George Du Maurier.

Muses of Mayfair. Edited by H.
Cholmondeley-Pennell.

Thoreau : His Life and Aims. By
H. A. Page.

Puniana. By the Hon. Hugh Rowley.
More Puniana. By the Hon. Hugh
Rowley.

The Philosophy of Handwriting. By
Don Felix de Salamanca.

By Stream and Sea. By William
Senior. [Thornbury.

Old Stories Retold. By Walter
Leaves from a Naturalist's Note-
Book. By Dr. Andrew Wilson.

Medicine, Family.—One Thou-
sand Medical Maxims and Surgi»al
Hints, for Infancy, Adult Life, Middle
Age, and Old Age. By N. E. Davies,
L.R.C.P. Lond. Cr.8vo,ls.; cl„ls.6d.

Merry Circle (The) : A Book of
New Intellectual Games and Amuse-
ments. By Clara Bellew. With
numerous Illustrations, Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 4s. 6d.

Mexican Mustang (On a).
Through Texas, from the Gulf to the
Rio Grande. A New Book of Ameri-
can Humour. By Alex. E. Sweet and
J. Armoy Knox, Editors of " Texas
Sittings." 265 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth
extra, 7s. 6d.

Middlemass (Jean), Novels by:
Touch and Go. Crown 8vo, cloth

extra, 3s.6d.; postSvo, illust. bds., 2s.

Mr. Doril I ion. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s.

Miller.— Physiology for the
Young; or, The House of Life: Hu-
man Physiology, with its application
to the Preservation of Health. For
Classes and Popular Reading. With
numerous Illusts. By Mrs. F. Fenwick
Miller. Small 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

M i ltorT(J. L.), VVorksnbjT:
The Hygiene of the Skin. AConciss

Set of Rules for the Management o ?

the Skin; with Directions for Diet,
Wines, Soaps, Baths, &c. Small 8vo,
Is. ; cloth extra, Is. 6d.

The Bath in Diseases of the Skin.
Small 8vo, Is. ; cloth extra, Is. 6d.

The Laws of Life, and their Relation
to Diseases of the Skin. Small 8vo,
Is. ; cloth extra, Is, 6d.
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MoncriefT.— The Abdication;
or, Time Tries All. An Historical

Drama. By W. D. Scott-Moncrieff.
With Seven Etchings by John Pettie,
R.A., W. Q. Orchardson, R.A., J.
MacWhirter, A.R.A., Colin Hunter,
R. Macbeth, and Tom Graham. Large
4to, bound in buckram, 21s.

Murray (D. Christie), Novels
by. Crown 8vo,cloth extra, 3s. 6(1. each

;

post8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

A Life's Atonement.
A Model Father.

Joseph's Coat.

Coals of Fire.

By the Gate of the Sea.

Val Strange.

Hearts.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.

The Way of the World.

A Bit of Human Nature.

North Italian Folk. By Mrs.
Comyns Carr. Illust. by Randolph
Caldecott. Square 8vo, cloth extra,

7s. 6d,

Number Nip (Stories about),
the Spirit of the Giant Mountains.
Retold for Children by Walter
Grahame. With Illustrations by J.

Moyr Smith. Post 8vo, cloth extra,

5s.

Nursery Hints: A Mother's
Guide in Health and Disease. By N.
E. Davies, L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, Is.

;

cloth, Is. 6d.

Oliphant. — Whiteladies : A
Novel. With Illustrations by Arthur
Hopkins and Henry Woods. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2s.

O'Connor.—Lord Beaconsfield
A Biography. By T. P. O'Connor, M.P.
Sixth Edition, with a New Preface,
bringing the work down to the Death
of Lord Beaconsfield. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

O'Reilly.—Phoebe's Fortunes :

A Novel. With Illustrations by Henry
Tuck. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

6'Shaughnessy (Arth.), Works
by:

Songs of a Worker. Fcap. 8vs, cloth
extra, 7s. 6d.

Music and Moonlight. Fcap. 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d

Lays of France. Crown 8vo, cloth

extra, 10s. 6(1.

Ouida, Novels by. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 5s. each

;
post 8vo, illus-

trated boards, 2s. each.

Held in Bondage.
Strathmore.
Chandos.
Under Two Flags.

Cecil Cast I
e-

maine's Gage.

Idalia.

Tricotrln.

Puck.

Folle Farine.

TwoLlttleWooden
Shoes.

A Dog of Flanders.

Pascarel.

Signa.

In a Winter City.

Ariadne.

Friendship.

Moths.
Pipistrello.

A Village
mune.

Bimbi.

In Maremma.
Wanda.
Frescoes.

Com-

Bimbi : Presentation Edition. Sq.
8vo, cloth gilt, cinnamon edges,
7s. 6d.

Princess Napraxlne. New and
Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, Ss.

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos. Selected
from the Works of Ouida by F.
Sydney Morris. Small crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 5s.

Page (H. A.), Works by :

Thoreau : His Life and Aims : A Study.
With a Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth
limp, 2s. 6d.

Lights on the Way : Some Tales with-
in a Tale. By the late J. H. Alex-
ander, B.A. Edited by H. A. Page
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A
New Translation, with Historical In-
troduction and Notes, by T. M'Crie,
D.D. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

Patient's (The) Vade Mecum:
How to get most Benefit from Medi-
cal Advice. By William Knight,
M.R.C.S., and Edward Knight,
L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, Is.; cloth, ls.6d.

Paul Ferroll

:

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Paul Ferroll : A Novel.

Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife.

Paul.—Gentle and Simple. By
Margaret Agnes Paul. With a
Frontispiece by Helen Paterson.
Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2s.
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Payn (James), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Lost Sip Massingberd.
The Best of Husbands.
Walter's Word.
Halves. | Fallen Fortunes.
What He Cost Her.

Less Black than we're Painted.

By Proxy.
|
High Spirits.

Under One Roof. | Carlyon's Year.

A Confidential Agent.
Some Private Views.

A Grape from a Thorn.
For Cash Only. [ From Exile.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

A Perfect Treasure.
Bentinck's Tutor.
Murphy's Master.

A County Family.

At Her Mercy.
A Woman's Vengeance.
Cecil's Tryst.

The Clyffards of Clyffe.

The Family Scapegrace
The Foster Brothers.

Found Dead.
Gwendoline's Harvest.

Humorous Stories.

Like Father, Like Son.

A Marine Residence.

Married Beneath Him.
Mirk Abbey.

Not Wooed, but Won.
Two Hundred Pounds Reward.
Kit: A Memory.
The Canon's Ward.

In Peril and Privation: Stories of
Marine Adventure Re-told. A Book
for Boys. With numerous Illustra-
tions. Crown Svo, 6s. [Sept.

Pennell (H. Cholmondeley),
Works by : Post 8vo, cloth limp,
2s. 6d. each.

Puck on Pegasus. With Illustrations.

The Muses of Mayfair. Vers de
Societe, Selected and Edited by H.
C. Pennell.

Pegasus Re-Saddled. With Ten full-

page Illusts. by G. Du Maurier.

Phelps.—Beyond the Gates.
By Elizabeth Stuart Phelps,
Author of " The Gates Ajar." Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 2s. 6d.

Pirkis (Mrs. C. L.) Novels by:
Trooping with Crows. Fcap. 8vo,

picture cover, Is.

Lady Lovelace. Three Vols., cr. 8vo,
31s. 6d.

Planche (J. R.), Works by:
The Cyclopaedia of Costume ; or.

A Dictionary of Dress—Regal, Ec-
clesiastical, Civil , and Military—from
the Earliest Period in England to the
Reign of George the Third. Includ-
ing Notices of Contemporaneous
Fashions on the Continent, and a
General History of the Costumes of
the Principal Countries of Europe.
Two Vols., demy 4to, half morocco
profusely Illustrated with Coloured
and Plain Plates and Woodcuts,
£7 7s. The Vols, may also be had
separately (each complete in itself)

at £3 13s. 6d. each : Vol. I. The
Dictionary. Vol. II. A General
History of Costume in Europe.

The Pursuivant of Arms; or, Her-
aldry Founded upon Facts. With
Coloured Frontispiece and 200 Illus-

trations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Songs and Poems, from 1819 to 1879.

Edited, with an Introduction, by his

Daughter, Mrs. Mackarness. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Play-time: Sayings and Doings
of Baby-land. By E. Stanford. Large
4to, handsomely printed in Colours, 5s.

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious
Men. Translated from the Greek,
with Notes Critical and Historical, and
a Life of Plutarch, by John and
William Langhorne. Two Vols.,

8vo, cloth extra, with Portraits, 10s. 6d.

Poe (Edgar Allan):—
The Choice Works, in Prose and

Poetry, of Edgar Allan Poe. With
an Introductory Essay by Charles
Baudelaire, Portrait and Fac-
similes. Crown 8vo, cl. extra, 7s. 6d.

The Mystery of Marie Roget, and
other Stories. Post 8vo, illust.bds.,2s.

Pope's Poetical Works. Com-
plete in One Vol. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 2s.

Price (E. C), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

;
post

8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Valentina.
|

The Foreigners.

Mrs. Lancaster's Rival.

Gerald. Three Vols., cr. 8vo, 31s. 6if.
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Proctor (Richd. A.), Works by ;

Flowers of the Sky. With 55 Musts.
Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d.

Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps
for Every Night in the Year, Draw-
ings of the Constellations, &c.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Familial* Science Studies. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Rough Ways made Smooth : A
Series of Familiar Essays on Scien-
tific Subjects. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra,6s.

Our Place among Infinities: A Series
of Essays contrasting our Little
Abode in Space and Time with the
Infinities Around us. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 6s.

The Expanse of Heaven : A Series
of Essays on the Wonders of the
Firmament. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Saturn and its System. New and
Revised Edition,with 13 Steel Plates.

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 10s. 6d.

The Great Pyramid: Observatory,
Tomb, and Temple. With Illus-

trations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Mysteries of Time and Space. With
Musts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

The Universe of Suns, and other
Science Gleanings. With numerous
Musts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Wages and Wants of Science
Workers. Crown 8vo, Is. 6d.

Pyrotechnist'sTreasury(The);
or, Complete Art of Making Fireworks.
By Thomas Kentish. With numerous
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 4s. 6d.

Rabelais' Works. Faithfully
Translated from the French, with
variorum Notes, and numerous charac-
teristic Illustrations by Gustave
Dore. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Rambosson.—Popular Astro-
nomy. By J. Rambosson, Laureate
of the Institute of France. Trans-
lated by C. B. Pitman. Crown 8vo,
cloth gilt, with numerous Illustrations,

and a beautifully executed Chart of
Spectra, 7s. 6d.

Reader's Handbook (The) of
Allusions, References, Plots, and
Stories. By the Rev. Dr. Brewer.
Fourth Edition, revised throughout,
with a New Appendix, containing a
Complete English Bibliography.
Cr. 8vo, 1,400 pages, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Richardson. — A Ministry of
Health, and other Papers. By Ben-
jamin Ward Richardson, M.D., &c,
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Reade (Charles, D.C.L.), Novels
by. Post 8vo, illust., bds., 2s. each;
or cr. 8vo, cl. ex., illust .3s. 6d. each.

Peg Wofftngton. Illustrated by S. L.
Fildes, A. R.A.

Christie Johnstone. Illustrated by
William Small.

It is Never Too Late to Mend. Il-

lustrated by G. J. Pinwell.
The Course of True Love Never did
run Smooth. Illustrated by Helen
Paterson.

The Autobiography of a Thief; Jack
ofallTrades; and James Lambert.
Illustrated by Matt Stretch.

Love me Little, Love me Long. Il-

lustrated by M. Ellen Edwards.
The Double Marriage. Must, by Sir

John Gilbert, R.A. , and C. Keene.
The Cloister and the Hearth. Il-

lustrated by Charles Keene.
Hard Cash. Illust. by F. W. Lawson.
Griffith Gaunt. Illustrated by S. L.

Fildes, A.R.A., and Wm. Small.
Foul Play. Must, by Du Maurier.
Put Yourself in His Place. Illus-

trated by Robert Barnes.
A Terrible Temptation. Illustrated

by Edw. Hughes and A. W. Cooper.
The Wandering Heir. Illustrated by

H. Paterson, S.L. Fildes, A.R.A.,
C. Green, and H. Woods, A.R.A.

A Simpleton. Illustrated by Kate
Crauford.

A Woman-Hater. Illustrated by
Thos. Couldery.

Readiana. With a Steel-plate Portrait
of Charles Reade.

Singleheart and Doubleface: A
Matter-of-fact Romance. Illustrated
by P. MacNab.

Good Stories of Men and other
Animals. Illustrated by E. A. Abbey,
Percy Macquoid, and Joseph Nash.

The Jilt, and other Stories. Illustrated
by Joseph Nash.

Riddell (Mrs. J. H.), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Her Mother's Darling.

The Prince of Wales's Garden Party.

Weird Stories.

The Uninhabited House.
Fairy Water.

Rimmer (Alfred), Works by

:

Our Old Country Towns. With over
50 Musts. Sq. 8vo, cloth gilt, 10s. 6d.

Rambles Round Eton and Harrow.
50 Musts. Sq. 8vo. cloth gilt, 10s. 6d.

About England with Dickens. With
53Musts.byALFREDRiMMERandC. A.
Vanderhoof. Sq. 8vo, cl.gilt, 10s.6d
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Robinson (F. W.), Novels by:
Grown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Women are Strange.
The Hands of Justice.

Robinson (Phil), Works by:
The Poets' Birds. Crown 8vo, cloth

extra, 7s. 6d.
The Poets' Beasts. Crown 8vo, cloth

extra, 7s. 6d. [In the press.

Robinson Crusoe : A beautiful
reproduction of Major's Edition, with
37 Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates by
George Cruikshank, choicely printed.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6fl. A few
Large-Paper copies, printed on hand-
made paper, with India proofs of the
Illustrations, price 36s.

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and
Moral Reflections. With Notes, and
an Introductory Essay by Sainte-
Beuve. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

Roll of Battle Abbey, The ; or,

A List of the Principal Waniors who
came over from Normandy with Wil-
liam the Conqueror, and Settled in

this Country, a.d. 1066-7. With the
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold
and Colours. Handsomely printed, 5s.

Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by:
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.

Puniana: Riddles and Jokes. With
numerous Illustrations.

More Puniana. Profusely Illustrated.

Russell (W. Clark), Works by:
Round the Galley-Fire. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 6s. ; post 8vo, illustrated
boards, 2s.

On the Fo'k'sle Head : A Collection
of Yarns and Sea Descriptions.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Sala Gaslight and Daylight.
By George Augustus Sala. Post
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Sanson.—Seven Generations
of Executioners : Memoirs of the
Sanson Family (1688 to 1847). Edited
byHENRYSANSON. Cr.8vo,cl.ex. 3s. 6d.

Saunders (John), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Bound to the Wheel.
One Against the World.
Guy Waterman.
The Lion in the Path.
The Two Dreamers

Saunders (Katharine), Novels
by:

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Joan Merryweather.
Margaret and Elizabeth.
The High Mills.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
Heart Salvage. | Sebastian.
Gideon's Rock.

Science Gossip: An Illustrated
Medium of Interchange for Students
and Lovers of Nature. Edited by J. E.
Taylor, F.L.S., &c. Devoted to Geo-
logy, Botany, Physiology, Chemistry,
Zoology, Microscopy, Telescopy, Phy-
siography, &c. Price 4d. Monthly ; or
5s. per year, post free. Each Number
contains a Coloured Plate and numer-
ous Woodcuts. Vols. I . to XIV. may
be had at 7s. 6d. each ; and Vols. XV.
to XX. (18S4), at 5s. each. Cases for
Binding, Is. Gd. each.

Scott's (Sir Walter) Marmion.
An entirely New Edition of this famous
and popular Poem, with over 100 new
Illustrations by leading Artists. Ele-
gantly and appropriately bound, small
4to, cloth extra, 16s.

[The immediate success of "The
Lady of the Lake," published in 1882,
has encouraged Messrs. Chatto and
Windus to bring out a Companion
Edition of this not less popular and
famous poem. Produced in the same
form, and with the same careful and
elaborate style of illustration, regard-
less of cost, Mr. Anthony's skilful

supervision is sufficient guarantee that
the work is elegant and tasteful as well
as correct.]

"Secret Out" Series, The:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, profusely Illus-

trated, 4s. 6d. each.

The Secret Out : One Thousand
Tricks with Cards, and other Re-
creations ; with Entertaining Experi-
ments in Drawing-room or " White
Magic." By W. H. Cremer. 300
Engravings.

The Pyrotechnist's Treasury; or.

Complete Art of Making Fireworks.
By Thomas Kentish. With numer-
ous Illustrations.

The Art of Amusing : A Collection of
Graceful Arts,Games,Tricks,Puzzles,
and Charades. By Frank Bellew,
With 300 Illustrations.

Hanky-Panky: Very Easy Tricks,
Very Difficult Tricks, White Magic,
Sleight of Hand. Edited by W. H.
Cremer. With 200 Illustrations.
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Secret Out " Series, continued—
The Merry Circle: A Book of New

Intellectual Games and Amusements.
By Clara Bellew. With many
Illustrations.

Magician's Own Book: Performances
with Cups and Balls, Eggs, Hats,
Handkerchiefs, &c. All from actual
Experience. Edited by W. H. Cre-
mer. 200 Illustrations.

Magic No Mystery : Tricks with
Cards, Dice, Balls, &c, with fully

descriptive Directions ; the Art of
Secret Writing ; Training of Per-
forming Animals, &c. With Co-
loured Frontis. and many Illusts.

Senior (William), Works by :

Travel and Trout in the Antipodes.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

By Stream and Sea. Post 8vo, cloth
limp, 2s. 6d

.

Seven Sagas (The) of Prehis-
toric Man. By James H. Stoddart,
Author of " The Village Life." Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Shakespeare

:

The First Folio Shakespeare.—Mr.
William Shakespeare's Comedies,
Histories, and Tragedies. Published
accordingto the true Originall Copies.
London, Printed by Isaac Iaggard
and Ed. Blount. 1623.—A Repro-
duction ofthe extremelyrare original,
in reduced facsimile, by a photogra-
phic process—ensuring the strictest
accuracy in every detail. Small 8vo,
half-Roxburghe, 7s. 6d.

The Lansdowne Shakespeare. Beau-
tifully printed in red and black, in
small but very clear type. With
engraved facsimile of Droeshout's
Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Shakespeare for Children: Tales
from Shakespeare. By Charles
and Mary Lamb. With numerous
Illustrations, coloured and plain, by
J. Moyr Smith. Cr. 4to, cl. gilt, 6s.

The Handbook of Shakespeare
Music. Being an Account of 350
Pieces of Music, set to Words taken
from the Plays and Poems of Shake-
speare, the compositions ranging
from the Elizabethan Age to the
Present Time. By Alfred Roffe.
4to, half-Roxburghe, 7s.

A Study of Shakespeare. By Alger-
non Charles Swinburne. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 83.

The Dramatic Works of Shake-
speare : The Text of the First
Edition, carefully reprinted. Eight
Vols., demy 8vo, cloth boards, 40s.

*** Only 250 Sets have been printed,
each one numbered. The volumes will
not be sold separately.

Shelley's Complete Works, in

Four Vols., post 8vo, cloth limp, 8s.

;

or separately, 2s. each. Vol. I. con-
tains his Early Poems, Queen Mab,
&c, with an Introduction by Leigh
Hunt; Vol. II., his Later Poems,
Laon and Cythna, &c. ; Vol. III.,

Posthumous Poems,the Shelley Papers,
&c. : Vol. IV., his Prose Works, in-

cluding A Refutation of Deism, Zas-
trozzi, St. Irvyne, &c.

Sheridan:

—

Sheridan's Complete Works, with
Life and Anecdotes. Including his
Dramatic Writings, printed from the
Original Editions, his Works in
Prose and Poetry, Translations,
Speeches, Jokes, Puns, &c. With a
Collection of Sheridaniana. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with 10 full-

page Tinted Illustrations, 7s. 6d.
Sheridan's Comedies: The Rivals,
and The School for Scandal.
Edited, with an Introduction and
Notes to each Play, and a Bio-
graphical Sketch of Sheridan, by
Brander Matthews. With Decora-
tive Vignettes and iofull-page Illusts.

Demy 8vo, half-parchment, 12s. 6d.

Short Sayings of Great Men.
With Historical and Explanatory
Notes by Samuel A. Bent, M.A.
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete
Poetical Works, including all those in
"Arcadia." With Portrait, Memorial-
Introduction, Notes, &c, by the Rev.
A. B. Grosart, D.D. Three Vols.,
crown 8vo, cloth boards, 18s.

Signboards : Their History,
With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns
and Remarkable Characters. By
Jacob Larwood and John Camden
Hotten. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,
with 100 Illustrations, 7s. 6d.

Sims (George R.), Works by:
How the Poor Live. With 60 Illusts.

by Fred. Barnard. Large 4to, Is.

Rogues and Vagabonds. Post 8vo,
illust. boards, 2s. ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Sketchley.—A Match in the
Dark. By Arthur Sketchley. Post
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Siang Dictionary, The: Ety-
mological, Historical, and Anecdotal.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 6s. 6d.

Smith (J. Moyr), Works by :

The Prince of Argolis : A Story of the
Old Greek Fairy Time. By J. Moyr
Smith. Small 8vo, cloth extra, with
130 Illustrations, 3s. 6d.
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Smith's (J. Moye) Works, continued—

Tales of Old Thule. Collected and
Illustrated by J. Moyr Smith. Cr.
8vo, cloth gilt, profusely Illust., 6s.

The Wooing of the Water Witch:
A Northern Oddity. By Evan Dal-
dorne. Illustrated by J. Moyr
Smith. Small 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Society in London. By a
Foreign Resident. Eighth Edition.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Spalding.-Elizabethan Demon-
ology : An Essay in Illustration of
the Belief in the Existence of Devils,

and the Powers possessed by Them.
By T. Alfred Spalding, LL.B.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s.

Spanish Legendary Tales. By
Mrs. S. G. C. Middlemore, Author of
" Round a Posada Fire." Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 63.

Speight. — The Mysteries of
Heron Dyke. By T. W. Speight.
With a Frontispiece by M. Ellen
Edwards. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,

3s. 6d.
;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Spenser for Children. By M.
H. Towry. With Illustrations by
Walter J. Morgan. Crown 4to, with
Coloured Illustrations, cloth gilt, 6s.

Staunton.—Laws and Practice
of Chess ; Together with an Analysis
of the Openings, and a Treatise on
End Games. By Howard Staunton.
Edited by Robert B.Wormald. New
Edition, small cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 5s.

Sterndale.—The Afghan Knife:
ANOVel. ByROBERTARMITAGESTERN-
dale. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post
8vo, illustrated boards , 2s.

Stevenson (R.Louis),Works by

:

Travels with a Donkey in the
Cevennes. Frontispiece by Walter
Crane. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

An Inland Voyage. With Front, by
W. Crane. Post 8vo, cl. lp., 2s. 6d.

Virginibus Puerisque, and other
Papers. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Familiar Studies of Men and Books.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

New Arabian Nights. Crown 8vo,

cl. extra, 63.
;
post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s.

The Silverado Squatters. With
Frontispiece. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Prince Otto: A Romance. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 6s. \In preparation.

St. John.—A Levantine Family.
By Bayle St. John. Post 8vo, illus-

trated boards, 2s.

Stoddard.—Summer Cruising
In the South Seas. By Charles
Warren Stoddard. Illust. by Wallis
Mackay. Crown 8vo, cl. extra, 3s. 6fl.

St. Pierre.—Paul and Virginia,
and The Indian Cottage. By Ber-
nardin St. Pierre. Edited, with Life,

by Rev. E. Clarke. Post 8vo, cl, lp., 2s.

Stories from Foreign Novel-
ists. With Notices of their Lives and
Writings. By Helen and Alice Zim-
mern ; and a Frontispiece. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Strutt's Sports and Pastimes
of the People of England; including
the Rural and Domestic Recreations,
May Games, Mummeries, Shows, Pro-
cessions, Pageants, and Pompous
Spectacles, from the Earliest Period
to the Present Time. With 140 Illus-

trations. Edited by William Hone.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Suburban Homes (The) of
London : A Residential Guide to

Favourite London Localities, their

Society, Celebrities, and Associations.
With Notes on their Rental, Rates, and
House Accommodation. With Map of

Suburban London. Cr.8vo,cl.ex.,7s.6d.

Swift's Choice Works, in Prose
and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait,

and Facsimiles of the Maps in the
Original Edition of " Gulliver's
Travels." C r. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Swinburne (Algernon C),
Works by:

The Queen Mother and Rosamond.
Fcap. 8vo, 5s.

Atalanta in Calydon. Crown 8vo, 6s.

Chastelard. ATragedy. Cr. 8vo, 7s.

Poems and Ballads. First Series.
Fcap. 8vo, 9s. Cr. 8vo, same price.

Poems and Ballads. Second Series.
Fcap. 8vo, 9s. Cr. 8vo, same price.

Notes on Poems and Reviews. 8vo,ls.

William Blake: A Critical Essay.
With Facsimile Paintings. Demy
8vo, 16s.

Songs before Sunrise. Cr. 8vo, 10s.6d.

Bothwell: ATragedy. Cr.8vo,12s.6d.

George Chapman : An Essay. Crown
8vo, 7s.

Songs of Two Nations. Cr. 8vo, 6s.

Essays and Studies. Crown 8vo, 12s.

Erechtheus: ATragedy. Cr. 8vo,6s.

Note of an English Republican on
the Muscovite Crusade. 8vo, Is.

A Note on Charlotte Bronte. Crown
8vo, 6s.

A Study of Shakespeare. Cr. 8vo, 8s.

Songs of the Springtides. Cr. 8vo, 6s.

Studies In Song. Crown 8vo, 7s.
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Swinburne (Algernon C.) Works, con.
Mary Stuart : A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, 8s.
Tristram of Lyonesse, and other
Posms. Crown 8vo, 9s.

A Century of Roundels. Small 410,
cloth extra, 8s.

A Midsummer Holiday, and other
Poems. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s.

Marino Faliero: A Tragedy. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Symonds.—Wine, Women and
Song: Mediaeval Latin Students'
Songs. Now first translated into Eng-
lish Verse, with Essay by J. Addington
Symonds. Small 8vo, parchment, 6s.

Syntax's (Dr.) Three Tours:
In Search of the Picturesque, in Search
of Consolation, and in Search of a
Wife. With the whole of Rowland-
son's droll page Illustrations in Colours
and a Life of the Author by J. C.
Hotten. Med. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Taine's History of English
Literature. Translated by Henry
Van Laun. Four Vols., small 8vo,
cloth boards, 30s.

—

Popular Edition,
Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 15s.

Taylor (Dr. J. E., F.L.S.), Works
by:
The Sagacity and Morality of
Plants : A Sketch of the Life and
Conduct of the Vegetable Kingdom.
With Coloured Frontispiece and 100
Illusts. Crown 8vo, cl. extra, 7s. 6d.

Our Common British Fossils, and
Where to Find Them. With nu-
merous Illustrations. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Taylor's (Bayard) Diversions
of the Echo Club: Burlesques of
Modern Writers. Post8vo, cl. limp, 2s.

Taylor's (Tom) Historical
Dramas: "Clancarty," "Jeanne
Dare," " 'Twixt Axe and Crown," " The
Fool's Revenge," " Arkwright's Wife,"
"Anne Boleyn," " Plot and Passion.''

One Vol., cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
*„* The Plays may also be had sepa-

rately, at Is. each.

Tennyson (Lord) : A Biogra-
phical Sketch. By H. J. Jennings.
With a Photograph-Portrait. Crown
8vo , cloth extra, 6s.

Thackerayana: Notes and Anec-
dotes. Illustrated by Hundreds of
Sketches by William Makepeace
Thackeray, depicting Humorous
Incidents in his School-life, and
Favourite Characters in the books of
his every-day reading". With Coloured
Frontispiece. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 7s. 6d.

Thomas (Bertha), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each,
Cresslda.
Proud Maisle
The Violin-Player.

fhomas (M.).—A Fight for Life

:

A Novel. By W. Moy Thomas. Post
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Thomson's Seasons and Castle
of Indolence. With a Biographical
and Critical Introduction by Allan
Cunningham, and over 50 fine Illustra-

tions on Steel and Wood. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, gilt edges, 7s. 6d.

Thornbury (Walter), Works by
Haunted London. Edited by Ed-
ward Walford, M.A. With Illus-

trations by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

The Life and Correspondence of
J. M. W. Turner. Founded upon
Letters and Papers furnished by his
Friends and fellow Academicians.
With numerous Illusts. in Colours,
facsimiled from Turner's Original
Drawings. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 7s. 6d.

Old Stories Re-told. Post 8vo, cloth
limp, -?,s. 6d.

Tales for the Marines. Post 8vo,
illustrated board s, 2s.

Timbs (John), Works by:
The History of Clubs and Club Life

in London. With Anecdotes of its

Famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries,
and Taverns. With numerous Illus-
trations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

English Eccentrics and Eccen-
tricities: Stories of Wealth and
Fashion, Delusions, Impostures, and
Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights
and Sporting Scenes, Eccentric
Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of
Letters, &c. With nearly 50 Illusts.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Torrens. — The Marquess
Welleslay, Architect of Empire. An
Historic Portrait. By W. M. Tor-
rens, M.P. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 14s.

Trollope (Anthony), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

The Way We Live Now.
The American Senator.
Kept in the Dark.
Frau Frohmann.

| Marion Fay.
Mr. Scarborough's Family.
The Land-Leaguers.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 23. each.
The Golden Lion of Granpere.
John Caldigate.
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Trollope(FrancesE.),Novels by
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Sd. ; post
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Like Ships upon the Sea.
Mabel's Progress.
Anne Furness.

Trollope(T. A.).—Diamond Cut
Diamond, and other Stories. By
T. Adolphus Trollope. Cr. 8vo, cl.

ex., 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s.

Trowbridge.—Farnell's Folly:
A Novel. By J. T. Trowbridge. Two
Vols., crown 8vo, 12s.

Turgenieff (Ivan), &c. Stories
from Foreign Novelists. Post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2s.

TytTer (Sarah), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
What She Came Through.
The Bride's Pass.

Saint Mungo's City. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Beauty and the Beast. ThreeVols.,
crown 8vo, 31s. 6d

.

Tytler (C. C. Fraser-). — Mis-
tress Judith: A Novel. By C. C.
Fraser-Tytler. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra,

3s. 6d. ;
post 8vo, illust. boaids, 2s.

Van Laun.— History of French
Literature. By Henry Van Laun.
Complete in Three Vols., demy 8vo,
cloth boards, 7s. 6d. each.

Villari.— A Double Bond: A
Story. By Linda Villari. Fcap.

_8vo, picture cover, Is.

Walcott.— Church Work and
Life in English Minsters; and the
English Student's Monasticon. By the
Rev. Mackenzie E. C. Walcott, B.D.
Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra,
with Map and Ground-Plans, 14s.

Walford (Edw.,M.A.),Worksl>y^
The County Families of the United
Kingdom. Containing Notices of

the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Educa-
tion, &c, of more than 12.000 dis-

tinguished Heads of Families, their

Heirs Apparent or Presumptive, the
Offices they hold or have held, their

Town and Country Addresses, Clubs,
&c. Twenty-fifth Annual Edition,

for 1885, cloth, full gilt, 60s.

The Shilling Peerage (1885). Con-
taining an Alphabetical List of the
House of Lords, Dates of Creation,
Lists of Scotch and Irish Peers,
Addresses, &c. 32010, cloth, Is,

Published annually.

Walford's (Edw., M.A.) Works, com.—
The Shilling Baronetage (1885).

Containing an Alphabetical List ot
the Baronets of the United Kingdom,
short Biographical Notices, Dates
of Creation, Addresses, &c. 32mo,
cloth, Is. Published annually.

The Shilling Knightage (1885). Con-
taining an Alphabetical List of the
Knights of the United Kingdom,
short Biographical Notices, Dates
of Creation, Addresses, &c. 32mo,
cloth, Is. Published annually.

The Shilling House of Commons
(1885). Containing a List of all the
Members of Parliament, their Town
and Country Addresses, &c. 32mo,
cloth, Is. Published annually.

The Complete Peerage, Baronet-
age, Knightage, and House of
Commons (1885). In One Volume,
royal 32mo, cloth extra, gilt edges,
5s. Published annually.

Haunted London. By Walter
Thornbury. Edited by Edward
Walford, M.A. With Illustrations

by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Walton andCotton'sComplete
Angler; or, The Contemplative Man's
Recreation ; being a Discourse of
Rivers, Fishponds, Fish and Fishing,
written by Izaak Walton ; and In-
structions how to Angle for a Trout or
Grayling in a clear Stream, by Charles
Cotton. With Original Memoirs and
Notes by Sir Harris Nicolas, and
61 Copperplate Illustrations. Large
crown 8vo, cloth antique, 7s. 6d.

Wanderer's Library, The:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
Wanderings in Patagonia; or, Life
among the Ostrich Hunters. By
Julius Beerbohm. Illustrated.

Camp Notes: Stories of Sport and
Adventure in Asia, Africa, and
America. By Frederick Boyle.

Savage Life. By Frederick Boyle.
Merrie England in the Olden Time.
By George Daniel. With Illustra-

tions by Robt. Cruikshank.
Circus Life and Circus Celebrities.
By Thomas Frost.

The Lives of the Conjurers. By
Thomas Frost.

The Old Showmen and the Old
London Fairs. By Thomas Frost.

Low-Life Deeps. An Account of the
Strange Fish to be found there. By
James Greenwood.

The Wilds of London. By James
Greenwood.

Tunis: The Land and the People.
By the Chevalier de Hesse-War-
tegq. With 22 Illustrations.
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Wanderer's Library, The, continued—
The Life and Adventures of a Cheap
Jack. By One of the Fraternity.
Edited by Charles Hindley.

The World Behind the Scenes. By
Percy Fitzgerald.

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings

:

Including the Origin of Signs, and
Reminiscences connected with Ta-
verns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c.
By Charles Hindley. With Illusts.

The Genial Showman : Life and Ad-
ventures of Artemus Ward. By E. P.
Hingston. With a Frontispiece.

The Story of the London Parks.
By Jacob Larwood. With Illusts.

London Characters. By Henry May-
hew. Illustrated.

Seven Generations of Executioners

:

Memoirs of the Sanson Family (1688
to 1847). Edited by Henry Sanson.

Summer Cruising in the South
Seas. By C. Warren Stoddard.
Illustrated by Wallis Mackay.

Warner.—A Roundabout Jour-
ney. By Charl-es Dudley Warner,
Author of " My Summer in a Garden."
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Warrants, &c. :—
Warrant to Execute Charles I. An
exact Facsimile, with the Fifty-nine
Signatures, and corresponding Seals.

Carefully printed on paper to imitate
the Original, 22 in. by 14 in. Price 2s.

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of
Scots. An exact Facsimile, includ-
ing the Signature of Queen Eliza-
beth, and a Facsimile of the Great
Seal. Beautifully printed on paper
to imitate the Original MS. Price 2s.

Magna Charta. An exact Facsimile
of the Original Document in the
British Museum, printed on fine

plate paper, nearly 3 feet long by 2

feet wide, with the Arms and Seals
emblazoned in Gold and Colours.
Price 5s.

The Roll of Battle Abbey; or, A List

of the Principal Warriors who came
over from Normandy with William
the Conqueror, and Settled in this

Country, a.d. 1066-7. With the
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold
and Colours. Price 5s.

Weather, How to Foretell the,
with the Pocket Spectroscope. By
F. W. Cory, M.R.C.S. Eng., F.R.Met.
Soc, &c. With 10 Illustrations. Crown
8vo, Is. ; cloth, I s. 6d.

Westropp.—Handbook of Pot-
tery and Porcelain ; or, History of

those Arts from the Earliest Period.

By Hodder M. Westropp. With nu-

merous Illustrations, and a List of

Marks. Crown 8vo cloth limp, 4s. 6d.

Whistler v. Ruski-n : Art and
Art Critics. By J. A. Macneill
Whistler. 7th Edition, sq.jjvo, Is.

White's Natural History of
Selborne. Edited, with Additions, by
Thomas Brown, F.L.S. Post 8vo,
cloth limp, 2s.

Williams (W. Mattieu, F.R.A.S.),
Works by

:

Science Notes. See the Gentleman's
Magazine. Is. Monthly.

Science in Short Chapters. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

A Simple Treatise on Heat. Crown
8vo, cloth limp, with Illusts., 2s. 6d.

The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown
8vo , cloth extra, 6s.

Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.),
Works by:

Chapters on Evolution : A Popular
History of the Darwinian and
Allied Theories of Development.
Second Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, with 259 Illustrations, 7s. 6d.

Leaves from a Naturalist's Note-
book. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Leisure-Time Studies, chiefly Bio-
logical. Third Edition, with a New
Preface. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,
with Illustrations, 6s.

Winter (J. S.), Stories by7-

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Cavalry Life. ^Regimental Legends.

Women of the Day : A Biogra-
phical Dictionary of Notable Contem-
poraries. By Frances Hays. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 5s.

Wood.—Sabina: A Novel. By
Lady Wood. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s.

Words, Facts, and Phrases:
A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and
Out-of-the-Way Matters. By Eliezer
Edwards. New and cheaper issue,
cr. 8vo,cl. ex., 7s. 6d. ; half-bound, 9s.

Wright (Thomasj, Works byT
Caricature History of the Georges.
(The House of Hanover.) With 400
Pictures, Caricatures, Squibs, Broad-
sides, Window Pictures, &c. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

History of Caricature and of the
Grotesque in Art, Literature,
Sculpture, and Painting. Profusely
Illustrated by F. W. Fairholt,
F.S.A. Large post 8vo, cl. ex., 7s.6d.

Yates (Edmund), Novels by:
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Castaway.

| The Forlorn Hope.
Land at Last.
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NOVELS BY THE
Mn.CASHEL HOE Y'S NEWNOVEL.
The Lover's Creed. By Mrs. Cashed
Hoey, Author of " The Blossoming of
an Aloe," &c. With 12 Illustrations

by P. MacNab. Three Vols., crown
8vo.

SARAH TYTLER'S NEW NOVEL.
Beauty and the Beast. By Sarah
Tytler, Author of " The Bride's Pass,"
" Saint Mungo's City," " Citoyenne
Jacqueline," &c. Three Vols., crown
Svo.

NEW NOVELS BY CHAS. GIBBON. [

By Mead and Stream. By Charles
Gibbon, Author of " Robin Gray,"
"The Golden Shaft," " Queen of the
Meadow," &c. Three Vols., cr. 8vo.

A Hard Knot. By Charles Gibbon.
Three Vols., crown 8vo.

Heart's Delight. By Charles Gibbon.
Three Vols., crown 8vo.

BEST AUTHORS.
NEW NOVEL BY CECIL POWER.
Philistia. By Cecil Power. Three

Vols., crown 8vo.

NEW NOVEL BY THE AUTHOR
OF " VALENTINA."

Gerald. By Eleanor C. Price. Three
Vols., crown 8vo.

BASIL'S NEW NOVEL.
"The Wearing of the Green." By

Basil, Author of " Love the Debt,"
"A Drawn Game," &c. Three Vols.,
crown 8vo.

NEW NOVEL BY J. T. TROW-
BRIDGE.

Farnell's Folly. Two Vols., crown 8vo,
12s.

Mrs. PIRKIS'S NEW NOVEL.
Lady Lovelace. ByC.L. Pirkis, Author

of " A Very Opal. 1
' Three Vols., crown

8vo.

THE PICCAD
Popular Stories by the Best Authors,

crown 8vo, cloth

BY MRS. ALEXANDER.
Maid, Wife, or Widow?

BY BASIL.
A Drawn Game.
BY W. BESANT & JAMES RICE.
Ready-Money Mortiboy.

My Little Girl.

The Case of Mr. Lucraft.

This Son of Vulcan.

With Harp and Crown.
The Golden Butterfly.

By Celia's Arbour.
The Monks of Thelema.
'Twas in Trafalgar's Bay.

The Seamy Side.

The Ten Years' Tenant.

The Chaplain of the Fleet.

Dorothy Forster.

BY WALTER BESANT.
All Sorts and Conditions of Men.
The Captains' Room.
All in a Garden Fair.

Dorothy Forster.

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN.
A Child of Nature.

God and the Man.

The Shadow of the Sword.

The Martyrdom of Madeline.

Love Me for Ever.

Annan Water. I The New Abelard.

Matt. I Foxglove Manor.

ILLY NOVELS.
Library Editions, many Illustrated,

extra, 3s. 6d. each.

BY MRS. H. LOVETT CAMERON.
Deceivers Ever.

|
Juliet's Guardian.

BY MORTIMER COLLINS.
Sweet Anne Page.

Transmigration.
From Midnight to Midnight.

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS.
Blacksmith and Scholar.
The Village Comedy.
You Play me False.

BY WILKIE COLLINS.
Antonina.

Basil.

Hide and Seek.

The Dead Secret.

Queen of Hearts.

My Miscellanies.

Woman in White.
The Moonstone.
Man and Wife.

Poor Miss Finch.

Miss or Mrs. ?

BY DUTTON COOK.
Paul Foster's Daughter.

BY WILLIAM CYPLES.
Hearts of Gold.

BY ALPHONSE DAUDET
Port Salvation.

BY JAMES DE MILLE.
A Castle in Spain.

New Magdalen.
The Frozen Deep.
The Law and the
Lady.

TheTwo Destinies
Haunted Hotel.

The Fallen Leaves
Jezebel'sDaughter
The Black Robe.
Heart and Science
I Say No.
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Piccadilly Novels, continued—
BY J. LEITH DERWENT.

Our Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovers.

BY M. BETHAM-EDWARDS.
Felicia. | Kitty.

BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES.
Archie Lovell.

BY R. E. FRANCILLON.
Olympia. I One by One.

Queen Cophetua. I A Real Queen.

Prefaced by Sir BARTLE FRERE.
Pandurang Hari.

BY EDWARD GARRETT.
The Capel Girls.

BY CHARLES GIBBON.
Robin Gray. | For Lack of Gold.

In Love and War.
What will the World Say?
For the King., |

In Honour Bound.

Queen of the Meadow.
In Pastures Green.

The Flower of the Forest.

A Heart's Problem.

The Braes of Yarrow.

The Golden Shaft. | Of High Degree.

Fancy Free. |
Loving a Dream.

BY HALL CAINE.
The Shadow of a Crime.

BY THOMAS HARDY.
Under the Greenwood Tree.

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE.
Garth. 1 Ellice Quentin.

Sebastian Strome.
Prince Saroni's Wife.

Dust. | Fortune's Fool.

Beatrix Randolph.
Miss Cadogna.

BY SIR A. HELPS.
Ivan de Biron.

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT.
Thornicroft's Model.

The Leaden Casket.

Self Condemned.

BY JEAN INGELOW.
Fated to be Free.

BY HARRIETT JAY.
The Queen of Connaught
The Dark Colleen.

BY HENRY KINGSLEY.
Number Seventeen.

Oakshott Castle.

Piccadilly Novels, continued—
BY E. LYNN LINTON.

Patricia Kemball.
Atonement of Learn Dundas.
The World Well Lost.

Under which Lord?
With a Silken Thread.
The Rebel of the Family
"My Love !"

|
lone.

BY HENRY W. LUCY.
Gideon Fleyce.

by justin McCarthy, m.p.
The Waterdale Neighbours.

My Enemy's Daughter.
Linley Rochford. | A Fair Saxon.
Dear Lady Disdain.

Miss Misanthrope.
|
DonnaQuixote.

The Comet of a Season.

Maid of Athens.

BY GEORGE MAC DONALD, LL.D.
Paul Faber, Surgeon.
Thomas Wingfold, Curate.

BY MRS. MACDONELL.
Quaker Cousins.

BY KA1HARINE S. MACQUOID.
Lost Rose

|
The Evil Eye.

BY FLORENCE MARRYAT.
Open ! Sesame ! | written in Fire.

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS.
Touch and Go.

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY.
Life's Atonement. Coals of Fire,

Joseph's Coat. Val Strange.

A Model Father. Hearts.

By the Gate of the Sea
The Way of the World.

A Bit of Human Nature.
BY MRS. OLIPHANT.

Whiteladies.

BY MARGARET A. PAUL.
Gentle and Simple.

BY JAMES PAYN,
Lost Sir .Vlassing-

berd.
Best of Husbands
Fallen Fortunes.

Halves.

Walter's Word.
What He Cost Her
Less Black than
We're Painted.

By Proxy.

High Spirits.

Under On 3 Roof.

Carlyon's Year.

A Confidential
Agent.

From Exile.

A Grape from £

Thorn.
For Cash Only.

Some Private
Views.

Kit : A Memory.
The Canon's
Ward.

BY E. C. PRICE.
Valentina.

|
The Foreigners.

Mrs. Lancaster's Rival.
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Piccadilly Novels, continued—

BY CHARLES READE, D.C.L.

It is Never Too Late to Mend.
Hard Cash.

I
Peg Wofflngton.

Christie Johnstone.
Griffith Gaunt. | Foul Play.

The Double Marriage.

Love Me Little, Love Me Long.

The Cloister and the Hearth.

The Course of True Love.

The Autobiography of a Thief.

Put Yourself in His Place.

A Terrible Temptation.
The Wandering Heir. I A Simpleton.

A Woman-Hater. I
Readiana.

Singleheart and Doubleface.

The Jilt. [mals.

Good Stories of Men and other Ani-

BY MRS. J. H. RIDDELL.
Her Mother's Darling.

Prince of Wales's Garden-Party.

Weird Stories.

BY F. W. ROBINSON.
Women are Strange.

The Hands of Justice.

BY JOHN SAUNDERS.
Bound to the Wheel.

Guy Waterman. |
Two Dreamers.

One Against the World.

The Lion in the Path.

BY KATHARINE SAUNDERS.
Joan Merryweather.
Margaret and Elizabeth.

Gideon's Rock. I Heart Salvage.

The High Mills. I Sebastian.

Piccadilly Novels, continued—

BY T. W. SPEIGHT.
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke.

BY R. A. STERNDALE.
The Afghan Knife.

BY BERTHA THOMAS.
Proud Maisie.

|
Cressida.

The Violin-Playe?.

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE.
The Way we Live Now.
The American Senator
Frau Frohmann. |

Marion Fay.

Kept in the Dark.

Mr. Scarborough's Family.

The Land-Leaguers.

BY FRANCES E. TROLLOPE.
Like Ships upon the Sea.

Anne Furness.

Mabel's Progress.

BY T. A. TROLLOPE.
Diamond Cut Diamond

By IVAN TURGENIEFF and Others.

Stories from Foreign Novelists.

BY SARAH TYTLER.
What She Came Through.
The Bride's Pass.

Saint Mungo's City.

BY C. C. FRASER-TYTLER.
Mistress Judith.

BY J. S. WINTER.
Cavalry Life.

Regimental Legends.

CHEAP EDITIONS OF
Post 8vo, illustrated

BY EDMOND ABOUT.
The Fellah.

BY HAMILTON AIDE.
Carr of Carrlyon. I

Confidences.

BY MRS. ALEXANDER.
Maid, Wife, or Widow P

Valerie's Fate.

BY SHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP.
Grantley Grange.

BY W. BESANT & JAMES RICE.
Ready-Money Mortlboy.
With Harp and Crown.
This Son of Vulcan.

I

My Little Girl.

The Case of Mr. Lucraft.
The Gold«n Butterfly.

By Celia's Arbour.
The Monks of Thelema.

POPULAR NOVELS.
boards, 2s. each.

By Besant and Rice, continued—
'Twas in Trafalgar's Bay.
The Seamy Side.
The Ten Years' Tenant.
The Chaplain of the Fleet.

BY WALTER BESANT.
All Sorts and Conditions of Men.
The Captains' Room.
All in a Garden Fair.

BY FREDERICK BOYLE.
Camp Notes.

I
Savage Life.

Chronicles of No-man's Land.

BY BRET HARTE.
An Heiress of Red Dog.
The Luck of Roaring Camp.
Californian Stories.
Gabriel Conroy. | Flip.

Maruja.
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Cheap Popular Novels, continued—
BY ROBERT BUCHANAN.

TheMartyrdomof
Madeline.

Annan Water.
The New Abelard.

The Shadow of
the Sword.

A Child of Nature.

God and the Man.
Love Me for Ever.

BY MRS. BURNETT.
Surly Tim.

BY MRS. LOVETT CAMERON.
Deceivers Ever. | Juliet's Guardian.

BY MACLAREN COBBAN.
The Cure of Souls.

BY C. ALLSTON COLLINS.
The Bar Sinister.

BY WILKIE COLLINS.
Antonina.
Basil.

Hide and Seek.

The Dead Secret.

Queen of Hearts.

My Miscellanies.

Woman in White.

The Moonstone.
Man and Wife.

Poor Miss Finch.

Miss or Mrs. ?

New Magdalen.
The Frozen Deep.
Law and the Lady.
TheTwo Destinies

Haunted Hotel.

The Fallen Leaves.

Jezebel'sDaughter

The Black Robe.

Heart and Science

BY MORTIMER COLLINS.
Sweet Anne Page. I

From Midnight to

Transmigration. |

Midnight.

A Fight with Fortune.

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS.
Sweet and Twenty.

|
Frances.

Blacksmith and Scholar.

The Village Comedy.
You Play me False.

BY DUTTON COOK.
Leo. |

Paul Foster's Daughter.

BY WILLIAM CYPLES.
Hearts of Gold.

BY ALPHONSE DA UDET.
The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation.

BY DE MILLE.
A Castle in Spain.

BY J. LEITH DERWENT.
Our Lady of Tears.

| Circe's Lovers.

BY CHARLES DICKENS.
Sketches by Boz. I Oliver Twist.
Pickwick Papers. | Nicholas Nickleby

BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES.
A Point of Honour. [

Archie Lovell.

BY M. BETHAM-EDWARDS.
Felicia. | Kitty.

BY EDWARD EGGLESTON.
Roxy.

Cheap Popular Novels, continued—

BY PERCY FITZGERALD.
Bella Donna. | Never Forgotten.

The Second Mrs. Tillotson.

Polly.

Seventy-five Brooke Street.

The Lady of Brantome.

BY ALBANY DE FONBLANQUE.
Filthy Lucre.

BY R. E. FRANCILLON.
Olympia. I Queen Cophetua.
One by One. | A Real Queen.

Prefaced by Sir H. BARTLE FRERE.
Pandurang Hari.

BY HAIN FRISWELL.
One of Two.

BY EDWARD GARRETT
The Capel Girls.

BY CHARLES GIBBON.
Robin Gray.
For Lack of Gold

Queen of the Mea-
dow.

The Flower of the
Forest.

A Heart's Problem
The Braes of Yar-
row.

The Golden Shaft.
Of High Degree.

What will the
World Say p

In Honour Bound.
The Dead Heart.
In Love and War.
For the King.

In PasturesGreen

BY WILLIAM GILBERT.
Dr. Austin's Guests.
The Wizard of the Mountain.
James Duke.

BY yAMES GREENWOOD.
Dick Temple.

BY ANDREW HALLWAY.
Every-Day Papers.

BY LADY DUFFUS HARDY.
Paul Wynter's Sacrifice.

BY THOMAS HARDY.
Under the Greenwood Tree.

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE.
Garth.

|

Sebastian Strome
Ellice Quentin. | Dust.
Prince Saroni's Wife.

Fortune's Fool. | Beatrix Randolph.

BY SIR ARTHUR HELPS.
Ivan de Biron.

BY TOM HOOD.
A Golden Heart.

BY MRS. GEORGE HOOPER.
The House of Raby.

BY VICTOR HUGO.
The Hunchback of Notre Dame,
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Cheap Popular Novels, continued—

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT.
Thornicroft's Model.

The Leaden Casket.

Self-Condemned.

BY JEAN INGELOW.
Fated to be Free.

BY HARRIETT J'AY.
The Dark Colleen.
The Queen of Connaught.

BY HENRY KINGSLEY.
Oakshott Castle. | Number Seventeen

BY E. LYNN LINTON.
Patricia Kemball.

The Atonement of Learn Dundas,
The World Well Lost.

Under which Lord ?

With a Silken Thread.
The Rebel of the Family.

"My Love!" | lone.

BY HENRY W. LUCY.
Gideon Fleyce.

by justin McCarthy, m.p.
Dear LadyDisdain
The Waterdale
Neighbours.

My Enemy's
Daughter.

A Fair Saxon.

Linley Rochford.
MissMisanthrope
Donna Quixote.
The Comet of a
Season.

Maid of Athens.
BY GEORGE MAC DONALD.

Paul Faber, Surgeon.
Thomas Wingfold, Curate.

BY MRS. MACDONELL.
Quaker Cousins.

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOW.
The Evil Eye. | Lost Rose.

BY W. H. MALLOCK.
The New Republic.

BY FLORENCE MARRYAT.
Open ! Sesame!
A Harvest of Wild
Oats.

A Little Stepson.
Fighting the Air.

Written in Fire.

BY J. MASTERMAN.
Half-a-dozen Daughters.

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS
Touch and Go.

| Mr. Dorillion.

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY
ALife'sAtonement
A Model Father.

Joseph's Coat.
Coals of Fire.

By the Gate ofthe
Sea.

Val Strange.
Hearts.

BY MRS. OLIPHANT.
Whlteladles.

Cheap Popular Novels, continued—
BY MRS. ROBERT O'REILLY.

Phoebe's Fortunes.

BY
Held In Bondage.
Strathmore.
Chandos.
Under Two Flags.

Idalla.

Cecil Castle-
maine.

Tricotrin.

Puck.

Folle Farlne.

A Dog of Flanders.

Pascarel.

Signa.

UIDA.
TwoLlttleWooden
Shoes.

In a Winter City.

Ariadne.

Friendship.

Moths.
Pipistrello.

A Village Com-
mune.

Bimbl.

In Maremma.
Wanda.
Frescoes.

BY MARGARET AGNES PAUL.
Gentle and Simple.

BY JAMES PAYN.
Lost Sir Massing-
berd.

A Perfect Trea-
sure.

Bentinck's Tutor.
Murphy's Master.

A County Family.

At Her Mercy.

A Woman's Ven-
geance.

Cecil's Tryst.

Clyffards of Clyffe

The FamilyScape-
grace.

Foster Brothers.

Found Dead.

Best of Husbands
Walter's Word.
Halves.
Fallen Fortunes.
What He Cost Her
Humorous Stories

Gwendoline's Har-
vest.

£200 Reward

Lika Father, Like
Son.

A Marine Resi-
dence.

Married Beneath
Him.

Mirk Abbey.
Not Wooed, but
Won.

Less Black than
We're Painted.

By Proxy.
Under One Roof.

High Spirits.

Carlyo"'* Y^^p.

A Confidential
Agent.

Some Private
Views.

From Exile.

A Grape from
Thorn.

For Cash Only.
Kit : A Memory.
The Canon s Ward

a

BY EDGAR A. POE.
The Mystery of Marie Roget.

BY E. C. PRICE.
Valentina.

|
The Foreigners.

Mrs. Lancaster's Rival.

BY CHARLES READE.
It is Never Too Late to Mend
Hard Cash.

|
Peg Wofflngton.

Christie Johnstone.
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Cheap Popular Novels, continued—

By Charles Reade, continued.

Griffith Gaunt.
Put Yqurself in His Place.
The Double Marriage.
Love Me Little, Love Me Lon^.
Foul Play.
The Cloister and the Hearth.
The Course of True Love.
Autobiography of a Thief.
A Terrible Temptation.
The Wandering Heir.
A Simpleton. I A Woman-Hater.
Readiana.

| The Jilt.

Singleheart and Doubleface.
Good Stories of Men and other
Animals.

BY MRS. J. H. RIDDELL.

.

Her Mother's Darling.
Prince of Wales's Garden Party.
Weird Stories.
The Uninhabited House.
Fairy Water.

BY F. W. ROBINSON.
Women are Strange.
The Hands of Justice.

BY W. CLARK RUSSELL.
Round the Galley Fire.

BY BAYLE ST. JOHN.
A Levantine Family.
BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA.
Gaslight and Daylight.

BY JOHN SA UNDERS.
Bound to the Wheel.
One Against the World.
Guy Waterman.
The Lion in the Path.
Two Dreamers.
BY KATHARINE SAUNDERS.
Joan Merryweather.
iviargaret and Elizabeth.
The High Mills.

BY GEORGE R. SIMS.
Rogues and Vagabonds.

BY ARTHUR SKETCHLEY.
A Match in the Dark.

BY T. W. SPEIGHT.
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke.

BY R. A. STERNDALE.
The Afghan Knife.

BY R. LOUIS STEVENSON.
New Arabian Nights.

BY BERTHA THOMAS.
Cressida. I

Proud Maisle.
The Violin-Player.

BY W.MOY THOMAS.
A Fight for Life.

BY WALTER THORNBURY.
Tales for the Marines.

BY T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE.
Diamond Cut Diamond.

Cheap Popular Novels, continued—

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE.
The Way We Live Now.
The American Senator.
Frau Frohmann.
Marion Fay.
Kept in the Dark.
Mr. Scarborough's Family.
The Land-Leaguers.
The Golden Lion of Granpere.
John Caldigate.

By FRANCES ELEANORTROLLOPE
Like Ships upon the Sea.
Anne Furness.
Mabel's Progress.

BY IVAN TURGENIEFF, &c.
Stories from Foreign Novelists.

BY MARK TWAIN.
Tom Sawyer.
An Idle Excursion.
A Pleasure Trip on the Continent

of Europe.
A Tramp Abroad.
The Stolen White Elephant.
BY C. C. FRASER-TYTLER.

Mistress Judith.

BY SARAH TYTLER.
What She Came Through.
The Bride's Pass.

BY J. S. WINTER.
Cavalry Life. | Regimental Legends.

BY LADY WOOD.
Sablna.

BY EDMUND YATES.
Castaway. | The Forlorn Hope.
Land at Last.

ANONYMOUS.
Paul Ferroll.

Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife.

Fcap. 8vo, picture covers, Is. each.
Jeff Briggs's Love Story. By Bret
Harte.

The Twins of Table Mountain. By
Bret Harte,

Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. By
Julian Hawthorne.

Kathleen Mavourneen. By Author
of " That Lass o' Lowrie's."

Lindsay's Luck. By the Author of
" That Lass o' Lowrie's."

Pretty Polly Pemberton. By the
Author of "That Lass o' Lowrie's."

Trooping with Crows. By Mrs.
PlRKIS.

The Professor's Wife. By Leonard
Graham.

A Double Bond. By Linda Villari.
Esther's Glove. By R. E. Francillon.
The Garden that Paid the Rent.
By Tom Jerrold.

Curly. By John Coleman. Illus-

trated by J. C. Dollman.

J. OCDEN AND CO,, PRINTERS, 172, ST, JOHN STREET, E.C.
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and smooth. O-ODFE
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and Nursery.

Sold in Bottles,

- s-sMidUuti.'rsr iw,a.'Austin Freeman, one
ot me leaders of the "vast army of detec-

tive story writers, suggests reflections on
the unfading popularity of this now highly

specialized art. What is the precise lure

which not only attracts the common
reader but, by all accounts, induces some
of the very greatest to give their powerful

ntellects either a little rest or a different

form of exercise ? All do not read detec-

tive stories from the same motives or in

tfie same way. Some dash ahead un-
reflectively, at break-neck speed, and can
scarce refrain from the meanness of
" looking on." Others follow carefully

every will-o'-the-wisp clue that may
possibly lead to the pot of gold and revel

in their conscientious efforts to find out
for themselves. Whatever the reader's

method, these stories have the supreme
merit of being, as we say nowadays,
escapist. They banish other harassing
thoughts and transport him into a country
having a bright and< seductive if somewhat
artificial atmosphere of its own. That
knowledge of the solution is not neces-

sarily fatal and may even add to the charm
is certain, at least in the case of acknow-
ledged masterpieces, for there are credibly

said to be those who read " The Moon-
" stone " at least once a year. Mr. Free-
man himself deliberately adopted the

form in which the criminal is known to

the reader a.nd the interest lies in follow-

ing the turns and twists of the detective's

mind as he progresses towards discovery.

Herein lies much of the fascination of
" The Woman in White '"

if it may be in-

cluded in this category, though possessing
no professed detective. The reader can
discern, not even through a glass darkly,

what Count Fosco and Sir Perciv'al Glyde
intend to do ; the point is how they will

do it. Granted that the author has what
Mrs. Malaprop thought so desirable for

young ladies, " a little ingenuity and arti-
" fice," an impenetrable mystery is not
essential,

In " The Woman in White," now gain-

ing new adherents through a broadcast
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gator—an exception to p
there must be a real detec.c
professional, and that he must possess
distinctive and outstanding qualities. Mr.
Bucket, the first of a long and illustrious

line; Sergeant Cuff, still affectionately

regarded by many as the greatest of all

;

M. Lecoq ; Sherlock Holmes (who
presumed to call him " a miserable
" bungler ") ; Father Brown and Mr.
Freeman's Dr. Thorndyke were all men
of character. Sergeant Cuff was in one
way unique; though highly efficient in

discovering facts he was hopelessly wrong
in the conclusions he^ drew from them,
and yet the reader retains for him a pro-
found admiration. That is greatness in-

deed. Sherlock Holmes once drew wrong
conclusions, and his remark on that Occa-

sion is well known :
" Watsqrt, if it should

" ever strike "you that I am getting a 1

'" over-confident in jny
" less pains to a case

"kindly whisper ' Norbury in my ear,.Is"j§

d the Medicine,
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ecstatically in each other's ears, but apart w^*

from
" Face
rally

FUHRER
the beginning at least in the end, and
villainies grow ever more tangled and
need more unravelling. The writers of

to-day must often envy those who wrote

when the world was younger and simpler

and there were still plots unused.

Gaboriau indeed had a complex villain,

Mascarot, the blackmailer of all Paris,

iBoSMolj 5*2
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who was " like Cerberus, three gentlemen lg I ° s| £ § ag-g g

"at once," but as a rule the, standard, r^Sl^^o'3!

whether for hunter or hunted, was not sggS^H^ gjs § g

then so desperately and incredibly high. ^|||||||
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Nevertheless, the authors stick bravely to

their task of thrilling and bamboozling; — — r~:
they never flinch from the ever increasing »nloroayne in lo§0

demands made on them, and show how

'

true it is that necessity is the mother of

invention.
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SPECIALTIES

FOR ALL

JACKSON'S

RUSMA.

Sold by the principal Druggists

at Home and Abroad.

For the removal of Hair without a

Razor, from the Arms, Neck, or Face,

as well as Sunburn or Tan.

The activity of this depilatory is notable.

It is easy and safe. It leaves a Whole Skin

and a Clean Complexion.

THE YEAR

ROUND.

At Is.

By Post,

Is. 2d.

JACKSON'S

BENZINE
EEOT.

For taking out Grease, Oil, Paint, &c,
from all absorbent Fabrics, Dress, or

Drapery ; Furs, Gloves, Slippers, Books,

and Manuscripts, it cleans with equal

success. It may be freely used to wash
Gilt surfaces to which water is destructive.

At 6d., Is.,

and 2s. 6d.

Parcel Post,

3d. extra.

JACKSON'S CHINESE DIAMOND CEMENT.
For China, Glass, and what not.

T. J., in making this

Cement, has constantly
kept in view the produc-
tion of an article fit for

general household pur-
poses, and which would,
with average care, repair
damages, so that the
mended articles should be

able to do duty alongside

the sound ones. It sur-

passes in neatness, in

strength, in cheapness,

and retains its virtues in

all climates. It has
_, . , . . . . , . stood the test of time,
This device isprinted , . ,, r ,

'

on the Wrapper of and in all quarters ot the

every Bottle of the world.
Genuine Article.

Sold in Bottles at 6d. and Is. each ; by Inland Post, Is. 2d

H.R.H.

Prince Albert's

CACHOUX

Dainty morsels, in the form of tiny Silver Bul-
lets, which dissolve in the mouth and surrender
to the breath their hidden fragrance.
The little Caskets containing the Cachoux bear

a Medallion of the late Prince Consort. They
are also furnished with " The Albert Gate Latch ''

(registered), being Thomas Jackson's contri-
vance for paying out the Cachoux singly.

At 6d.

By Post, 7d.

JACKSON'S

INCENSE

SPILLS.

A SPABKLING means of Incensing a Domicile,

and of Exorcising Evil Smells.

An enchanter's little wand, that on being
fired becomes to the receptive as a Medium
which quickens the fancy, be its mood grave or
gay, kindly leading the captive to that ladder,
the top of which reaches through the clouds to
the borders of Fairyland.

At 6d.

By Post, 7d.

1885.
From the Laboratory of

THOMAS JACKSON,
Strangeways, Manchester.

POSTAGE
for A broad, at
Letter Rate

to same place.



Dr. ROOKE'S
ORItMAL PILLS & S9UR ELIXIR.

THESE WELL-KNOWN FAMILY MEDICINE! have had a continually increasing
sale throu;;)if>nt the United Kingdom and the British Colonies since their introduction
In 1830, and2 e especially noted for their STRENGTBENING and RESTORATIVE
Properties. '/ixe.-je their invariable success in the RELIES1 and CURE of

INDIGESTION,
LIVER COMPLAINTS,
ASTHMA,
BRONCHITIS,

PULMONARY CONSUMPTION,
B! -UMATISM,
G." 1, SCROFULA,
GENERAL DEBILITY,

and all Diseases of the NERVOUS SYSTEM,
whether arising from a sedentary mode of life, unhealthy occupation, insalubrious

blimate, or any other cause. ^pIS

THE ORIENTAL PILLS AND SOLAR ELIXIR
Are prepared cmly by CHARLES ROOKE, M.tt.-, SCARBOROUGH. The'PILLS
are sold in BoxejJ-, at Is. l£il. an wfi. 6ti. encu; the ELIXIR in Hotfcies at 4s ^d. and
lis. eaoh, duty included. Aron-M dacli Box and Bottle are wrapped Directions foi'

the Guidance of PiitieT-ts jn fill D-i-itsfe^.

~™~"™l)i. BOOKE'S AJSTI-LAKCriT""""
All•-wh»i.\vH,'.i to prer.rve, health aud tima pro'oPEr i'*>, 8'icniu ri-Bd-'fjR. SOOFfTS
"Alil'L-LANCET," or "HANDY GUIDE TO DOIlLSTIO :.•<'

J-. Vl£,'NE/' -\li.;li

contain? i/2 pageft and is replete with'anecdotea,_'?Kolehei(, L'%> ^i-fiyl Hint 'or, p:.r-

traits of oironfat men, &o. Concerning this bo^k, tlie iate emint'iiSViSthor, Sjj tWiiMX
Knovh.es, observed :

—

~^,!.' *
- re^'r-nn think.""It 'will hs an incalculable boon to eve -7 "pina*w

St

DR. ROOKE'S HAHDY ITOp£» V6 HEaITH AUD

HEALTH-SESTH8ISC PLAGES,"
JF'ttK o/ Pleasing Ill-.istrv.thgis and Utcf^j .,,f^n;ni*'^v. 88 P<lqes.

These Books may ' be_obtnined GliATJS of r ' '* : ! i r, or POST' FEEE
frW Dr. ROOKE, St-arb*

.
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aOUGH SB****.? fsSgKi!

Is the leading; Medicine of the day, and is specially rpyijriinef.Jrjl by several eminent
Physicians. It has been used with the most signal eucoesa for Ast iuna, Bronchitis, Con-
sftmption, Coughs, Influenza, Consumptive Night-Sweats, Spitting of Blood, Shortness
of Breath, J!.

1

.? 11 Affections of the Throat and Chest.

CROSBY'S BALSAMIC COUGH ELIXIR is sold everywhere, by all Chemists
and Patent Medicine Vendors, at the following prices *-^lsrl^.,4s^8d., 4s. 6d. and
lis. eaoh Bottle. A great saving is effected by purchasing the large Bottles. Full
Directions with each Bottle.




